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/Atilt 


^tli of Kobraavy, 186 —, was one of the most severe days of the winwf .! 

iioou Ulievali^^’si thennomoter, the favourite Varihian oraelu* 
^^egrees cenligvarle below zero. The sky was dark and loaded wifl| 
feawd the rain of the i-revious day liaJ froz-cu on the pavement, 

jpvohhjfion so peviloiijj tliat both Jabs iuul oniuibura hail ceased 

^<ity \\4'iv. aU-ogetlicr a must dreary n^tpect. ^ 

||& ritri-iianr, as a t ide, an^ not apt lo tleyotc mueh attention t<X the 
feTng poor. They fancy, perhaps, that siiilicicnt cniiuba falJ fi'om'tho 
^ of a iniilion djnera to ’latisfy the hunger of all tlje unligont ; and ye|t 
P& winter, wlion WoekHoi iec tloatdov n Lho Seine, thought instinctive! j 
of tliOMO V ho are <h ‘ itutc and dlii\ ering, and they arc naturally c^/UjF 
S^tod, So true is tnis, that ou the p;ivtieular Sth of Fehruai^ 

the landlady of tlio Hotel du IVjon, Madatuo lympias, a fi,, / 
r.l'oinaii fvtuii Auvergne, actually gave Jier lodgcif? a thought, vlmap^ 
n c^Bly fiitnigh had no euiinection either w'ith raising their nmU or c?iacl’ 
k^y mont of aiTcars, “ How bitterly cold it is,” she said to her husbi^nifj 
filling the stove with coal. ‘‘Cold enough to frighten a wSitJ 
m l In M'cathor like this I ahvays feel anxious— especially aince 
^feLyfhcn we found a lodger hanging to the rafters npsUira. His auio|<lii. 

francs, not to mention the sneers nud acoiisationa of 
really ought go upstairs, ami see what the follts^in 

4od her husband, “ they Vo' gone' out to warm 

\it. Did Father Tantamo went off at daybrealt p and 
w M. Haul Violame come down. Rose is the only onQ»Ji 
^ ^>'1 has enough to stay in bed.’* ^ 

^ ^upias spitefully, ‘ ‘ I’ve no 
mtli^en slie’ll soon, bo |eavju|^ 
leV iff too goml-looking for a 


Rue de la RCA^tte, at h 0i^t!aM 
^ There is a touch Cf orut&l iL'.cmy,'abw, 
Wk^/jli|ooiatlnff Byhi«uyw!iii&^ 
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A piifli a Rovilid buildinji:, havin'? a narroT^ muddy alloy ns iH 
^ I wit-li wliuiowa »o j^riniod filth, that ut a glanoo tflB 

pahser-1\> ..oJild ii;?htly iud;?o : “ J'hiH is tho lioino of povcity and wa'ab.’'j 
At tliG lii'Mt look, iiitjrfjovoi’, tiio aspect of the Iionao sugi^ests a tliioAXs’ deu ;■ 
ln)t this IB not iho ras'', for, as times go, ib is fairly honest. Indeed it isl 
0110 of tlidso loil.l^ill^-pliicos— bccuiuin^ yearly fcwoi- in numher -wherGi 
,t.lnme-faoed ])auper.», I'uUc wlio have seen ‘•'better tlinos,” vanfjuishcd eom-1 
l)at.\nts ill the stnieglr tor life, liud .siieltor and a bed in exeliancfe for theirl 
last ero’vrn. Jbn-e ili.-'y take refuge, lik< the slii]i-wreel\ed nnimier on af 
lOfek, hero they at le.ed liavo a momenta’ breathing time, ainl as boon asl 
strength returns staft otf anew. No matter liow wre-tched a incUi mightfi 
bo, lb would hA ijuito impo^ublo for him to think seriously of a])i«liiig for| 
laifv leiigMi <^1 time in thu Ib tol dii lYroii. ]ly mcaus of frames, oovoredf 
LmuiIi sail-ch.th ami second-hand Avail -yj.aper, each 5'1.or4iy is divi-led into at 
fc’iinbrrof liLlde ec'ilo wlr.eV. Madame l 40 U])ias diguides as looms, Tiie fr.imerl 
di^ jointed, tlie, ]iaper is falling into shreds, and yet liiih-ous a ^ t.hor'e eolh* 
^AVe, tle'V -i^etn •m])erb in (;omj'ariM)fi av ith i.h<* two attics, wh'«di mereU liave* 
sky-lielit window.!, ami ihe eriling-A (if wliicdi art- oO l»)vv' that, it, i»4 .;hme'f? 
^1mpo.'-:’'i'hi for t!io oecuipaida to slarid nprivht. Ilciii the only fuTuitiire i 
ii hod vm!!i a se.i weed as, a riekedy fc.i)-h.' ajid two ehaii's. Sue.h asl 

lln^yare, hoAV'eM'r, the atfnA are Jrl for two-and-twonty IVam'-j apii (s' yanj 
moiiih. Ihit t.heu, as Madaim' bjjnpcui ri\s. if .slunihl 'aj veinemher d iiv>^ 
‘both of them have, eldinueys, and this i., true — gsu'ret luivin;/ a In'le ‘ 
the Av.iU, I'e'iU'.'-h grat'' ami manth'])ii • j(‘ alike are wauling. HoA\eM'r tl\ 
W'orthv woman’s ionai\t(;,r( not e\.nding, and in piuofof this tho g.'ivvel| 

, noei'i' va* .ml. 

' Jn om of these atliee. on iliat eoWl Vehniary day, wo fliul the yonn;l 
Ai oinaii wliom i.on\)i.is i| lii.-a'. I ler t.oaiily a\ h'‘Vo!.d all (pieritioul 
w js invt uinetneu ; her hair m trvellousl v abimdant - >in/., h d one will! 
leti gleiuis, and i‘* V skill w .1*. l.n’iMiid wliiti . lioii ■ aUenur'teir 

j iuet illie spai'kle of h'*"l:n ..o- him* eyrs, ivldlo i’.ev Jip.s, niiieli dii 
ilisTdosed !-'imill jitjarly tin th, seesned only iutejuhal u>r smih aiel •r?.' * 

[ JjMte.’i'l '/f remiuniii^ mln'il a( liu' I imliovd had suggesh'd, idu; li.id ric- u, 
liirowiii;,^ llu; S(til(jd, d.nii^d eouuLeyjiaiK' wer alioidd'vs, iiad installed* 
• near tin iii e-niane. \\ iiy tin i you may .isk, laMun than (d'a v/lieref 
^e could sa.iU'e ly Iwive iin]K'dt(» warm herself, for tlie only signs of r 
^*’1^1' we.ro two .smouldering Int.'j of avoocI, each a.s largo a.s (uio’s list, wliiclV 
”Chaiv‘d hot ween them al'OSiT e r.ii«'-!i heal as a lighted cigar. "No niatterA 
(h'onijiing oil iln* dirtv rn-^ win-, h 'da«laimj bonpia.s eallod a lie.irth ruj’ ' 
itU'^n ‘■:inl]!«‘d .i paek of '.nds, meaning to oon.-niji; tluau as to her fia'iUf/; 
"destiny : and, affi*r ell, wa.- only u.Uur;ii .she shonhl seidi to ofm.solo licC S 
self irom till; siilh ringj/jf to day by llu- proinise.s of t«)-imjrn>w. ^ 

Slui was so ah^orhed in telling liev own foitum; tliat ,s!ie did not .seem 1? 'S 
1 feel til? coM whiidi w:is nipping Imr lingers. In a aouii cir-'ln before hciN. 
k^e luul disposed +hc llahby dirty earda, and, in (iccordimj(‘ with enstoml^tj 
^^^tvd them three by llu'eo with her htrelinger. ICaeli of those .she poiiitei 

of eourse, :i favourable or nnfriA'Ourpble. ineaning, mid she, rejoi'*ei S 
<^ \am'^'U'd {U'Cordingly. “One— two--r.hi’(‘e/ ’.e was saying, “ a fai i 
I yoviH^ ^that innstbe r.-iul. One— bwo -tlin- haivoiirs. One— tw^2 
P — ibcco,^ * ' ^i.:y h>r nu. One — two- -thio.e. nb^ 'iisa\-]iohit,irient. Oiirf 
of .spade.s, that means f-orrow, wantj and .'-tarvalion 
ft |Apsx*des, .at every deal ! ” 'I'o b’ll t.lie truth she looked 

^ -^rrvtd a«s - kucw uf «ome impending dl-nster, 
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However slic speedily recovered lierself and sot about abuflUng t^ri^ 
again. fSlio earoiiilly cut them ,\villj her ielt liainl, 5i)rciul them oRiliS * 
vieiirtly, and began to count ouce more, one— two -three. Ah! thj^ time 
the cards .shewed thcnii'eivea jnore propitious, and oaiiicd her oIV to the fairy 
rrillJU O! liUpft ‘ ‘ k^oiiio one loves you, " they said iii th.it particudar language 
uf ilieir'a which JVJadcmoiscllc Tjciiormaud, so deftly OKpounded for the 
biaiclili of thti iJi'cjt iS'apohon, predicting Jena and Austcrlitz, and warning, 
hnn of Waterloo and St. UideiAi. ‘‘Ay, .some lUie loves you- loves you 
V i ) y dearly. You will go on ii jouruoy ; a hdter will reach you from a daik 
yoiUJg man --a young maji who is vci y wc.ilthy.'* 

Tins young jjiaii was pc rsojiatod by the knave of dubs. “ Alwaj-s tJio 
same,” iniiltcrcd Jb'se, “always that d.irk young f(;llo\v--f;ne wills it. 
How' i-Mi I resist 't ” At the .^anie time, lisiiez to her feet, slie drew' from a ^ 
eiiick iu the wall above lljc hrephico a leHer, fnlded inb) a little ‘■ajuarc, aiidi' 
greatly soiled and rumpUd, for it bad been )>erused over .me! over .igaiu, ^ 
I'or ihc twentieth tunc indeeil since tl'.o juevioub afternoon she road as -! 
lollows ■ 

■' M AiJK'.ioi.shLi.i:, I have scon you and T love you- on my word of 
I'mionr I The liltiiy deu w here ynu now hhle your beauty is uo tit place for 
y MJ , A eho j uung a j>artinciit- -Ic iru-n wood ami ebony furniture — .av\ nits you 
in Ihc Jtue de Hou.ii. 1 .ua :ih>ays plain spidien in 'husiucss niattcr.'s- thc‘ 
le;st‘w ''ll oo made out in yiur naino. Think it over, iriiike any iiiijuiiies 
y«.\) like, my udcrcnte.'=« are all lijst rate. I .am imt yrtot agii, butl shall ho 
so ill tivu iiioniiu and throe fl.iv.v from now, and .shall then he able to ilo as f 
T pk;i*o w Jth tlio pr^jpei ty Jo/t me by my moUn r. Ho.ddo.s, my futlier is 
old and iiiHrm, ami hy oanJnl sti ite ry v o niight have Jnm prouoimocd by , 
tin; eosirhi lo (va unlit to niau-ijie liis hutimo. ^ 

“Siiall I wain tin*, li; b* iuroadinossV 

‘*J>iiriiig the mxL day.< I .‘•h.ill fioiu -I till 0 p.m. -await your do-t 
ill my carriage at iIjc corner of the 1‘1'icc du Hidit Tunt. 

“(Ia.STON SUi (tANOKI.IJ.*’ I 
T!ii‘< ridi*fnloii.«, revolting lotk-r, well worthy of one of tho'-.o young idiotii 
whom the ltiri.siaii.y at tli.it time coMbonpi uously eailt d **• e/*e^v-^‘, ’’ did*^ 

not at all .seem to shock I lose, i hi I he couk'ary she t iionght it ik-Jight; ni- -as , 
eluinning, indeed, a.s .luy sonnet Jiddrc.sscd by I’ctran li to Laura. ‘‘If 1 
dared ! ” she iiiiitfcered hnigingly. “Ah I if f only dared.’* 

For ;i Tiiomont she remained pensive, her fo'rehoad rc.sting on her h.and, 
w lien binldeuly a lithe (jnii k step resnuiidcd (ui the creaking. - 5 tails, “ He 1 ' 

she CM'lainied, iiilVighted, “ l\iul ! " and with a uioveineni- of iilarm, 
cat'likc in its speed and precision, she slipped the letter back uituito Ifidlng* 

plillC. V • 

Siie was none too (juiek, for the vi'ry next inomVyi Paul Vinl.iim! entered- 
the room. Uo was a young man ot three and -twenty or tiiereabouts, of^ 
r'lender Imild, but iu height admirably proportioned, Jlis ov..iI Isic-irwastiQi 
tliiit clear pale cream colour peculiar to <-citain races of tiic scuith. A siiu^Ulr. 
silky niomstixelio sliaded Ida uppt>r lip, just sullieicntly to iinpai t an air-^' 
iimihood to Ids exprcs.'jiop. Uis fair hair curled xiutur.iily above intctli- 
gent fort‘he»ul, and, as contia'-t., lent additional hi. s tie his large black 

eyes. His haiulsonu- Ciaturcs— of a more striking cluiraeter, yiorhaps, thau 
even tho.se of Jiosc- ’iv5n-e enhanced by a distinguished air,* which rightly r 
wrongly is supposed oidy to pertain to tho.se of noblo biith. .”'^03. 
Loupias alwn.y.s pieteiided th.at tlic tenant of her attS? impres.se^ ^tig in ' 
much aa if he vvero a prince in disguise. At this moment, howey cc, piisk ,j| 
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but ri sorry p) ii)cc iiulrcd. ( 'Itian ns his clothes were tlicy toUI a painful slory 
ot poverty' - not that poverty whinh shows itself in the sunlight ainl Uvea 
on publie v,harits , l)iit lli.»L far more cruel want which hliii-hcs when coin- 
inj&eratetl, which t.iies to niilc itsvll and is ashamed to speak. In thisaretic 
tempcratuiv lie wore a llimsy black dress .suit all but tliivad-baro w ith \!.>e 
and hrnsl.in^. 'I'rue enoiTili, lie had in addition a ludit overcoiit, but at 
the inoftt it would liave be«*ii tit only for summer wear, luiviu:/ about :ui 
mueii eoii.iisleney as a ypidi r's web. His sboea no iloui»t were siifieibjy 
blaekeiud, but they liad phiiiily trudged far and wide m search of foitune. 

As lie entered the room he laid iir rather dro\iped on the bi^d a roll of 
paper, wdiieh lie Ii.nP be- n canyiiu' under his aim, Nothin_£» ! ” said ho 
in a tone of latter «li.sapp«)iiilmont, .still notliiii^.'’ 

I'orijt'tliii^r her eanb, (mi tin* (.arja t, (Im yomur woman startl'd to In r fecr:. 
The Siuile whieli li.id li ^ho.d •!)) her f.iee, anon, was ^ono, ami .’ihe wore a 
hj(»k of utter wearinr-V':. “ Wliat ! " .sin cxclaiuud, ftdi^nincr siirjiris* wdiieh 
slie wMri Jar trom lecliuir. “ what, nothing? Not after all yim told me w iien 
you WM-Jit (Jilt this tiiornimi; V " 

“'This 1110! iiin.;, Kose, 1 imjjtd, T liojusl ond told you to helieve. lint i 
have bi'en deeci\ ed, oi laihei i d^'ceived myseli. I loohed lai lonnrion- 
plrAec aosniances as j.“.-Ilive promi.sis. Men*, in I'.iris, folks are. not oven 
charitable enough to an ;woi* y\)u w'itli a dowmigiit ‘ no.’ I’ln y jisti n to 
you willi fill air of inl.t-resi, nlaee Hu'Mim Iviv at \ cur di,' iv's.i- i>iit -is anui 
;is you are out of dielr sijht tliey Foigol' Vo^'. Words-- n.ere woid^ ’ 'I’h.ilVj 
the only eoin al ihe st'iwna of I he w retfdied in Ihis Heal for.s.ikeii city ! *’ 
Then, was a leiig pan Paul w.ts loo absorbed wdii he, own LhoU';li[s 
to note the comIa Miptnous manner iu whiidi Kose stood vvateliing I'im. .Slic 
suemed indiiOiinJ to iind him .so lielpli'.s-dy ri'^ij^ind. '‘Well, we’ro in :i 
nice, jiiisition <uul im misiaUt-,'’ she.saidat last, *' W'iuit is to lax of us ? ” 
** All ! ill) I kin*w ? ’* 

'I'lnui it’s all oM i*. Vo.-lerdav, wdiib- you w'oic a way —I dblll t Icll VGll 
I of iC bO 'IS not In ^V()l'l'y ytili nr*cJle,s.sly niolbcr Loujiias earnt* up and .isk*‘d 
for the eleven ham, s' rent %v'e owe !ier. If she isn't i».iid in three days 
sln'dl bundle us out of doors - si .she deel.«red : r.iid she’ll kee]> her wor 1 , 
yijii may dj'jx’inl on it. ’S'es, .sl’e'li turn ii.s out, and. all the mure eliecrt.ullv 
as she long.s to .see me in tim ,.lrud^, for she hales me, the, iiideons old ine,.” 
•‘■d'o he ulune in tin' worl-l,” 'inith red Taul, “.done, abandoin d, wdtheme 
a rel.itive or tiieiid ■ widicint .my one to im' ! ’’ 

“ W'e liav* n’li a eoppei left, ' retimed lb*se, with forociuus . evsisteney. 
“ TiJi.sJb week J .sold 1 lie last elotlu.-i I h.id, .s.t\e. these on my back. '^I'licre's 
no lirew ood left, and w\x haven't had a nioisel to out siiiec yc 'terday 
morning.'’ ^ 

Paul only an-'wa retl .thc.ve word.s, which seemed like so many .stinging 
taunts, by elas])ing lii.s foii-hcid wuh botli liainl.s as it ti'ying to press freiu 
his hrtriii some idea tliai mignt '<ave them. 

^ “Ah ! it’s aline .state ol affairs,” <’ontiimed Koso, with importurbablo 
•V’lcnnination. “ !"or my part., I think it would be as well to lind some 
ni'a,.'-’, to device .some exjicdient, auylhiii^, no m.^(’r what 

Iledimg this,* Paul hastily threw oil Tiis overoL^ ‘‘Jfero,” said ho, 
“ take tbiA to tlie pawnshup,” 

Ihit the young woman did not budge. ** Is that' lul you can think of to 
help ns out pf ouv Aiffieulties ? she coldly asked. 

. ^ “ Tliey'll lend ycfu three fraiic-s on it. Wu Shall, at least, have enough to 
•ly «\uuc wood and some bread.” 
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“ And when tlie'wooil and bread have gone ? ” 

“ W'heii tliL'y’vo gone ? Ibit Jjeforo - wc’ll sec— I’ll reflect, deviflo some- 
thing. Kverythiiig depends on gaiiiiiij' time. T shall end by breaking 
tlii'uugh this fatal cirele. Success will follow, and with success a fortune, 
JJiit we must learn to wait/’ 

W’.ut ! I low can we wait ? ” 

“ No matter - do what 1 tell you, and to-morrow—** 

Had Paul been less ab-sorbetl, be would h.ave diviiu*d from the expression 
on Rose s face tliat she was (Icfccrniiiicd to ];)rovoko him. “ 'ro-ninrrow ! ” 
.said she, wi til inciLasiiig hiitcniess of irony. ‘ ■ 'J’o -morrow ! Always to- 
morrow ! \Vl^y wc’vc liv'od on that word for mouths, Paul, you 

arc a mere child ; it's time you liiid courage enough to look the truth in the 
fac.e. What will ll\cy held me on this old cent? Not more than three 
francs, if that. Now, how long can wo live on three franas? Say three 
days. Aiul then? Don’t you uiulerstaml ? Yon arc too poorly clad Co be- 
well rcccivc'd. W'dl-iIrcHscd folks arc the only ones who are listened to. 
W!un (L man \v;int.s Lo obtain anything, lu- ought to look a.s it he didn't need 
it. Ni'W, nii'Mc; can yon go in your svvallow Ic.d.s witljouL an overcoat? 
Vou would hi(»k liilicnlou.s -why 3011 wouldn't dare shew y<iur.sclf iiL the 
st) i-ct/' 

<iiuct, I heg you,” interrupted Paul. “Ah! I kcc it only too 
i jcjirly new ; you aic Iske cs'**rvom'. rl.sc. Von look on failure as if it vvcie 
■i clime, pcimcrly you had coid-dcnce in me* ; you did not spea'K like tins,” 
“All! lormi rl,' 1 didn't kiu'W " > 

“ N'-, Pc.-'C. no it wasti t a <jucsiion of knowledge, but one of love- -you 
|r>vcd me tlicn. (hKnl Heavens I I Iricd ovcrythirig ? I have, 

geiK- almo!-t trom. ^loor to dour ollcnng my cf»mp(wition.s- - those melodies^’ 
> ou .t.ung .su weil. I liavi- tiled to iiml pu[>ils on evci y .side, What mortj| 
n<iiild von ha Vo vloin- d y-m h.id been in my place? (.'omc, tell inc.” 

he t«|ioke, Paul giew mure and luon; aidiu.'Lted, whil.'<t Rose, ou tlu> 
Loidi'uy, iiilceted nn ii rita } Itig ail of c.almnc.ss. “I don’t know, ’\sMe saujf 
.it J.i'd ; “ and. 31-1, il .‘a-ems to me tint if 1 were a man I i-.lioidd never allow? 
tl.i- woman I s.iu! I loved to kick the merest necessaries of life - no, never, 

J wouhl lind Work 

“ 1 am not a iiic« haiiic, imiortunately,” rejoined Paul ; “ I have no 
m iiiiiai railing/’ ’ 

••'ihen 1 wmiM Icani one. AVIiat can one earn 1)3’’ carrying a mason ’3 
h:ni ? It’s hanl work, -du doubt, but it’.s not dillicult to learn. You have 
gieat b'dents accorih'ng to y<mr own account I don’t deny it; Imt if I 
were, a gv;eat composer, and had no bread at home, J .should y,/ and juay in 
the sli t-etsaud < ale.s, go ami .‘-ing in the eoui l-yavils. 7\t all events. 1. would 
[)rocui’c money .somehow or <diu.r, no matter \i liat' i|« might cost me.’* 

“ you foigt-t that I am an honest man.” 

“ Ih'ali3^ ■ ^ think I want you to steal ! Dear iric. that aiirwor of 

yoiuH i.s jii.st lit for tliose- who f.iil to make their way, simply..hccauso they 
lack .skill or nerve.. 'I’liey g(» ahoul dressed in rags, with empty stomachs 
find .lehiiig hearts, but ^thc;/ ilraw thcni.selvtw erect to .say, *| am an' 
hom-st man-’ As if the* men who are wc.althy wen: all*dj them arrant 
kuave-s. A^ if no o;'«' could make his fortune without being a lafical ! 
Come, you are really ridiculous ! ” 

She .spoke in a linging voice, and infernal boldness glittered in her eyes. 

J Mainly enough she was cuie of tlio.se redoubtable, wilfurcrcatiircs, strong in 
the spirit of cmI, who can load a weak man to the edge of a precipice, pufehy 
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him over, and forget him, before he has even reached the bottom. Her 
Barciism roused the worst side of raid’s paturc. 'I'lie liot blood of aiigi r 
mouiitetl to hifl brow. “ Why can’t you do something yourself ? ” he asked. 
“ WJiy don’t you work? ” 

“ I ? Oh ! that’s a very different matter. I wasn’t made to work ! ’* 
With a gesture of rage, and with uplifted hand, Paul sprang foiward. 
“ You wretch ! ” he cried — “ you miserable wreteh i ” 

** No — not a wretch,” stie amwered. “ I am oidy hungry,” 

Having reached tlds-Jpotht, it seemed certain that ll\e ijuarrel would have 
some fatal linisli, when suddenly .an unexpected sound ^vas hcaid, and 
caused the young couple to turn round. Their attic door was open, and on 
the threshold .stood an old in.aii, wlio was watching them with a paternal 
smile. He w.a.«! tall, bub slightly bowed. lIis nose was very red, inid his 
prominent check bonc.s were almost as highly coloured. Jhit little else 
could be seen of his face, for he w'OToalong, uncared-for, grizzly beard. His 
eyes, moreover, were hitlden behind common coloured fipeetaelcH, a black 
ribbon being twined round the iron inonidixigs. Everything in ld.> appeai - 
ance indicated misery and slovenliness. Jlia greasy, sli.apeless coat, witli 
its large ragged pockets, boro traces of all the walls it hail rnbhcil ngain.st 
wliencver its wearer liad imbibed a drop tr>o much, 'riio old feliov/ wn.'ii 
apparently one of those careless bibbers who siecy) as comfortably in their 
clothes on tho ground as on their iiallefc. INiul and Kosc reL'Oi'jiised him at 
ouco. They bad often met him on the stairs, and they knew that ho livtd 
in the neighbouring garret., and t»as known as Eitlur Tiintaine. 

At sight of lu'm, l*:nd remembered that every word could be, heard from 
one attic to the other, and the idea that the old fellow had beoji listening 
fairly exasperated him. ‘‘What do you wish, sir?” he asked roughly. 
“ And who gave you permission to come in Iierc w'ithout Unockiug ? ” 
Thieatening as was tlio young fellow’«i tone, it did not at all seem to 
oiTeiid or disconcert tho old man. “ \ should he speaking an maiutli,” ho 
answered, “if J didn’t .'ulmit that, h.ijijieniiig to bo at home, 1 just heard 
you two settling your private ail‘air.s- 
“Sir !” 


Wait a bit, impetuou.s youth ! As I was saying, I heard you begin to 

quarrel, and really, now, 1 wasn’t so much siupiiscd. Wlicii tlioro's no 

Way in the rack, why the best bled horses v^il^ light togetlier. ITu old 
enough to know all that.” 

Ifc spoke ill !i most benignant tone, and seemed ijiiite oblivious of the 
fact tliab he was iiilrudiiig on his neighl»onr.s’ priv'ney. 

“ Well, sir,” said raid, “ Tlien, now you know to wdiat dci.^li of abase- 
ment an honest man, when prcs.4cd by poverty, may tail. Are you 
satisfied ? ” 


“Come, come,” rcplieil tho old follow. “Thovc you are, losing your 
tempo:?. If I dropiied in, like lliis, without warning, it wa-s because 1 felt 
that ucighbour.s ought to :i.ssi.st one another — especially in such positions as 
onrs. As soon as 1 heard what your little worries were, I said to myself, 
‘ I must help those young folks out of their trouble.’ ” 

This dcclafatiQi:!, tliis promise of help coming from such a seedy old 
raggafnufflu, seemed so supremely absurd to Hose that she could not repress 
a smilb. She thought, no doubt, that their old iJoighbour was about to 
open hia purse, and offer them a franc or two— half his fortune, perhaps. 
IkiuL^d a similar idea ; but he, at least, was touched by this sim])le and 
■ yet‘> 8 ||NiiF0ua kinduesa, know'ing that the. value of nioiicy depends upon 
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circumstancea, and that the single frai^ which keeps a alive for a 

couple of days is a million times inoi^^rccious than a thousand franc note 
to a wealthy man. “Ah,” saia he, pfaiiily softened, “what cannon do 
for US, sir ? ” 

“ Who knows ! ” 

“You see how destitute wo arc — wc need everything. Are we not 
\ utterly wrecked ? ” 

Katliev 'J'lUitaino raised liis amis to Ifeavon, as if Paul were guilty of 
blasphemy. “ Wrockc'd ? ” said lie. “ Ah ! the pearl lying in the frar sea 
deptlis -ignoraiit of its own value — is lost, no doubt, unless indeed somo 
hai-dy diver finds it. The divers certainly .are poor, and not accustomed to 
adorn thomsclvos with pearls ; but then they know their worth, and dis- 

{ ^ise of thorn to dealers in precious stones.” Ho finished with a littlo 
augh, the sense of which naturally cscAped these young folks, who, albeit, 
csigor and CAOvctoiis, with the seed of evil instincts in their minds, wore yet- 
d(‘stituio of experience, and ignorant of the w'ays of the world. 

“Well, sir,” resumed l.*aul, “1 should be showing misplaced foolish 
pride il 1 refused your generous ofler.” 

“Quite right ; and as fcliat is tho case, the first thing to ace to is to pro- 
cure a good meal. You must have firing as well, for it is bitterly cold 
lu‘]*e. ]Viy old bones arc half frozen. By*aiul-by we'll think of tho clotlies 
you need.’’ 

“ Ah ! all that,'’ sighed Rose, “would require a lirgo sum of money.” 

“ Well, and who say^s 1 cau’t provide it ? ” So speaking, Father Taiitaine 
unbutloiu'd his c.oat, and from the inner pocket drew forth a dirty strip of 
paijcr, which was pimiod to tlic lining. j 

“A five hundred franc note ! ” cried Rose in amazefiient, j 

‘ ^ Precisely, my beauty,” auHW'erod the old man triumphantly, f 

Paul did not speak ; but had ho seen one of tho rails of tJio chair ho was 
leaning Jig«ainat blossom forth in fiowors and foliage, he would not have 
b(‘cn more astonished. How flid such a I.arge sum happen to ho in tliis oltt/j 
I'aggauiidiin’s pottscssioii ? Ilow had lie olitaincd this note ? The idea of jS'j 
ernue, of at least a theft, was so natural under the circniustances, that it- 
occurred to both the youi.g folks at the same time, 4'hcy exchanged a 

painfully signiricant glance, and Taul, losing coimtenanoe, Unshed scarlet 
to the cars. Tlic old man had divined their suspicions, “Ah ! ah!” 
sai<l he, witjiout appearing in the least degree shocked, “ wicked ideas, 
(.‘h ? It's true that five liundrcd franc notes don’t as a rule crop up 
Hpoutaiieously in pockets like mine ; but I came by this one houesfcly, I can 
promi.so you.” ■ ' 

Rose was not listcuiug -indeed what did slie carl! for the cx)ilanation ? 
'I'hc note was there, and that was all she jiiicdcil. ^ Slie had taken it in her 
liauds and fingered it as if the touch of tho crisp paper imparted the most 
dclii,Iitfiil seiisatioiiH. ^ 

“ 1 must tell you,” added Father Tantainc, “ that I am employed by a ; 
lawyer. ” 

“JlldOLd.” 

“ Yes, and you oiif^t to feel flattered. People arc not ^ften assisted by 
a lawyer’s clerk. Aiy mission, as a rule, is to grind money out of folks, , 
not to liclp them. I cbllect debts for several of my master’s clients, and if "I 
so bappciia that I often have large sums by me, with a long interval before < 
me to account for them. It can’t inconvenience me then to l<?nd you 
hundred francs for a certain time.” • 
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. Paul stood hesitating between the suggestions of want and the qualms of 
consoicuce - as moved as is alwaj's the casg when a inoinenious decision has 
to be arrived at. ** No, "'he began at last ; ** really, I cannot accept. My 
duty — ” 

“Ah, my dear,” interrupted Rx)sc, “that is not worthy of you. Don’t 
you see that your refusal distresses our ncighljour ? ” 

“She is right!” cried Kathcr Tantsiiiie. “Como, it’s settled. And 
now, my pretty one, make haste and fetch the gruh. Come, It’s past four 
o’clock Jilready.” 

It was now Rose’s turn to start and blush, a?? if tlu! ohl m;ni liad guossrd 
her secret. “ Four (I’clook ! ” she nnittered, tliijjk'ng of her Ulcer. How- 
ever she hastened to ohey, and going to the old lookijig-glass, :nT;ii\g4:(l h* r 
ragj'ed clothes alino'-t giacefiilly. Then taking up tj'.o liank '^hc wejit 
off m triumph. 

“A handsome young woman and no mislalce,'* .(.-nii I'atlu'V Tantniut', 
with a knowing air. “ Quito a beauty, and very int(.!Iigenr. too Ah I if 
she were well dd vised, rIioM make her way.” 

• Paul offered no rejoinder. IJ4‘ v^aa tiyiug lo i:(illect 1>!S .scatb n d itlcar, 
and now’ that Ros<i no loug4*r ini'luenrcil him, h'‘ felt posirieeiy fright- ucd. 
Ho tliouglit he distingnfijlied Kooiethin;^ ■•iugMlariy ahiAt'c i 

person of the so-called lawy<‘r cs elerk, Wh- ii In fore hao .'!,7iV one ove:' cm 
old fellows of this des-'^rijitiou ofhuing ])^^okn^^U^ lo > ’O i ^Lr^} 
Surely this generosity must cloak oonut iiiyslcr>, ami he, J’.-vd, !!j d 

hijuself comproiui.sed. “ Think ing ilie matter iie sanl liinily, " I 

frol that it\s qmte irapos^^ihle for me. to accept sindi a ldig<- sum fiojii you. 
Who knows it J shall over las able to refuml you? ” 

“ijtood ! 8o iiow’^ yon aro doubling of yuur.solf and yonv own abilitic’. 
That isn’t the way to succeed, believe me. If you have so far hiiled, it is 
simply because yon lack experience. In futuie you’ll no doulA do luAter. 
Poverty, my lad, fashioinj a man just .is .straw ripens medlnra, 'i'o begin 
with, 1 have confldonoe, in you. A.« ior these five hundrcil francs, you ni.iy 
leturn them at your h usure. J ,'im in no hurry ft^r Llnmi, only you must 
pay me six ])er ccut. intoro&t, aod give luo your note. -of -hand.” 

“Liketliat,” staininered raid. 

“ Agrccil. 1 look upon tlie alTair as .an ordinary biisiiie.s.s tran.saetion.’* 

^ Paul w'.o.s such a .simpleton that the idc.i of a note of-linml rc:i.s.sm\:ii him, 
aa if his sign.aturc below a bill stamp could serve any othm* purpose than 
that of depriving the strip of pajier of any" such value a.s it pc'.'sfirised before 
it W'a.s written upon. On his side. Father Tantainf" ruininageti 'bout in hi-j 
pooke'ta, till at last — jinst ]>y chance, of course - he came upon a bill stamp 
which would precisefy suit the purpose they had in view. “ Now,” .said 
ho, “ take a pen and W’rite as follows : * On the eighth of next June 1 will 
pay to M. Taiitiune or to his order the sum of five hundred and thirty francs 
(uudei'nnc, please), value received.’ Now, date ; your address, mind, and 
signature.” . 

The young fellow was just appending the final flourish to his name when 
Hose reappc.ared laden w'ith provisions. She w'as ..so radi.ant, so unlike lier 
usual self, that,*cxtraoi’dinary as the adventure of the bank-note might be, 
it hai'dly explained the transformation. Surely something else must have 
happened to impark that strange expression to her eyes. Rut Haul gavo 
her no attention. He was watching the old clerk W'ho, after perusing the 
note, was stowing it away in his pocket with as much care as if it had 
borne the signature of liothschild or Oppenheim. 
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*'It is understood, sir,'* said Paul, “ tluit the date is merely a formality. 
It is barely likely 1 shall be able to save enough in four months to recoup 
you for your kind advance.” * 

Father Tantaine smiled bcnignantly. What would you say,” asked he, 

" if, after lending you these five hundred francs, I enabled you to pay me 
back before a mouth is over ? ” 

“What, sir, you would be able — ” 

• ** All, my dear fellow, I myself am of little or no account You can see 

that for yoursf3lL Put I have a friend with a long arm. If I had only 
listened to him, years ago, 1 shouldn’t be lodging at the Hfitel du F<!tou 
now-a-dayw. Would you like Ut see that friend of mine ? ” 

“ Would I like to see him I Why, I should bo a fool to throw away such 

a ehr\iu.e.'‘' 

-WilLT idiall SCO Tny friend to-night, and will speak to him about you. 
i. ill OP him L'i-'snomm at noon precisely. If you create a favourable -im- * . 
pl■L■«.^ion, ,iiia hr- decides to help you — why, you may look upon your- 
Tmvmuu- as niadr/' So saying bo produced a visiting card, and handed it 
•• '/ r.-j'il id'Uirg. My friend’s name is ll. Maacarot, and this is his address.” 

V\ iiiic rhi- convovs^atiou wms going on, Rose, with marvellous dexterity, 
iud tracshiruu vl ehaorf into order and completed her preparations. The 
i .''.li !-i!i<Md - -a table well worthy of the hovel — set out with broken 
j ' whilst the prMvixjons remained in their paper MTapx>erB, there being 
f. . l ’’i the ^stfibh.sliniont. A bright lire blazed away in the chiiYiiicy, 
UKi a c'ji i-jr tsf cai!dl«).-<, one of them in the hotel candlestick, and tJie other 

• iMcrgnig froii'i the neck of a ciMcke-d bottle, gaily illiuninatod the festive 
f-cfuc. in coTiiparison with ordinary aspects, the sight was superb, and 
I’jiui looktMl round him with satislactiou. Pusineas w^as disposed of, and 
iiii.-.givingfl had How n away. “J.et us take our seats,” said he. ^Vlult , 
.Mil we '-"all this breakfast, or dinner? Weil, never mind. Come, Hose, 
tu jour place ; and you, my best of neighbours, 1 trust you will do us the 

oiir of sharing the repast we owe to your timely heli>.” 

Ihit allliougli the feast, as blather O’aiitaine deefared, looked very tempt- ^ 
J]ig indeed, he begged to be excused. iJo was not very hungry, as it 
h-LpXKUiod, and bc.si<lcs, he lipd an important appointment fur liaLf-pasL live, 
(juilu at the other end of Paris, “ Moreover,” said ho to Paul, “it is in- 
dispciijeablo I should see Mascavot this evening. 1 must inform him of your 
visit, and try and iiiilucaiee him in your Lavour.” 

Hose certainly did not care for the old fellow’s company. Ugly, dirty, 
and wretched -looking as he was, ho inspired Iny: wdth a feeling of repulsion 
wliich gratitude couhl not overcome. And besides, ^although 'iho could not 
see Ids eyes, she iii.stinctivcly divined the keen, searching ghaiicc which his 
spectacles concealed— a glance piercing enough to read her most secret 
tho'jglita. Still, in a feline way, she begged him with a pretty purr to re- 
main and share the meal. Father Tantaine, however, was not to be per- 
suaded, and after once more reminding Paul that it was csseritial he should 
be punctual at the appointment on the morrow, he left the rOom, cheerily 
cxchiimiiig, “ Until we meet again. A good appetite, my friends I ’ 

Once outSi'do on the landing, how'cvcr — wdth the garret dqpr closed behind 
him — the old man paused, leanixig on the balusters, and listene<l. The turtle 
doves, as he called them, were very merry, and their laughter and l>al>ble 
resounded through the house. And, after all, why not? After frightful 
angui.sh Paul had found comparative security. Ho had the address of a 
man who might make his fortune in his pocket, and on the corner o tiip 
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tablo lay the change out of the bank-note, a little pile of gold and silver, 
seemingly inexhaustible in a moment of gay illusiona. As for Rose, she 
could not cease laughing at the thought of the old clerk, whom she sot down 
in her mind as a grotesque old idiot. “Courage, my pretty ones,” muttered 
Father Tantaiiie, “ courage ! Laugh while you can. *Twill perhaps be 
the last time you’ll laugh together.” 

So saying, and with infinite precautions, he descended the rough, rickety 
stairs, groping his way as best ho could in the darkness, for Madame 
Loupias only lighted the gas on Sundays, mindful of the fact that it 
cost threepence the cubic yard. Fatlier Tantfiinc did not at once gain 
the street. Glancing through the glass door of the landlady’s loom, ho 
perceived her preparing a stew at her stove, and, accordingly, with 
a timid knock ancl a low bow he went in. His abject attitude was thal. 
of a man accustomed by poverty to the worst of all rtscoi'tions. “1 
come to pay you my fortnight’s rent, inadiimo,” he said, at the fiamr, 
time depositing eleren francs on a side table. Then while Loupias, v lio 
could write after a fashion, was scrawling a receipt, he b(;gjiu to talk of ‘ 
alfairs, relating that lie had uncxpecltdly come into possession of a si'i !ii 
lortuiio which would bring him ease and comfort during his decliuu* ‘ 
years. To support these assertions ilio old fellow, with the pride .• 
extreme poverty, which fear.s misbelief, drew forth his ])Ockot'book i>(i , 
exhibited several bank-notes. The sigiit had such a strom; cfl'ei’t on J)- 
landlord and landlady, that when the worthy ohl hllow relired I oujd'* 
sistod on lighting him to the door, holding the lamp in one hand, aii'l bis 
cap in the other. 

Father 'rantaiiio, however, seemed quite iudifiVn.nt to thesio atbuitiinp, 
and w'l'is evidently absorbed in thought, Ki.uching the sirLs-fc ho looked 
round him, glancing at the ucighboiiring eho\)s, ami siuMcjily making up 
hil^mliid, W'alked straight towaiils a largo grocery at the ooruci of flic Kao 
du iVtit Pont and the Kuo de La lUlchcrie. Q owner of this os bablishmcut 
was singularly popular in the neighbourhood, thanks to a cortiiin wine Im 
sold — a W’iue prepared for him by a chemist at Jlcrcy, and rctaiicd.it tin: 
wonderfully low ])rice of fourpence halfpenny the quart. IJe was a icd- 
Imired rcd-whiakcrcd man, this grocer, short and fat, and exceedingly 
irritable and pompou.s. He was, moreover, a widower, and a sergeant in t!ie 
Katumal Guard, and answered to the sweet groccr-lil^e naino <'f Meiuoiu. 
lii these ]>oor distiicts at winter time, live o’clock is the f:lioj)kcf])(.r’h 
busiest hour. Tho workmen are then returning from their tl.aily toil, and the 
housewives must hasten their preparations for sup})('r. M uHicir Melasiii 
was trhereforo bo busy among his customers, wiitcJiing hia .r -jsistanis and 
lending them a helpbig hand every now'- and then, taking uowu orders and 
giving'chaiige, that lie did not even notice Father Tant:i.iiie, as the latter 
entered tho shop, and even had he done so, he would certainly not have 
troubl'd himself for such a beggarly looking individual. Jhit on leaving 
the Hotel dji Perou, the old man had divcsttal himself of lii.s humble, 
benignant bearing, and stepping at once to the loust crow deil corner of the 
shop, he called, in a most imnerativo lone, “ Monsieur Mclusin ! ” 

The grocer, much surprised, ran to obey the summons. “ WJiy, tho man 
knows mo I ” he said to himself, not reflecting tluat his name .shono in gilt 
leticTS, six inches high, above the doorway. Fathpr Tantaiue gave him no 
time to speak. ‘ ‘ 1 believe, ” said ho, with an air of authority, ‘ ‘ tliat a young 
w'oman came hero about an hour ago to change a bank-note for hve liuii- 
jjred franca ? ” 
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Xertainly, sir, certainly she did,” answered Melusin ; “but how did 
it? ” He paused abruptly, clapped his hand to his forehead, and 
^yjjncd, “ I have it !~a robbery has been committed, and you arc on the 
of the thief. And I must acknowledge that 1 suspected something 
Jwroiig, when this girl, who certainly looked very jioor, came here to 
.,J.gc tliG note. 1 watched her carefully, and 1 saw that her hand 
»ed.’’ 

me,’* interrupted Father Tantaine, “ I have not said one word ' 
^ou tjf any theft. I merely wish to ask you if you would know this girl , 
t '^u?” 

t As well as I should know myself, sir. A superb creature she was, 1 


"jr.iie you, wiUi Jiair such as one rarely sees. I have some reason to believe 
ib.lt slu* lives ill a low lodging place in the line do la Huchette.” 

^J lie J^arisiOn shopkeeper is hy no means favourably dispostid towards 

■ 0 ,0 agents of police who report him for any non-observance of regulations, 
‘IJ-! yet, wlieji it is a quostiou of rendering a service to society by facilita- 

■ ' a criinitial investigation, he usually shows liimself willing enough, and 

. an important capture will even become heroic — negleoling inay- 

■ ■■ ii5:i best cuatuiners, and allowing them to go ofT in a half, when they lind 

■ ‘mm-lvea unattended to. This waa what happened in the present case. 
j'! ;\y s'l’,” rortiimed Aloluflin, “ shall 1 send one of my boys to the nearest 


I' c; btaliuii for yon ? ” 

“'V no meaiiK,” answered Father Tantaine; “and I ahall bo infinitely 
'(;'i to if you will keep iny iuquincs secret, until you hear from nus 

M-n.'’ 


** i\li ’ ycis, I iiinUTstiiiiil : an indiscretion just now would alarm them, 
.nd |)ut them on Linar guard.” 

Pi , Only 1 wish you to allow luc to take the nuinbcr of the note 
i. you Uavi*, jiresorvcd it. and J also wish you to enter this number on yom* 
N<,(ilvs witli to day ’.s date and a note of the circunistanoes. If possible, 1 
to ” 


“ Ves, yea, J under, stand,” interrupted the grocer, “you may wish to 
i'!odui o my books in court. 7diat ia often done — a in crcliiuit’a books are 
miirnpcatliable testimony. You see, sir, I am quite familiiiv with such 
iji.ilicrs. K.xcuse luo for a monieut ; [ will return to you instantly.” 

i'h cry thing wiia donoj|wC'cisely as Fatlur Tantaine had asked, and witli 
I he greatest possible rapi<lity ; and finally Melusin made him a low bow 
nml wished liim a courteous “(food c\ cuing. ” Ho even escorted Iiim to 
tho door, and tarriod on the threshold watching )iis unknown visitor as ho 
strode away. He was supremely liappy, the w'orthy grocer, happy in tlio 
consciousness tliat he had rendered an important ser^kw to a high oHlciul 
of the Pr^'ieotnre do Police who had chosen to disguise himself os a beggar. 

lint wJiat did Father Tantaiiio care for Melusin ’s opinion? Having 
naLlicd the Place du Petit Pont — he looked eagerly round him as if in 
search of some one. ^J’wice he made tho circuit of the Place, peering into 
all the secluded cornevs, when suddenly lie uttered an exclaniafiou of satis* 
faction ; he had perceived the person he was hunting for. The latter was a 
knavish-looking young fcHow of twenty or thorcabouLb, but who Jippearcd 
at tho most fifteen or sixteen years old, being extremely slight oi build. 
Ho bad no chest, and very little shoulders, and his long ungainly legs 
almost conveyed tlio impression that he was mounted on a pair of stilts. 
He was stapi foig at the corner of the bridge known os tho Petit Pont, un- 
blushingly MkBlflW** jfUULntjng-Ovoty how aiul 
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then to the right and left to make sure that no policemen ve 
At the first glance he could he recognised as one of those fungi o v u l^he 
rupt civilisation, an overgrown gamin de Paris,” an ex-urchin otty/n 
gutter, who had begun “ life ” at eight years old drinking potato spiritfcd 
smoking cigar stumps, picked up outside the caf^s. His mud-colourcd bo 
was already scanty, and his complexion of a sickly hue ; cynical “ chi 
glittered in his eyes, and an ironical sneer curved his hideous, long, ^ty 
lips. He wore a dirty blouse, and having turned up the right sleevc,ino 
hibited a twisted, half withered arm, seemingly deformed and hon ii; 
enough to excite the compassion of the passers-by. At the same timc,in 
chanted a monotonous refrain in wliich one could distinguish the wubo 
“ Poor mechanic — an old mother to take care of — unable to work — 
by machinery.” 

Father Tantainc walked straight towards this lad, and with a eiiff on tl «! 
head sent his cap flying. The young beggar turned at once, evidently 
enraged, but on rceogni.sing bis aggressor, he seomed miicli abashed and 
dolefully murmured, “Caught!” At the same time, swiftly contr-aef-in,; 
the mnseles of his right shoulder, he untwisted his apparently defoiUK'i 
arm, which proved as sound and healthy as the other one, rolled down hi . 
sleeve, picked up his cap, and setting it on his head, awaited hirtlw r yrdt 1 “^. 

“So that's how you discharge tho dulies you uro inUucsted wiUi/’ yulo. 
Father Tantainc, severely. 

“ What duties ? They’ve heen discharged long ago.*' 

“That’s no excuse! Thanks to my reconnueiidation, M'.* 

carot procured a good position for you, didn’t l:o ? 1 liave ofte n put you iu 
the w'uy of earning money, and you really w^auc lor nothing. S ou pro- 
mised you would beg no more.*’ 

“Forgive me, sir, 1 meant to keep my promise i but bow coubl 1 kid 
time \^'llllo I was waiting. I must be doing sometliing, sir. It’s not my 
nature to be idle, and at all events, I’ve earned seven sous.” 

“Toto-Chupin,” said the old cicik, solemnly, “you will certainly come 
to a bail end ; I see this very 'jicarly, and warn you in due season. lJut 
let us come to the point. What have you soeii ? ” 

They had left the cornri- of the bridge, and were walking slowly along 
the deserted quay, past tlie old buildings of the Hotel Dieu.' “Well, sir,” 
replied the young scapegrace, “ i have seen just what you told rrio I should 
see. At four o’clock a carriage drove into the Place, and stood waiting in 
front of the haiidroascra. Upon my word, 1 thought iv had taken root 
there I My eyes though, what a turn-out it was 1 As hundsoinc a 
brougham as ever IVe seen, with a high stepper between tco shafts and a 
coachman in pigskina,' and with such a collar ! on the box.” 

“ Oo on ; was there no one in the carriage ? ” 

“ Of course there w'as. I knew him too, by the description you gave 
of him. Dressed in hiio style. Such a hat, such a brim ! Light pants cut 
like umbrella cases, and a coat— a coat, w’cll as short as nothing ; but all 
in the latest fa.shion, you understand. To make quite sure that 1 was right, 
and as it was growing dark, I W'cnt close up and took a good squint at him. 
He had got oufi, yon understand, and was strutting up and down the foot- 
way, I noticed the cigar in his mouth wasn’t lighted, so up I go, strike a 
match and say, * Have a light, prince ? ’ He gave me a ten sou bit, and I 
had another good look at him. There was no mistaking him. Knock-kneed, 
shrivelled, sliopt and ugly — a face 1 should like to pummel, with a bar- 
iiacle iu monkey, to cut it short.” 
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When Toto-Chupiii began a narrative, it was best to let him have his 
say. It was by far the shortest way of obtaining the information one dc- 
sii'cd. At last, however, Fathor Tantaine bcuaine impatient. /'Well, 
wi ll ! what happened ? *’ ho asked crossly. 

* * Not, much, to bo sure. The swell looked hardly pleased at having to 
wait. Poor dear ! lie walked up and down, twirling that cane of his, 
and stariiig all the women ui the face. My nerves euiild hardly stand it. 
'rhe conceited whipper-snapper ! I wanted to kick him : and if ever you* 
took a fancy to let him liave a hiding, remember, Father Tantaine, Tmyour 
' man. I don’t believe he’s h.alf as strong as 1 am.” 

' “ on, Chupin ; go on.” 

Very good. Well, then, he, or rather I should say we, had been wait- 
ing there fully half an hour, when suddenly a woman wdiiskod round the 
^y. irncr, and came right up to my dandy. Whew ! v/asn’t she a beauty ! 
iKevor in your life did you see such eyes : 1 stood just dazzled. But sno 
was ill rags. 'I'hey spoke to each other in a whisper, and — ” 

And you did not hesir ?” 

“What do you take mo for, sir? The beauty said : ‘You understand 
hen-- tomorrow.’ The dandy answered: ‘You promise positively?’ 
•n;*< thou tslu! said ; ‘ Y'’cs, on my word, at noon.’ Thereupon they parted, 
.t / .t h.u'.k to tho Tiu« dc la Hut'liottc, and the other juiripcu into his 
: coach ruan whipped up his horses, and was off in two shakes. 

V'/ , me iny five fraucs.” 

'u'.^ Hcctiicd in no wise to astonish the old man. lie at onco 

]>!’. d ;ie young aoauip with a silver crown, saying, at tho same time ; 
’* U'lKji J j.ionusol pay ; but remember iny jpreclictjon, Chupin, you will 
end badly. And noiv good night, my lau; our paths lie in different 
tions/’ 

'r.‘iiil.uin<? tarried, however, on the Place until Toto had dis- 
."pt tit'd in the direction of the .lardiu dcs Plantes, and it was only when 
' oung rascal was out of sight tliat lie turned round and proceeded to 
•* 'V'.'. t lie j>riil.;o. lie "walked very hist, and seemed highly satisfied with 
t: yilung /lO iiad acooinpUahed. “ I have not lost iny day,” he muttered. 

1 hiivo foreseen everything, even what’s improbable, Flavia "w’ill be 
pioascd.” 


U. 

Ttie establishment of Father Tantaine’s powerful friend wajs situated in 
the Rue Montorgueil, within a stone’s throw of the lYmpage de la Reiiie do 
Hongrie, B. Mascarot kept an employment office, for einployds and 
servants of either sex. Manuscript bills — on two large boards, nailed on 
each side of tho door of tlio house — acquainted passers-by with tho applica-' 
f-iona and offers of the day, and above them appeared the aimouiicoment, in 
gilt letters, that the establishment, founded m 1844, was still in the hands 
of the original proprietor. It was v.iiquestionably to this long continuance, 
in a proverbially imrcmunearative profession, tl)at Mascarot owed his reputa-.* 
tion, and tho high esteem in wliich he was held, nob merely in the neigh- 
bourhood, but t&oughout Paris. It was asserted that no one had over 
had any reason to complain of the servants he provided, and in their turn 
the servants themselves declared that he sent them to tho bdst of place.9, 
aero they had every comfort and privilege. Clerks and office hands, alst^ 

R 
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knew that, thanks to his extensive connection and business relations,, he 
had always a good berth for any one who would take the trouble to please. 

But Mascarot bad still further claims on public esteem. In 1845 he first 
conceived the idela of organising a society known as “ Oens de 
the object of which was to provide sliclter for servants out of place. 
Defrauded of his idea and programme, lie consoled himsedf by taking 
p^tiicr named Beauincarchof, aiid by accommodating, in the same house ;is 
Ills office, all the servants out of place he took an interest in, liberally pro 
viding them with hoard and lodging on credit. If those vaiiuns enterprisci 
had been of use to the world, they had also benefited Maacijirot, who v.-a.s^ 
said to be part owner of the house he livcil in — at the door of which, by 
the way, wo meet at noon, on the appointed day, our young fiieud, Paul 
Violaine. 

Ho hOid utilised his old ncighour's five hundred franca, and w'as dress* ' , 
with very creditable taste. In fact, hfs was so handsome in his now clotluv, 
that the women who passed by half turned to look after him ; but ho gave 
them little attention, lie had been full of anxious thought since the 
previous evening, aiid was beginning to doubt the power of this unkuow ii, 
mysterious personage, who, according to Father 'rantaino, could make tin; 
fortune of anyone he chose. “ An employment olfioe ! ” he mutteicd cur# 
temptuoiisly. “Surely, at the most ho will offer mo some situation .ii 
hundred francs per month ! ” 

Ho was uatiirally soTiiewhat dUturbod at thought of the impend! ig inter- 
view, and before entering the house studied its external appearance with 
no small degree of interest. It was much like the others round about. 
The employment office, and the entrance to the servants* lodging plai «* 
were at the back of .a courtyard, and within the poHe cochdre stood a pert 
looking young chestnut vender, with his furnace and various utensils. 

“ Como,” said Paul to himself, *‘I miisn’t remain here like this and 
summoning all his resolution he crossed the court, climbed the stairs winch 
faced him, and reaching the first door, paused in front of a door, on wliicli 
the word “ OlTico ” was inscribed. lie gave a loud knock, to which a grulf 
voice immediately answered : “Come in 1” The door was not shut, hut 
simply held in place by a sliding weight at the end of a rope, so Paul at 
once pushed it open. 

The room he entered was precisely like all other employment offices in 
Paris. On three sides round lan a low oak bench, blackened and polisljcd 
by time and ii'ic, while at the further end was a kind of compartment, shut 
in by a grating and a curtain of green serge, so as to rescin1)le a Confessional 
Box, by which name, indeed, the hahilv/is of tlie place usually luiew it. 
On a placard botwvcn the two windows, moreover, there ran, in large 
letters, the inscription : “ Ilegister fees payable in advance.’’ 

At a square table, in one comer of this apartment, sat an individual, 
who, whilst jotting down entries in a quarto volume, carried on a conversa- 
tion with a woman standing in front of him. 

“ Monsieur Mascarot ? ” asked Paul, timidly. 

“What do you want of him ? ” rejoined the writer, wdthout rising from 
his seat or cven..looking up. “ Do you wish a situation ? Will you register 
your name ? We have at this moment applications for three book-keepers, 
a cashier, a corresponding clerk, and six oUier good positions. Are your 
mferonces satisfactory ? ” 

These words were spoken with such mechanical rapidity that one 7?}ight 
^ have supposed them learned by heart. “ I beg your pardon,” inteyi^ 
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Paul. ** I should like to speak to M. Mascarot himself, I am sent hero hy 
one of his friends.” 

This simple statement seeniedtto impress the indifferent gentleman, who, 
becoming almost courteous, answered ; “ My partner is engaged for the 
moment, but ho will soon be at leisure ; kindly take a chair.” 

Paul saw no chair, but seated hii^clf oii the bench, and, having nothing 
Ijottcr to do, examined the man ocforc him. Tall and athletic, radiant 
witli lic.-ilth and good living, 'Masoarot’.s partner wore his hair very short, 
^iid under a hooked nose, with wide-spread nostrils, sported a fierce 
jmoiislache, waxed to a wonderful degree, and stilToned, moreover, at either 
jjeiid into a sharp point. Complexion, carriage, hair, and moustache, all , 
Revealed that he had once been a soldier. In fact, he had served, so he 
laid, iu a cavalry regiment, where ho had gained the nickname he was 

X’ eiici ally known by— iitauniarchef— his real patronymic being Durand. He ' 
was now some forty -five years of ago, but this did not prevent him* from ' 
enjoying the reputation of still being a handsome man. ^ 

The w'oman he was talking with was, judging from appearances, either a 
cook or a market woman. Of buxom build, and with a rubicond nose, slip 
spoke w'ith tim Teutonic accent of Alsace, and punctuated each phrase with 
vpeat.ed pinches of snuff. 

“ Come,” said lleaumarebef at last, “ do you really wish for a situation?” 

Yes. I do mean it, and no mistake.” 

Ilut you said the same thing the last time you were here, si^c months 
ago. W*c found a good place for you, and being engaged, three days after- 
wards you threw down your apron, and w’ont oil.” 

“ Ay, but then I was in a x>osition to do as 1 liked.” 

“Ami now?” , 

“And now it’s different. I have nearly come to the cud of my savings." ‘ 

Bcaumarchef laid down his pen, and looked at the stout w'oman w’ith a 
shrewd c.xpression, as if he were seeking for confinnatiOn of some previously 
coju.aivcd suspicion. “You have been guilty of some great lolly!” ho 
slowly said. 

She turned away her head, and without answering him directly, begfu* 
to complain of the hardness of the time.s, of the meanness of employ*. ri, and 
of the rapacity of young married ladies, who did not allow their cooks to 
do the marketing, and thus .secure their little perquisites, but preferred to 
make all their purchases themselves. Ucaumarchef nodded ailirmativoly, 
precisely as he nad done half an hour previously, when a lady had com- 
plained to him most bitterly about her servants. Ills iutermodiate po-sifioii 
entailed on him this kind of diplomacy. 

Meanwhile tlic stout wom.aii had finished grumblhig, and, producing a 
wcU-QIled purse, drew from it tho amount of her fee, Itaid it on the table, 
and said: “ l*lcase, good Mr. Deaumarchef, register my name, Caroline 
Schimincl, and try and find me a good place. But it must only bo in tho 
kitchen, you understaud. I must do tho marketing myself, and I won’t 
have the mistress dogging atroy heels.” • 

“ Very well ; wo will see what we can do.” 

“Ah I if you would only find me a rich wddower, tliut would suit me, or 
a young woman with a very old husband. However, plcaeo look out for 
something, and I will call agaiu to-morrow.” Thereupon, taking a larger 
pinch of snuff th^ any previous one, sho withdrew. 

Paul, who had listened, was altogether confounded and hiimiliatcd. 
mat could Father Tantalne have meant in introducing him to such com- 



20 


THE SLAVES OF PABIB. 


pany ? No good could certainly befall him in such an office, and really it 
was not worth hia while to wait. He was seeking some decent and plau- 
sible pretext for withdrawal, when the door at tlie end of the room was 
thrown open, and two men appeared, finishing their conversation before 
separating. One of them, young and well dressed, iiad that air and 
carriage — a certain clash of free and casv ways - which aouie people mistake 
for good breeding. The rosettes of ^veral foreign ord(‘rs decorated his 
1>utton-hQlc. The other person, who was an oM man, looking IiInC a 
lawyer, w'di’c a heavy quilted dressiing-gown of brown merino, fur sIwk k, 
and a velvet cap, embroidcTed, lu) doubt, by well loved naiids. His tbiek 
beard was cai^'fully trimmed, a wJiito choker spanned his neck, and a 
certain weakness of vision compelled him to wear blue spcotaclos. 

“Then, my dear sir,” said the young man, “I may veuture to hope, may 
1 not? Ho not forget how pressing the bituaiion is.’’ 

liave told you, Monsieur ie Marquis,'* answered the man with thc^ 
white cravat, “that if I were the only master tlie answer would certainly 
bo yes ; but then I am not alone, and must consult my partners." 

“Then, my dear sir,” rejoined the marquis, “ I rely on you.” 

Paul rose, reconciled to the house by the sight of this yoinig labkt.i 
The other, thought he, who looks like a lawyer, is no doiiot M.i'^carot ui.n 
self. 

The marquis had withdrawn, and' Paid was about to In'r-i.'vli, 

when lieaumarchef approaclital tluiinan of legal mien and *>’.* 1 , 1 , r. ill) ' 

“ Whom do you think 1 have just seen, sir?^’ 

“ Who, ch ?— speak,” rejoined the other impalicntly. 

“ Why, Caroline iSchiminol. You know — ” 

“ What ! the Duchess de Chaiapdocc’s former servant ? ” 

“Precisely.” 

M. Mascarot uttered a joyful exclamation. “ "lliat is a positive blessing \ ” 
he cried. “ Where is slie living now ? * 

This question, natural as it wiis, overwhelmed Boaumarchof with con- 
stcniation. Kc who never failed- -sinct' it was one of tlic rules of the house 
— to note tlic addresses of all whosii names figured in his books, had ab- 
solutely forgotten to ask C dioline for hcr’s. 

The acknowledgment of this omission so enraged M. Mascarot that ho 

? uite forgot liimself, and uttered aji oath that would have sliocLcd oven a 
iondon cabman. “Good heavens!” be exclaimed, “how can a man be 
such a confounded fool ? Here is a w'omau wlio for five months we have 


been chasing from pillar to post — w'honi I have been searching for through- 
out the length and brearlth of Paris ! You know this as w 11 as I do my- 
self ; and yet, when jDie merest accident brings her here, you let her slip 
through your fingers and disappear again.” 

“ She will conic back, sir ; she said so. She will not care to throw away 
the money she paid for her inscription fee.” 

* * She ! w’hat does she care for ten sous or ten francs ? She will come back 
when she takes the notion, unless — But no ; a woman who drinks, and 
W’ho is half crazy the beat of times — ” 

But Beaumarchef, inspired by a sudden hope, bad hurriedly taken up his 
liat. “ She has only this very moment gone,” he exclaimed ; “ she can’t 
be far^ and no doubt 1 shall be able to overtake her.” 

He was starting off when M. Mascarot detained him. “ You are not the 
keenest of bloodhounds, my dear fellow. Take Toto-Chupin with you 1 h** 
is sharp enough, and is outside now with his chestnuts. And if you/ ' VUmi 
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take the woman, don’t speak to her, but let Toto follow her uiiseen, with- 
out loaing sight of lior. I wiint to know hour by hour M'hat she does. 
Notliing is too ti’ifiing, you understand, to bo reported to me.” 

Ikaumai'chef disappeared, and Moscarot continued to vent his ill humour. 
“ Such a fool ! *' he muttered. “ Ah ! why can’t a man only do everything 
for himself. Here 1 have been wearying myself for inoutlis seeking the key 
to a liddlc. That woman knows the truth, I’m sure of it, and yet that 
idiot lieaumar must let her escape ! ” 

Jly Ihib time Taul realised tiiat his presence had been unnoticed. Annoyed 
hy ids involuntary indiscretion he coughed, so as to attiact attention ; and 
af oru'c Tvlascarot turned round with a threatening look on bis face. “Pray,' 
iJMe me,” taid Paul. 

P.'tl the ajjent had already regained his benignant expression. “Ahl”' 
i-a; i hi’, cou.* tcously, “you are Paul Violaiiic, I believe I” 

'llie > oujig i7iau bowed. “ Excuse me for a moment,” resumed Moscarot ; 
i. 'A ill u-turii shortly.” So saying he disappeared through the door at the 
i jd of tile room, and Paul had hardly time to collect himself, before ho 
J ' ■’ io., uanu; called. '* Como this way — 1 have no secrets for you I ” 

' ’-luu ed to tho outer room, Maacarot’s private ofllcc was a most luxuri- 
* siupoih apartment -for it was quite apparent that the windows. 
M . ijiMiuUy washed, that Uie wall paper had been recently renewed, 

, :*f .\M*hUoa, there was a carpet on the floor. It was seldom, how- 
' vor, tii ‘ 11 I- 3 , even those of the highest social standing, vroro admitted 
UiVo llu') Current business was usually transacted roundlleau- 

man’h. l’H liiflo in the outer room, while more private aflairs were talked 
o^or in the twilight of the “confessional box.” 

Ignorant of the customs of the ^’^*-'^*1 t'ouhl by no means appreciate 

tlio cxltiiordinary distinction with which he was received. When he 
cnti'rod, Mascarot, seated in a comfortable arm-chair, w'as warming himself 
beloro a bright wood fire, his elbow resting on his writing-table. Huch a 
table ! A world in itself— its aspect phiinly indicating that its owner was 
a man of a thoiisaiul diflcrciit uceupaiions. Books, portfolios, and papers 
ill files rose mountain high, while a larger space v-'as occupied by innurixer- 
ablc small squares of cardboar<l, on each of which figured a name in largo 
letters, with mcmoramla in a smaller and almost ille^ble liaud underneath. 
With a paten lal gesture Mascarot pointed to a chair opposite to himself, 
and ill a bland, encouraging voice exclaimed : “ Now' let us talk.” 

It w'as clear that B. Mascarot’s patriarchal appearance was p 1 together 
natural. The most skilful actor could not have feigned his honest and 
benevolent expression, the inii'ror undoubtedly of a jiuro, untroubled con- 
science. At sight of him well might a young man declaim ; “ 1 should like 
to trust my future to his care.” 

Paul was greatly impressed by this air of honesty and rootitudo, experi- 
encing the attraction which is always exercised by strong natures over 
weak ones. Ho now fully understood Father Tantaino’s enthusiasm, and 
thanked heaven he had not gone off abrujitly as he had thought of doing a 
few minutes before. 

“I am told,*' began Mascarot, “that your resources ate insufficient for 
your support, or, rather, that you are totally without any, and that yqu aro 
anxious to obtain a position which will make you independent. That, at 
least, is what I hear from my unlucky friend Tantaino.” 

He has been, sir, a faithful interpreter of my wishes.” 
jX* Very well. Only before thinking of the future and entering into a die- 
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cnssion in regard to the present, we will, if you have no objections, recap- 
itulate tliu past.” I’aul started, as Mascjp,rot iniist liave noticed, for he 
added quickly; ‘‘You will excuse the i^ossiblc indiHcretioii of this pro- 
gramme, but it is absolutely essential that 1 should understand exactly 
what responsibility I am about to assume. Tantniuo says that you arc a 
most diarmiiig young man — lionest, sciisihle, and well hroiight up. Now 
that I see you, I am sure that he is correct in his estimate, ihit of course 
1 can only deal with certainties, and you will understand that I must be 
certain of you before I can answer for you to third i>arties.” ^ 

“ Exactly, sir,” interrupted Paul, “and I am ready to answer any (pics- 
tions, for I luivc nothing to conceal.” 

A faint smile, luuioliccd by the young man, curved Maacarot’s lips, and 
with a gesture to wliich all who knew him Avere accustomed, he adjusted 
his spcctaoles. “ 'rhanks,” he said. “As to concealing anything from nic^ 

w’cll, that is not so easy, i)erhaps, as you think.” 

i To took from his table several of the cardboard squares we have nicn- 
tioncil, and shuffling them throiigli his lingers as if they were a pack of 
cards, resumed; “You arc named Marie-Paul Violainc?” Paul bowed. 

“ You w'cre born at Poitiers, in the Rue dos Yignes, on the 5th of January, 
1848. You are conseque ntly in your twenty -fourtli year, I believe 'i '* 

“Y^cs, sir.” 

“You are a natural child ? ” 

The second question bad surprised Paul ; this last one fairly BtiipefuMl 
him. *‘It is true, sir,’’ ho answered, Avifchoiit seeking to conceal his aston- 
iahmont. “l^iit 1 really had no idea that Monsieur 'I'antaino was so avcU 
informed. 1 suppose the partition wdiich separatf*! our rooms was CAx-n 
flimsier than 1 imagined.” 

Mascarot took no notice of this neat little epigram, but continued to 
shuffle his bits of car«lboard and examine them. If Paul haJ beiui iioarcr, 
lie would have scon his own initials, P. V., inscribeil in the corner of each. 
“Your mother,” continued Mascarot, “kept a little thread and needle 
shop during the last fifteen years of her life?” 

“ Precisely.” 

“ Rut what is such an enterprise worth in a place like Poilicrs ? Not 
much, to be sure. Fortunately, she received for your support and eduea- 
tiou an annual allowance of one thousand francs.” 

Tills time Paul fairly started, lie was sure that Tantainc had not learned 
this secret at the Ketcl du IMiou. “Good heavens ! ” he stamtntTcd, ‘ ‘ who 
can have acLj[uuinted you, sir, with a secret I have never spoken of since X 
reached Paris, aiid which even Rose is quite ignorant of?” 

Mascarot shrugged his shoulders. “You may easily iindcrstgind,” he 
answered, “that a man in my position is obliged to olitain all possible in- 
formation. If 1 did not take considerable pains in doing so, 1 should hourly 
bo the victim of deception, and, in my turn, find myscllf unwillingly deceiv- 
ing others.” 

An hour had not elapsed since Paul had crossed the threshold of the 
establishment, but he liad already learned liow much of M. MascaroPs in- 
formation was obtained ; he remembered the directions given to Bcaumar- 
chef conccrmiig Caroline Schimrnel. 

“ Although t am inquisitive,” continued Mascarot, “ I am also discreet. 
So do not fear to answer frankly. How did this annuity. ’ 
mother ? ” 

“ Through a notwy in Paris.” 
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“Ah ! Bo you know this notary’s name ? ” 

“Not in the least,” answered Paul, who by this time was growing uneasy 
and restless. A thousand vagui apprehensions were aroused in his ininu, 
although he could not see either the utility or the bearing of any of these 
<piestious. The explanation that had been oITcred was not in any degree 
Siitisfaetory, for it was hardly possible that all these facts could hiivo been 
gathered together in one morning. Still, nothing in Masearot’s demeanour 
justified Paul’s misgivings, for tho agent seemed to ask all tliese questions 
in a mechanical, matter-of-course sort of way, as if they had no interest for 
him save as a business affair. 

It was after a long pause that Mascarot spoke again ; “ 1 am inclined to 
believe,” ho said, “ that it was your father who sent this money.*’ 

“ No, sir, you are mistaken.” 

“ Why are you so certain ? ” 

“ Simply because my mother swore to me, and she was an absolute saifit, 
that my father died before my birth. Poor mother ! 1 loved her and re- 
spected her too much to question her on these points. One day, howoverj 
impelled by a miserable cunosity, I did venture to ask her the name of oiiv 
])votector. 8he burst into tears, and 1 realized the cruelty and meannegs of 
my conduct. That name I never learned, but 1 know that it was not iiiy 
fiitlior.” 

Mascarot pretended not to perceive bis young client’s emotion. “Was 
not this pension continued after your mother’s dealli ? ho asked. 

“ No, air ; it ceased, in fact, when I came of a^c. My motlicr warned 

me that this would be tho case ; it seems to mo as if it were only yesterday 
when she spoke to me about it. It was one evening, and, as it was my 
birlliday, she had prepared a better supper than usual. ‘ Paid,’ she said, 
‘ when you were born, a generous fiiejid i>roiniscd to assist mo in bringing 
you up. He has kept his word. You are twenty-one, and you have 
iiotliiiig more to hope from him. You are a man now, my son, and 1 liave 
only you to roly upon ; work, be honest, and rcinember thht your birth im- 
poses on you double obligations. * ” 

Paul paused, overcome with emotion. “Ten months later,” he resumed, 
after a moment’s silence, “ ray mother died suddenly — so suddenly thai she 
had no time for a last word of love or counsel. I was left alone in tho 
world, without friend or relative. Yes, I am (piite alone. Were I to die 
to-morrow, tlierc would not be a human being to follow me to my grave. 
1 iriigiit di8apx}Gar from tiio face of the earth— no one would search for me, 
for no one knows of my existence or cares whether I live or die.” 

Mascarot looked very sad. “ Not quite so bad as that, young man, not 
quite BO bad, 1 trust. ' You have one friend — 

Here Mascarot rose, as if he wished to conceal the emotion ho could not 
control, and walked up and down the room, pulling at his velvet cap, as ho 
always did when occupied in serious meditations. After a few moments* 
exercise of this kind he halted abruptly in front of his young client, and, 
foldijig his anns, exclaimed : “You have heard me, iny young friend, and I 
will not carry any further a series of questions which it can only pain you 
to answer. »» * ^ ^ 

“I thought,” answered Paul, diplomatically, “that it was only in my 
interest that you questioned me.” 

“You are right. 1 wished to measure you, to judge of your veracity,, aa 
well as of your intelligence. Why ? you Jisk. Ah ! I cannot tell you tiiat 
just DOW ; but you will know at some future time. For the preseuti rest 
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aasureil that I am perfectly well aware of everything tliat concerns you. 
Yoiia.sk how? That again I cannot tel^ you. Put it down to chance. 
Chance, you know, has a great deal to answer for.*’ 

Up to this moment Paul had been simply puzzled. But these nmbiguous 
words caused him such absolute fright that his face wore a ghastly look. 

** Arc you alarmed?” asked Mascarot, straightening his spectacles, through 
which he saw wonderfully well. 

“Frankly, air,” stammered Paul, “I am somewhat disturbed.” 

“Why? I ask you what a man in your position can possibly have to 
fear. You nce<l not rack your brain any longer ; you will soon lind out what 
you wish to know, and 3’ou had beat, therefore, quietly give yourself up to 
me, for I have no desire but to be of service to you.” 

He eaid this in the sweetest and must reassuring manner, ami then rc-^ 

seating himself in liia arm-chair, added : “ Now let u.s speak of yourself. 
Thanks to the devotion of your mother, who was, as you justly say, a good 
and holy Avoman, you w'crc, at the price of numlAorless privations, cnai>led 
to study at the college of Poitiers, like any lad of family and position might 
have done. At eighteen you passed the * bachelor’s * examination succe.ss- 
fully. Then for a year you idled under the pretence of waiting for an in- 
spiration from heaven as to your future career, and finally, as nothing turned 
up, you entered a lawyer’s office as clerk— am 1 not right? ” 

“ Precisely — 

*' But your mother’s dearest dream was to see you established near at 
hand, at Loudon or at Oivray. Perhaps she liopcd for further aid from the 
friend who had already done so much lor you.” 

“ I always thought so,” said Paul. 

“Unfortunately for her hopes, however,” continued Mascarot, “you had 
lio leaning towards writs and red tape — ” 

Here Paul smiled, and in doing so seemingly oUbndcd Miiscarot, for the 
latter added severely: “I said ‘ unfovcimately.* And I think you have 
suffered enough by this time to bo of my opinion. Iiistiuid of engrossing at 
your desk, you did what ? You trifled aAvay your time dabbling in music ; 
you composed songs, and even an opera, I believe ; and Avere not far from 
considering yourself a genius of the first ivater,” 

Paul, who had so far submitted to everything w'ithout rebellion, was sorely 
touched by this sarcasm, and tried to protest, but iu vain. 

“ In short,” continued Mascarot, “ one fine morning you abandoned the 
office, and declared to your mother that, while Avaiting until your fame as a 
composer was established, you meant to give lessons on the piano But yon 
could not obtain any pupils, and you were a simpleton to tliink >ou could. 
Look at yourself in a mirror and tell me frankly if you think you are of an 
age or appearance that would make it wise to intrust young ladies to your 
charge — ” 

Here Mascarot stopped, as if he feared to trust his memory, and proceeded 
to consult his notes. * ' Let us continue,” he said at last. “ Your departure 
from Poitiers was* your crowning folly. The very day after your mother's 
death, you g.ithored together all you possessed — some three thousand francs 
or so— and toolc^a railway ticket for Paris,” 

“At that time, sir, I hopeil — ” 

“ What ? To arrive at Fortune by the road to Glory ? Madman I Why, 
each year a thousand poor devils, who have been intoxicated by the praise 
of their native villages, reach Paris intoxicated by similar hopes. Do you 
know Avhat becomes of them ? At the end of ten years, ten at the most have 
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made their way, five hundred have died of hunger and disappointment— 
and the rest are enrolled in the. vast army of criminals and reprobates.” 
Paul had said all this to himself over and over again, and admitting its 
truth could urge nothing in reply. “ But,” continued Mascarot, “you did 
not come alone. At Poitiei*s you had fallen in love witli a young work girl, 
named Jtose Pigorcau, and you thought it wise to run away with her — ” 

“ Ah ! sir, if you would only allow me to explain — ” 

“ It would bo quite uscIcsb, I assure you. The rchult speaks for itself ! 
Tn six months your three thousand francs wore exhausted. Then came 
distress and hunger ; and at last, stranded at the Hdtel du P(^rou, you were 
thinking of suicide, when you were saved by old Tantainc.” 

These cruel truths were hard to bc.ar, and Paul half felt inclhied to show . 

Ills anger ; but then, good-bye to the protection of the powei-fu] agent, and 

a>'<, oil second thoughte, he controllc<l himself. “I admit it, sir,” he s.ild, 
somewhat bitterly. “1 was a fool, and imlf crazy, but misfortune has 
taught me wisdom, I am here, and this fact should convince you that 1 
liavc renounced all my wills o’ the wisp.” 

“ Tlien you also renounce Rose Pigoi-cau?” 

At this cutting question Paul turned pale with anger. “I love Rose,” 

110 obhorvod, curtly; “I thhik I told you so. She has faith in me, and 
rumragcoiisly shares my ill fortune. 1 am sure of her affection. Some day, 
sir, Rose will be iny w'ife.” 

Mascarot raised his velvet <*ap, and, without the slightest shade of irony, 

111 fact, most seriously, bowed low, saying as he did so : “I beg ten thousand 
jvirdoiis.” However, it was plainly not his intention to insist on this point. 

“ You wish employment,” he resumed, “ and at once. What is your spcci* 
ality ? You have none, no doubt. Like all college educated young fellows, 
you can do a little of everything, and nothing thoroughly. If 1 had a son, 
and an income of millions, he should still learn a trade.” 

Paul bit his lips, njcoguiziiig only too well the justice of B. Masenrot’s 
remarks. Had ho not, only the evening before, envied the lot of those who 
earncvl their bread by the sweat of their brows ? 

“ And yet,” continued Mascarot, “ 1 must come to your assistance. \ on 
are my friend, and 1 don’t leave friends in the lurch. Como, what should 
you say to a situation with a salary of twelve thous^aiid francs a year ? ” 

This sum w'as so much in excess of Paul’s most sanguine hopes that he 
fancied the agent was poking fun at him. “ Itis not very generous on your 
part, sir, to laugh at me,” said he. 

Mascarot was not in jest, however; and yet it required a full half hour 
to convince his young client that he was entirely in capocst. Perhaps, after 
all, this result would not have been attained had he not suddenly thought 
of saying: “You wish for proofs. Very well— shall I advance you your 
first month’s salary?” with which words he ];)roferred a thousand franc 
note, drawn from his strong box. 

Paul pushed the note aside, but ho realised the full force of this powerful 
argument, and asked if he were capable of fulfilling the duties of so higlily 
renmneraled an office. 

“ Should I make the proposal,” answered Mascarot, “ wcrfTl not certain 
I of your abilities ? Just now I am terribly hurried, or I would explain to 
: you the whole matter ; as it is, I must defer doing so until to-morrow. So 
here at the same time as you came to-day. ” 
f-'^Bcwildered as Paul was, he understood that it would be an intrusion on 
' his part to remain any longer, so he rose to take his leave. 
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“One moment,*^ exclaimed Mascavot. ** You cannot, of course, remain 
any longer at tho Hotel du Pi^rou. Mud yourself a decent room in this 
neighbourhood, and lot me know your new address. Now, good-bye until 
ttMuorrow, take care of yourself, and learn to bear prosperity." 

For a minute Mascarot stood at his office door listening attentively to 
Paul’s retreating steps. Heavy indeed was the young man’s footfall — in 
fao.t, as Mascarot divined he waa staggering beneath the weight of liis cou- 
iliotiiig feelings. As soon as the agent 'was sure that he had left the house, 
he hurried to a glass door at the rear of his private room, opened it and 
called; **Hercl llortebizo t Doctor 1 You can come now. He has 
gone.” 

A well dressed man immediately made his appearance, and hastily drew 
a chair to tho lire. ‘*Drou! my feet are blocks of ice !” he cxclaiincd.^^ 
“ If any one cut them off, I doubt if I should know it. Your bed-room, 
Jlaptintin, is a refrigerator. Another time, plciiso let me have a lire." 

Dut Mascarot was not to be diverted from his train of thought. Did 
you hear ? " he asked. 

I heard everything .and saw everything as well as you did." 

“Then wdiat do you tViiuk of this youth?" 

"1 think that Tanlaino is a man of sense, and that iii your hands this 
liaiidsomo fellow will be like wax.” 


in, 

Dk. Hortv.isi/.b, the intimate of “the agency,” wjj) thus familiiirly 
called Mascarot by his Christian name of Daptistiii, wUKully lifty-six years 

of age ; 1>nt he only admitted forty-nine, and was wuflm doing so, for he 

carried their weight so lightly that people even suppc^l^liim younger still, 
lie bore himself with a j.aunty air, his thick serial lips were still 
ruddy, his hair black, and his cj'os full of fire. A inon of the world, re- 
ceived in the best society, elegant in bis manners, keen in lii.s wit, ho con- 
cealed under a certain light sarcasm of specefi the most iiionstroua 
cynicism— ill fact, if he had but few faults, ho could count several appall- 
ing vices. He was much liked and much courted. His epicurean manner 
did not prevent him, it was said, from being in reality a true savant and dis- 
t’ "giiishcd physician. Still he wiis far from being a hard worker, and prao- 

■3(1 as little as possible. Some few years previously, with the view', so ho 
icclarcd, of getting rid of hia patients wiio pestered him, i«v. had actually 
espoused homeopathist doctrines, and had started a medical journal called 
tho Globule^ which came to an end after the fifth number. Plia coiiv'cmion 
made every one laugh, ho, however, laughing the loudest, and this, of 
course, proved tho sincerity of the x)hilosophy ho professed. However, Dr. 
Hortebizo never wished, nor was able, to take anything seriously, and 
Mascarot, well as he know his friend, seemed annoyed and wounded by his 
jesting tone. 

“Ii I w'rotc to you to come here this moniiug,” he said, rcproaclifully, 
** if I asked you to conceal yourself in that room — ” 

“Where I froze ! ” interrupted llortebixe. 

“ It was,” continued Mascarot, “ because I wished for your advice. We 
have started on a terrible enterprise, Hortebize ; an enterprise full of peril 
to you as well as to myself.” 

“ Pshaw- 1 As you very well knowj I have blind confidence in yoUi 



tllE SLAVES dP PARIS. 27 

■Whatever you do is well done. You are not the man to venture on sueh a 
game without a fair supply of trunma.” - 

“ That’s true; but 1 may lose, ana then — '* 

The doctor interrupted Ids friend by gaily shaking a large gold locket 
which hung from his watch chain. Tliis gesture seemed peculiarly dis- 
agn'ciiWc to Mascarot. 

“ Why do you show me that gewr-gaAv ? ” ho asked, angrily. “ I hiivo 
known it for the last fivc-and-twenty years ! Do you wish to tell me that 
it contains poison for personal use in case of misfortune ? All right, the 
precaution is praisewortliy ; but it would be wiser to make it unnecessary 
j'y giving me your attention and advice at an earlier stage of the game.” 

I'lie smiling physician threw himself back in his chair with a resigned 
»-xprchflion. “ if youdesirc a consultation,” he said, “you had better have sent 
3«ij' oui- honouranlo friend Catenae; he knows something of business, as he 
is ail advocate.” 

'J'iiis name of Catenae so irritated Mascarot that, calmest and most gentle 
of iiion as he usually was, ho tore ofTliis velvet cap and tossed it in a rage 
on to his WTitiiig table. “ Do you say that seriously? ” he asked in an 
angry voice. 

“ Why not ? ” 

Mascarot took ofTliis spectacles, as if without them he could more easily 
i’cad tl>e doctor’s innermost thoughts. “ llecause,” he said, slowly, “ bc- 
c,i usi‘ you, as well ns T, distrust (.'atenac. liow long is it since you saw him ? 
Cert'daiy more than three months.” 

“ W'l y true ; and 1 admit that he conducts himself singularly enough 
tow ards his old partners and comrades.” 

Mascarot smiled in a way lhat would probably liavo nhinned the unfor- 

niiiute (.'ateuac, had he been present. “\ou mil admit, then, that his 

conduct 18 utterly -without excuse, for w’c have made his fortune. He is rich 
--very rich— although he jiretends the contrary.” 

“ Do you really think so ? ” 

“Tf ho were Jicre, J would make him confess that ho is worth over a 
million,” 

‘ ‘ A million ! ” repeated the physician, witli a sparkle in hia eyes, 

“Yes, at the very least. You and I, Hoitcbize, Jiave gratified all our 
fancies, let gold slip through our fingers like grains of sand, while ho, our 
friend, has hoarded up his gains. ” 

“ Wluit would you have? He has neither tastes, nor passions, nor ev 
a digestion. Poor Catenae 1 ” 

“Ho ! He has every vice, the hypocrite ! While wc amused oursolvcfi, 
ho lent money at heavy interest, twenty and five-and-twenty per cent, and 
— stay— what is your aiinnal outlay? ” 

“ My annual outlay ? Your rj^ucstion embarrasses me. Forty thousand 
francs, perhaps.” 

“More, much more ; but no matter. Calculate how much that would 
‘amount to during the twenty years we have been connected togetlior.” 

Tlie doctor was no lover qf arithmetic ; he made several futile attempts > 
!to arrive at the total, and finally gave up the task in despair. 

“Como,” said Mascarot ; “ call it eight hundred thousand franca ; add 
|the same amount on my account, and you will see that we have spent be- ‘ 
[tween us more than a million and a half.” 

^ “ Why, it’s frightful 1 ” 

^ “ To be sure, frightful. So you can easily see that Catenae, 
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cnivcd as much as ourselves, has grown wealthy. Anil this is the principal 
reason of my distrust — our interests are no longer tlie same. He comes 
here every month, but only to draw bis third. He condescends to accept 
the profits of our enterprise, but avoids, the risks. It is two jreai’s since he 
brought us any business. Thei'e is np reliance to bo placed in him what- 
ever. Ho matter what wc propose to him, he declines to act. He sees 
risks and danger in everything.” 

“ But he is ineapahlo of betraying us.” 

Mascarot did not reply at once; ho was reflecting. “I think,” he 
answered, finally, that Catenae is afraid of us. Ho knows tliat the fall 
of one of tlm three would necessarily bring the two others to grief. This 
is our only safeguard. But if he docs not dare to l^^tray us openly lie is 
quite capable of winking against us. Our partnership M^orries him. Do 
you know what lie said to me the last time he was hero? Ide said wo 
ought to shut up shop and retire. Retire! Ah, well, how should we two 
live then? For, if he is rich wc ore poor. AVliat are you worth, 
Hortebize ?” 

The doctor, the brilliant physician, who was believed to be a millionaire, 
had taken out his piirso and was counting its contents. “ I have prcv isoly 
three hundred and twenty-seven francs,” he answered with a laugh. 
“ And how do you stand ?” 

Mascarot made a wry face. “ I,” he replied ** am as had ofl* as you arc ; ” 
and with a sigh ho cdntiuucd, half speaking to himself-- “ Ih'sidcs 1 have 
sacred obligations, whereas you have only yourself to think of.” 

For the first time since the beginning of the interview Dr. ITortehizo 
looked worrmd, “ Good heavens 1 ” he exclaimed. “ I depended on you 
for a thousaiid crowns, which I pressiugly need,” 

The physician’s uneasiness Ciiused a quiet smile to flicker over Midcarot’s 
face. “ Be easy,” he .said, 1 can accomodate you with that. There arc 
still some six or eight thousand francs in the safe.” 

The doctor breathed more freely. 

“ But that is all,” continued Mascarot. ** It ia the end of our common 
funds— of the money belongirg to us collectively. And this, too, iifL<*.r 
tuenty years labour, peril, and suspense.” 

“ And there are not twenty years more before us.” 

“ Precisely,” returned Mascarot, “we arc growing old. So all tho more 
reason for making one grand stroke to assure our future. If 1 were to fall 
ill to-morrow, it would be all UP.” 

“ That is quite true,” said the doctor with a shudder. 

*‘One thing is certain — that wc must speedily make a grard cot/j9. 1 
have said this for ^ars and years, and now it must be done. I hafe long 
been preparing a net which ought to bring us a rich haul. And now, per- 
haps, you understand why in this emergency I apply to you rather than to 
Catenae. Do you understand why 1 spent two hours this morning explain- 
ing to you the plan of a couple of operations 1 have in view ?” 

“If one of them only should succeed, our fortune is made.” 

“ Precisely. Kow the question to decide is, whether our cliances of suc- 
cess are gr«at enough to warrant our going ’on with these enterprises. 
Think it over, and give me an answer,” 

Dr. Hortebize, in spite of his frivolous manners was an acute observer, 
skilful and inventive moreover in devising expedients, and at the same 
time a safe counsellor in momenta of emergency, for never, under any 
cumstii^ces, however perilous, did he lose his smiling mriijf froid, B. ^ 
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Icarot waa aware of thia when he insisted on having hi a opinion. Driven to 
|the w’all and compelled to choose, as one might say, between the contents 
tof the medallion and the prolongation of liis luxurious existence, he lost 
fsoino of his gaiety, and seemed to refleot. J^anin;^ back in his arm-chair, 
Kviili his feet on the fender, he analyzed thc*various combinations which 
thad'bcim laid before him, as carefiilJy*as a general might have studied the 
.jtlan of ^battle on 'which the fate of an empire depended. His analysis 
was favourable to the projected enterprises ; for Mascarot, who was atten- 
tively watching him, at last saw a smile steal over his thick lips. 

After a prolonged pause the doctor at last spoke. “We must make an 
attack,” he said. “ Do not let ns deceive ourselves. Your projects aro 
o^>;tssively dangerous, and a mistake would ruin ns. At the same time, 
wu may find ourselves in a most unpleasant position if we wait for an affair 
that is perfectly safe. Here we have twenty chances against us, but we 
have eighty in our favour. Under these circumstances, and, above all, as' 
ixcccbsity knows no law, I can only say, go ahead I ” He rose to his feet 
as he spoke thoso words, and offered his hand to his honourablo friend, 
.saying ; “ I am your man ! ” 

This decision delighted Mascarot. He was in that state of mind, when 
no nuittcr how strong anrl self-reliant a man may generally bo, he is in 
iivoiiuMiUiiy doubt of liiiiifielf, and when the approbation of a competent 
friend is oC immense v^alue. It is the weight that turns the trembling scale. 

VcM have weighed everything,’* insisted the agent; “examined every- 
Dtiiii.'? Von kn(^w t)mt of these two matters, only one is ripe, that of the 
Mar inis do f Voiflciiois * 

'' Vrs, yos ; i know.” 

“ Ad to' the other, that of the Due do Champdoce, I have still to gather 
together various olemonts, Ayhioh are indispcnsiblc to inshro success. The 
ilukt' f'jul the fluchess have a secret, of this there is no doubt ; but what is 
ti»!^ L? it what I snspeot? I would wager anything that I am 

right ; but more tlian suspicions are necessary — more than {probabilities— 
we mu-at have, of cour.5o, absolute certainties to depend upon.” 

“ Xo matti'i’,” exclaimed the doctor, “ I maintain what I havo said.'* 

Utj thought, perhap.s, that there was an end to the matter for the time, 
bi;t he was mistaken. “Now,” continued Mascarot, “tins brings us back to 
my prcviou.s question. What do you think of this youth, this Paul 
V’ii.'laiuo ? ” 


Hortobizc took several turns up and down the room, and finally stationed 
hiinaolf opposite his friend with his elbow on the chimney-piece. This was 
his favourite position when, in a salon, after being duly urged, related 
cue of -tliose somewhat questionable anecdotes, his sponialities — which are 
only acceptable on account of the witty manner in which they are related. 
“1 think," he answered, “that this youth has many of tlio qualities we 
desire, and that it is doubtful if wo could find a better person. Besides, 
ho is a natural son, and knows 'nothing of his father, which loaves a door 
wide open for suppositions ; for every bastard has the right, if ho choosea, 


to believe himself the son of a king. Ju the second place, he has neither 
family nor any known protectors, which assures iia that, come what will, 
we shall havo no account to render to any one. Besides ho is p9or. He has 
no great amount of sense, but is possessed of a certain brilliant varnish and 
of any amount of egregious vanity. Finally, ho is a wonderfully handsome 
*';llow, which, in itself will smooth away many difficulties ; only — ’ 

** Ah ! there is an ' only,* then 7 '* 
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The doctor repressed a, smile. “ More than one ** he replied, ** for there 
are throe, at least. First, this young woman, this Rose Pigorcau, whose 
bciuity has so enraptured onr worthy friend Tantaiiie, scema to me destined 
to become a great ilaiiger in the future.” 

Maacarot waved his hand significantly. 

“ Be easy,” he said, “we will easilj^rid Paul of that young woinn^n.” 

“Very good. But do not deceive yourself,” insisted the cloccor, in a 
more serious tone than was habitual to him. “ The danger from her is not 
what you think, and what you seek to avoid. You arc eonvineod that the 
young fellow loves the girl ; you are mistaken. Jio would leave her to- 
morrow for tlic smallest gratilicatiou of his self-love.” 

“ Perhaps so.” 

** She, liowcver, thinks she hates her lover, but she deceives licnself. She 
is simply wearied of poverty. (4ivc her a month’s repose and luxury, with 
gratified whims and good living, and you will see her turn from every one 
else for the sake of her Paul. Yes, you will see her pursue, liai'ass and annoy 
him as women of her class, who have nothing to lose, ]>ursuc and annoy 
their old lovers — she will even follow him into Flavia’s presence, and claim 
him back.” 

“ She had best not ! ” saicl the gentle agent, in a threatening tone. 

“ Why, what could you do ? Ilow could y<ni prevent her from speaking? 
She has known Paul since her infancy, she knew liia mother— she was per- 
haps brought up by her, perhaps lived in the same street. Remember my 
words, and look out for danger in this direction.” 

“You arc possibly right, and I will take my measures accordingly,’' It 
Buiheed, in fact, for Mascarot only to know of a danger to guard against ib, 

“My second ‘ only,' ” continued the physician, “is prompted by that 
mysterious protector whom the young man has Hpokon of. Ilia father, he 
declares is dead ; hi.s mother swore it to him. Well, I accept that state- 
ment aa a fact. But in that case, w*iat has become of the unknown 
individual wlio paid the annuity to Madnmc Violainc? An immediat*; 
sacrifice of however large an amount, I cotild uiulcrstaiid ; but such untlagg- 
, ing devotion puzzles me, T confess.” 

“You are ri "lit, quite right, my friend. These arc the defects in our 
armour. But I am on the look-out. doctor, and will spare no efforts.” 

The physician was growing very weary of the discussion, but still he 
went bravely on: “ iViy third objection,” he said “is perhaps stronger 
still. Tt is necessary for us to utilise this young man at once, to-morrow, 
even, without having had time to teach him his part, without having pre- 
pared him. Ii, by chance, he should happen to bo honest I Suppose he 
met your dazzling proposals with a deciilcd ‘ no ? ’ ” ^ 

In his turn Mascarot now rose, “This supiiosition,” said he, breezily, 
“ has no weight at all.” 

“And why not, pray ? ” 

Because, doctor, when Tantinc brought this youth to us he had studied 
him thoroughly. He is weaker than a w’oman, wdth more vanity than the 
pcniiy-a-linor round the corner. He is, besides, ashamed of his poverty. 
fNo, no ; in my liauds he will be like wax, that I can mould into any form 
I choose. . Whatever we intend him to be, he will become.” 

Hortobizo did not choose to az^ne the matter. “Are you sure,” he 
quietly asked^ “that Mademoiselle Flavia counts for nothing in your 
choice ? ” 
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myself — ” He paused abruptly and listened: I fancied I heard some- 
one knocking,” ho said at last. Hark ! ” 

Yes, tlicre was a knock at the door ; and the doctor, rising to his feet, 
prepared to regain his hiding-place. But Mascarot detained him. ‘*It is 
only Beaumarchef,” ho said, aiul he touched a gilt Ijcll on hia desk. The 
nclftr«omcnfc indeed, Beau juarchei. entered the room. With an air of 
mingled respect and familiarity, he saluted the doctor and the agent in a 
liiilitary fashion, liis liand to his forehead and his elbow raised to tlxc height 
of his eyes. 

“Ah?” said the doctor, gaily, “so you still take your little drops of 
brandy neat ” 

“ Only a few, sir, very few,” ho answered modestly. 

“ Too many, Bcauinar, much too many. Do you think I can’t sec ; your 
inilamcd complexion, your nose, and your eyelids all tell tiio story.” 

“ And yet, sir, I assure von — ” 

“You know what I said to you, that you were threatened with asthma. 
Note the movements of your pectoral muscles— your lungs are obstructed.” 
“ That is because T have been running, sir.” 

This conversation was not to the taste of Maacarot, and so he hastened to 
interrupt it. “ If he is out of breath,” he said, “ it is because he h.as tried 
to ropau- a vory great piece Of carclessness on his part Well, how di<l 

you succeed, Beaumar?^* 

“Wo have got her, sir,” he answered triumphantly. 

“ That’s capital,” responded Mascarot. 

“ Whfit are you talking about? ” asked the doctor. 

^Vith a linger on his lips, Mascarot gave his friend a w’arniug glance, and 
th.cn, in an ofl-haiid tone that was by no means habitual, he atkswered : 
“Beaumar has been after a woman named Caroline Schimmel, an old 
servant of the Chainpdooo family, who has a little matter of biisiiiesa with 
me, (.lo on, Beaumar— so you have found her? ” 

“Yes, tlianka to an idea that came to me,” 

“ Pshaw ? Are you going to have ideas at this time of Ufe ?” 
Beauinan:lief looked vastly important. “ It was like this,” he continue*]. 
“ Du going out with Toto-Chupiu, I said to myself —the woman went up 
tiwj street to bo sure, but, knowing her habits, it is quite impossible slic 
W{?ut as far as the Boulevard without entering a wino-shop.” 

“ Well reasoned,” nodded the doctor approvingly, 

“In consequence, Toto and I, lust locked into every shop we passed ; 
and true enough, ns wo reached the Rue du Petit Carreau, we found Cdioliiie 
in a tobacconist’s shop where liquors are sold.” 

“ And Toto is looking after her now ? ” 

“ He swore to me, sir, that he would walk in her shadow until you said 
‘ enough 1 ’ And, besides, he promised to let you have a report every day.” 

Mascarot rubbed his hand-s, “I am pleased with you, Beaumar,” he 
said, “very much pleased indeed.” 

The compliment appeared to delight the assistant-partner, who wiped his 
brow, but did not withdraw. “That’s not everything, sir,” he resunned. 
i “ What else, then ? ” • . 

I “ Downstairs, I met La Cand(?le, on his way back from the Place du Petit 
I Pont, and he had just seen — ” 

I “Ah, indeed ! What had he seen? ” 

^ “That young woman, sir, driving away in a brougham with two horses. 
>' h course he followed, and sho is now installed in the Rue de Douai, in a 
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most gorgeous apartment, so the door-keeper of the house says. .And it ' 
seems, sir, that the girl is a great beauty, l^a CandMe went on like a inacl- 
man about her. He says tliat her eyes arc extraordinary.” 

The doctor looked up quickly. Our friend Tantalne was correct in his ^ 
description, then?” 

Mascarot frowned austerely. “ Perfectly so,” he answered, “ -this 

E roves, Hortebize, the justice of the objection you made a short time ago. 

iich a conspicuously beautiful girl is a danger, and the fool who has 
caiTied her olT may himself even become a nnisaiice, under her influence.” 

Bcaumarchcf here ventured to touch MascaL'ot’s arm ; lie had got 
another idea. “ If you wish to get rid of that dandy,” he said, “ 1 can tell 
you how,” 

“ How, pray ? ” 

Insteail of answering, the ex-noncommissioned officer fell into the atti- 
tude of a fencing-master. ' ‘ One, two— parry — tlirust— parry — ’nother thrust 
and all over.” 

** A Prussian quarrel,” murmured Mascarot. “ A duel I That would 
not do us any good. The girl would still be on our hands ; and violent 
measures arc always more or less compromising.” He reflected for a 
moment, and then, taking off his spectacles and wiping them slowly, he 
looked intently at the doctor. Suppose,” said he, ** suppose we pressed 
some epidemic into our service. What do you say, doctor, to this gix’l 
having the small pox ? Then her beauty would be gone.” 

The physician looked pensive. Under certain circumstances,” he 
answered, *'we might call disease to our aid; but even if Hose were dis- 
figured she would still be dangerous. It is her love for Paul that we have 
to fear, not his for her, and with a woman, fidelity is always in proportion to 
her ugliness.” 

‘illiat is a point for discussion,” rejoined Mascarot. “In the inean- 
'while, wo must protect ourselves from present danger. A short time ago, 
Beauinarchef, 1 told yon to draw up a statement of this Gaudclu’s afla.ir.s. 
What is his situation ? ” 


“He ia overwhelmed with debts, sir, but his creditors do not press be- 
cause of his prospective fortune—'* 

“You are a fool, Beaumar,” interrupted Mascarot. “A fellow like 
Gandclu, head over heels in debt and head over heels in love, can surely bo 
trapped somehow or other. Among those creditors of his, there must 
certainly be two or three of our set, ready to act as 1 desire. Obtain infor- 
mation on that point, and report it to me this evening — and new leave ub.” 

Once alone, the two friends remained for some time absorbed in silent 
reflection. Tlio moment was a decisive one. They were still uncommitted 
to any course of action, but, if once they put their hands to the plough, they 
must go forward without hope of retracing their steps, Now, idthough 
their natures were strong enough to enable them to look the matter straight 
in the face and decide accordingly, the doctor’s sempiternal smile faded 
gradually away, as he pursued his train of thought, and it was with a 
feverish hand that he rattled liis medallion. Was he hesitating ? Perhaps 
so. However, Mascarot, at all events, was determined. “Ijct us deliberate 


no longer,” he said. “We will close our eyes and march on. You heard 
the promises made by the Marquis de Croisenois. He gave us our task, but 
with certain conditions. He must marry Mademoiselle de Mussidtm,’’ 

“I doubt whether h^r.wilL” ™ 

“ He 1 say,- ei^ we wish and it shall be so. In 
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Ijol'oro a coiiplo of hours aro over, the projected marriage between Made* 
nioiijcllti Sabine and the Ihiron do Breulh-Faverlay wdll be broken off.’’ 

The doctor sighed. I understand Catenae’s scruples, ” he murmured. 

All ! if I only had a million like him.” 

these last few 'minutes Mascarot, going to and fro from his sleep* 
i)ig im?i?i to his private cilice, rapidly changed his clothes. ‘'Are you 
roiuly ? ” lie asked Hortebizo. 

“ Yes, since there is no retreating.” 

*‘l'hen let us bo olT.” And opening tho door the agent called out, 

IjeauTijur, scud for a cab.” 


IV. 

I V there is one quarter of Paris more highly favoured than others it is surely 
tliat which lies between the Rue du i'aubourg 8aint-llonor(5 on one side, 
and the Seine on the other, which commences at the Place de la Concorde, 
.'iiid ends at the Avcjiiiic do rinip«5ratrice. In this delightful district of the 
great <uty niillionuires grow and blossom sppntau^Ujdy liho I'midodcmlrona 
ut oci-tiiin altitiules. There stand their mansions with spacious 

gavdenfl, wfieYc tile lawns are always green, tlio flu wers always blooming, 
and the tall trees always tenaiil^ed by carolling birds. Among all tlieso 
maL^nitiv'cnt mansions, none surely are more desirable than the HAtel do 
Mussidaij, tho last work of poor Stjvair, the arclutcet, who died just as the 
W'U'ld way iK'giniiiJig to recognize his merit. 

Standing between a wide gravelled courtyard and a shady garden, the 
JldLel de Mussidan offers au aspect of iningled graikdeur aiul elegance. 
There is but little carving around tho windows aiul along the cornices, no 
encrusted or tessellated colour-work on the fa 9 ;ido, but the proportions arc 
admiialde and each line is calculated to impart eifcct. A oroad flight of 
sU«]'>H in white marble, with a double ba]n,strade and sheltered by a lightly 
built iiiar(|uiso in bronze, leads to tJie grand ontraiice. Of a morning, 
at sijvcu </cluek or so, tho w^ayfarer who glances through the open iron 
work of the gatew’ay fronting the street — the Rue cle Matignon — will see 
tlie servants passing to and fro in the courtyard, where everything shows 
that this is the al.»odo of a noble and wealthy family. 'J’hero stands the 
ceremonial biu'ouche, waiting to be washed, or the count’s phaeton, or the 
quiet brougham which the countess uses when she goes out snopping. And' 
that superb chestnut thoroughbred, so sleek and glossy, which a groom is 
carefully saddling, isMirette, the favourite, often mounted by Mademoiselle 
^Sabiue, of a morning before breakfast. 

it was a short distance off, at the corner of the Avenue Matignon, that 
Mast;arut and his W'orthy friend stopped their cab, and paying the driver 
disiiliH.scd him. As they walked up tho street, Mascarot, with his black 
clothes, his white cravat, and his blue spectooles, might readily have been 
taken for some grave magistrato. As for the physician, although a little 
paler than usiu.l, he was sniiluiff as ever. “Now,” said Mascarot, “let 
US make oar last arrangements. The count and countess ceusider you a 
[friend.” 

i “By no means. A more physician, whose ancestors were not among the 
cnifiailers, could hardly aspire to the friendship of the Mussidans.” 

“ But the countess knows you. She will not refuse to hear you, nor call 
for help when you open your lips. By entrenching yourself behind somo 
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lameJcss rascal you can even save your own reputation. I, in my turn, will 
interview the count.’* 

“ Be careful,” said the doctor, thoughtfully. “The count is frightfully 
I'iolont. He is a man who, at the first word lie doesn’t like, would not 
hesitate to pitch you out of the window.” .. 

Mascarot shrugged his shoulders. “I can bring him to terms,” li€'said, 
^^lisdaiiifully. 

“Be on your guard, nevertheless.” 

The two friends were now passing the H6tcl do Mussidan, and the 
physician having briefly explained its internal arrangements, they continued 
to w'alk rm. 

** I will manage the husband,” said Mascarot, “ and you will take care of 
the wife. I shall insist on the count withdrawing his word from M. do 
■Breulh -Favor lay, but ] shall not mention the name of the Maniuis do 
Croisonois. You, on tho contrary, must come out with the Croiseuois side 
of tho affair, and scarcely speak of M. do Breulh.’' 

“ Be easy, rny lesson is learned ; I shall not forget it.” 

“ The beautiful part of the business, my dear doctor, is that the husband 
will bo very anxious as to his wife’s opinion ; while she, on her side, will 
wonder what hcrjiusband may say. When they meet after wo have left 
them, the first wlio suggests breaking off tho marriage with M. do Breidli 
will be astonished to find the other quite agreeable,” 

This idea ao tickled the doctor’s fancy that ho laughed aloud. “ And as 
we approach them from such dilfercnt directions,*’ lie said, they will 
never suspect any complicity between us. 33ccidcdly, friend Baptistin, you 
are more ingenious tl\au I supposed.” 

“ Wait awhile, and compliment me when tho battle’s won,” 

As they readied the Faubourg iSaint Honor6, IVIascprot espied a oaf(' nnd 
walked towards it. in there and wait for me, doctor, while I make a 

certain call you know of, I W'ill call for you on iny return. Tf the answer 
1 bring bo ‘ yes,’ I will go at once to see the count, and twenty minutes later 
you must call on tho countess.” 

The clocks were striking four, when those hononrahle partners shook 
hands and separated. Dr. ITortebize entered the suggested cafd wliile B. 
Masoarot followed the Faubourg ISt. JIouor<5 beyond the Bug dii Colya6e, 
when sighting a wdne shop he opened the door and walked in. The land- 
lord of this well-known, wo might almost say celebrated, establishment, had 
not considered it necessary to liavo his name painted above his door, ly,it 
throughout the neighbourhood he was known as Father Canon. The wiiK 
he served to paasovs-by and chance customers over the metal counter was, 
as ho himselt honestly admitted, about as bad as it could be ; but then he 
held in reserve .for his usual patrons— the coachmen and footmen of the 
neighbourhood — a special vintage from tlie vicinity of Macon, which in 
addition to other qualities had that oL rising rapidly to the head, so that 
more than' one servant, having too freely imbibed of it, had roccivtHl w'arn- 
ing from his master or mistress. 

On seeing so well-dressed, and especially so solemn a looking gentlemen 
as B. Mascarok enter his shop, Father Canon coiuloscenflCd to come forward 
and take his ord^r in person. In France^ the land of smilctj, a grave coun 
tenance is tho best oz passports. *‘What do you wish, sir? ’“asked the 
wine vendor, with suavity. 

“X should Hke«l^auBwered Masoarot, “to ep^ak to a man named Florcatan." 

“ In the service of the Comte de Mussidan, I believe ? ” 
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Precisely. He made an appointment with me here—*’ ^ ' 

“ He is below in the music-room,” said Father Canon. “ I will send for 
him.” 

“Oh I do not trouble yourself— I will go down myself;” and without 
;}raiting for a rejoinder, Mascarot went toward a staircase leading to the 
ceilurg. 

“It scorns to me,” muttered Father Canon, “that I have seen tl)js 
lawyer before.” j 

The stairs wore sniRcicntly wide, not over steep, and in default of light ^ 
there was at least a handrail Maaciirot descenrlrd a score of steps, andj 
reaching a door, thickly padded on either side, hastily pushed it open. At] 
oncc--Jiko gas streaming through a crack — strange, fantastic sounds darted ; 
up the stairs into the sliop above ; but Mascarot was neither terrified nor 
astonished. He descended three more steps, pushed open another door, . 
padded like the first one, and reached the threshold of a large vaulted room, 
nrranged as a cah^ and lighted by gas, with tables and chairs all round, 
and numerous tJeanicses gaily iiidubing the noted Milcon wine. 

' In the centre of the room, two men in their shirt sleeves and with puffed ■' 
out crimson faces, were blowing on huge hunting-horns of the approved 
Daiiipiori’o ])Jittern, while near them an old follow, wearing long leather 
gaiters buttoning above the knee, a scarlet vest and a broad undros.sed 
loathci’ bolt secured by ii buckle bearing a coat-of-arms, was whistling an' 
fdr, which the hom-blowers tried to TiniUito. But a goncriil hush ensue<i as' 
the agent bat in hand bowed round the room. 

“ Ah ! it’s Papa Mascarot,” c:iolaimcd a superbly whiskered young fellow, 
in velvet breeches and white stockings Jtnd pnmiJS. “ Welcome ; I expected ' 
you, and a clean glass is loro in readiness.” 

Mascarot, without waiting to be urged, took a scat at the tabic and iloured 
out a glass of wine, whicli he drank with evident satisfaction, 

“ Wiw it Father Canon,” resumed tin's young iiuiii, who was the Florestau 
the agent had asked after, “ that told you 1 was here? It is a very goo«l 
jdaco to be in ; don’t you think so? ” 

“ I do indued” 

“The police, ns you know, don’t allow horns to be bloivn Jn Paris ; .so 
I'apa Canon has just settlod ua in this cellar, where w’c can blow aw'ay aS 
Tiiucli as we like. Wc can’t bo heard outside, for the door.s are padded and 
there are no windows ; but wc receive a supply of air from tlio two pipes 
yon can see there al)ove.” 

The two musical students having resumed their lesson, Florestau was 
obliged to carry his tivo hands to his month to servo as a kind of speaking 
trumpet, and shout with the full force of his liing.s. “ That old man,” said 
he, “ id an old huntsman in the Hue de Cliampcluce’s service. He has not 
his equal with a horn. I have taken only twenty lessons of him, and I can 
already do wonders. Would you like me to sound you a ‘ stag found/ a 
‘ full (sry,’ a ‘ change of scent,’ a ‘ hullali,’ or—” 

“ Thanks,” cried Mascarot, seeking to hide his terror. “Some day, 
when I have more time, I shall be delighted to heap you exhibit your 
nc(]uirements ; but to-day £ am somewhat hunded, and besidu^, I am anxious 
to have a few words in piivate wdth you.” 

“ I’ni agreeable ; but 1 fancy that you would prefer another place for our 
conversation. Let us go up -stains and a.sk for a private room,” ' 

Father Canon’s private rooms were not very luxurious, nor were 
particularly secluded, being merely separated one from another by 
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;partitioTis littcd with windows of dull ghisg. Still they W’crc usually discreet 

rcgar<ls the conversation they heard} providing the speakers inodcriitcd 
^ihuir tone ; and this w’as, after all, the important point. Ah, if tlicsc walls 
could talk, what strange stories they would have to tell 1 Thus spoke 
<lFlorcstaii as he sat down opposite Mascarot, at a small table, whereon 
leather Canon speedily placed a bottle of wine and two glasses. ^ ^ 

‘‘I dare say,” said Mascarot; “but I care little for seandal. I asked 

‘you to meet me here, Florcstan, as you are iu a position to do me a small 

^favour,” 

“ Anything in my pow'cr,” answered the young man. 

J “Now, then, wo will begin by a few words about yourself, ITow' do 
‘ you get on with your Count dc Mussidan? ’* 

A startling familiarity of speech and address w'as cue of ^Mascarot s 
■ .clinraetorislicB. This revolted many of hU clients, but Florcstan was not 
of the number. “I am not pleased with my situation there,” he aiiswcivd, 

; “ an<l iu fact I’ve already asked Bcaumawhef to find me Koiiictliing else.” 
f “I c.iJi’t 11 tide rstaiul that. All youy predecessors in the count’s service 
; Kiy that it is perfectly satisfactory.” j 

“ U’ry it yourself, then,” interrupted the valet. “ In the first iilaci*, he is 
j awfully stingy.” 

Mascarot made a gesture implying what contempt ho cntcrt:iinf‘d for 
l^iLoh a failing. 

f “Thun,” coiitimied Florcbtan, “ho is as suspicions as a cat. lie iipvej' 
i leaves anything about, not a letter, not a cigar, nor a loiiis. lit) 8i»;iitls 
.. half his time unlocking the cupboards and drawers, and locking them up 
I 'itgaiu, and actually sleeps with his keys luuler liis pillow.” 
i “I admit that such distrust is very g.alling.” 

' “ Indeed it is ; and, in addition, he is frightfully violent. Ilis eyes flash 
for nothing, and he looks jis if he was going to kill you or knock you. down 
^twenty times in the day. '^I’o tell you the truth, he frightens me.” 
it This sketch, coming after Ifortebize’s warning seemed to rciifltr Mascarot 
thoughtful. “Is the count always like this, or only occasiunally ? ” he 
iuiked. 

. “ Jle is always bud enough, but when he has been drinking or gambling, 
ln! is ever so much worse, lie never comes homo till four iu tli® morning 
—even when he comes homo at ail.” 

“ And what does the countess say to that.” 

Florcstan laughed and looked at Mascarot as if he half thought hnn a 
simpleton. “iVladamc? She doesn’t trouble herself iniicli about lierlo'd 
^iuid master, I can tell yon. Sometimes tliey don’t sec cac.h other for weeks . 
"all she cares for is to have plenty of money to spend. You should just sec 
the crcdiioi’ai swarming round the house.” 

“ .I5iit the Mussidans .are very rich.” 

“ Fuonnoiisly rich ; hut ncvcrthclo.ss there are times when there isn’t a 
franc iu the house. Then madame is like a tigress. She sends round to her 
friends to borrow, no matter w hat — a hundred fanes, fifty, cveil ten, and at 
tiinc.s she is actually refused,” 

“ But that’s \ 5 »;iy huniiliating.” 

“ Not to her. But when really a large sum is required, madame sends 
; to the Due de Champdocc, and ho never says no. And yet slie doesn’t 
waste words on him.” 

Muscfu'ot smiled, “One would ihiuk,” he said, “ that you knew what 
the countess writes when—” 
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“Tobeauro! I liko to know what erranrla I’m sent on. Well, shol 
simply wiites to him, ‘My friend, I need so much,’ and he sends it her 
without flinching. Of course it’s easy to seo that there is, or has been, 
•something between them.”, * i 

“ I^onld certainly think so.” 

“Of course ; besides, when my master and mistress do meet, it is only to 

qnarrel. And such quarrels 1 In a meclianic’a home, ivlien the husb^mi; 

has drunk too much, he thrashes his wife, wlio screams .and crus. But, 
that’s nothing. T’hey go to bod, kiss and *iiiake up, and it’s all over. But 
these people say tilings to each other in cold blooii that neither can ever 
forgive.” 

^lascarot listened to these particulars 'with such an absent air th.at one 
might have believed him previously aware of them. “Then,” said he, 
“ there is only Mademoiselle Sabine who is a pleasant person to serve.” 

“ Oil, she is always kind and civil.” 

“ So you think her fianci), M. de Brculli-raverlay, will be a happy man?” 
“Happy enough, I suppose; but that niaiTLago 'will perhaps—” 
PTort atan paused as if seized by a sudden scruple, lie looked round the 
room as if to make sure that no one could overhear him, and then in a low 
voice, and in a most mysterious manner, continued, “ MaOemoiscIlo 
Sabine has been so left to herself, that she is as free as if she were a young; 
man. I >o you understand?” 

Mascarot became very attentive. “Do you moan,” he asked, “ that tho 
young lady has a lover ? ” 

“ rrccisoly.” 

“ Jiut that’s quite impossible ; and allow mo to say it’s very wrong for you 
to repeat such slander.” 

'I’his nunark seemed to excite tho valet to an exiraordniary dcgroflfii 
“.Slander ! ” ho exclaimed. “I know wdiat f know. If I talk of a lover 
it is because I’ve scon him with my own eyes -not once, but twice.” 

J^T'om the manner in which Mascarot liastily took off his spcotaolcs,' 
W'ipod and replaced thorn, PTorosiau saw that Iiis listener wus iiitorosted to 
the highe.st degree. “Tell me,” said the agent, “tell me how this hap- 

Yieiiod.” 

“ Well, the fiv-st time -was at church one inorning, when my young lady" 
went alone to mass. It began to rain suddenly, and Modesto, her maid, 
begged me run round with an umbrella. So off 1 started ; and ou entering; 
tlie church what did I see? Why, Madcmoisi'llc herself standing near the 
hvmfin', and talking with a young man. Naturally, I slipped beliiud a] 
pi 1 lar and watched. ’’ | 

“But this is not wdiat you call a certauity, is it ? ” \ 

“Why, of course it is ; and that’s how yon would call it, had you .sceW 
the Wity the two looked at each other.” j 

“ What sort of person was tlie young man ? ” 

“ Handsome, about my height, and well built, with a disUnguished air.’* 
“ And wliat about the second time ? ” 

“ Ah I that’s a long story. However, one day I wms told to accompany, 
mademoiselle, who w^as going to visit a friend living in the Rue Marbeuf. 
Very good; but at the corner of tbc Champs Klys6cs inadcmoii^ollo 
” -motioned mo to approach, and then said, * PTorcstan, I forgot to post this 
letter ; run as quick as you can to the post-oflicc. I will wait hero for you.’ 
So saying slie hianded me a note.” 

“ And you read it ? ” 
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No, indeed I I said to myself : There is aometliing going on hero. 
Bho wants to get rid of me, so I had bettor remain. That decided, instead 
of posting the letter, I hid behind a tree and waited. Scarcely was I out 
'of sight than I saw the fellow whom I had seen in the church come quickly 
round the corner. I liad somo difficulty in recognising him, for ho now 
dressed like a common workman, in a white blouse soiled with’ plaster. 

' They talked together for ten minutes or so, and mademoiselle gave him 
} something that looked to me like a photograph. And now what do you 
^ any of my certainties V ” 

r. "A.s lie finished, Florcstan noticed that the bottle of wine was empty, and 
^ho 'was about to call for another -when Mascarot intervened. “No, no,” 
^ he said, “ it is growing very late, and is time I slioiild any what I wish you 
to do for me. The coimt is at home at this hour, I suppose ? ” 

' “I should rather think he was ! He slipped on the stairs a couple of 
■: days ago, and has not gone out since.” 

“ Well, my lad, it’s absolutely necessary I should speak to your master. 

• If I scut up my card ho would no doubt refuse to receive me, and so I rely 
! on you to introduce me into his presence.” 

^ For a moment Florcstan made no answer. ” That’s a tough, jjask, let mo 
'toil you,” he said at last. “The couut doesn’t like unexpected visitCiH. 
; However, as I don’t mean to stay with him, and as it’s for you— well- --yes 

j-nirihk it.” 

I Mascarot had already risen. “ We must not reach the house together,” 
I he said. “ (Jo on first. 1 will settle here, and follow you in five TiiimiteH* 
f time. Hemembor, you must look as if you bad never scon me before.” 
j “ Don’t bo anxious, but remember you have to find me a good i>laec ! *' 
f As agreed, the honest and punctilious Mascarot settled the score duo to 
5 Father Canon, and then colled at the cafi.^ to acquaint Dr. Hortebi/e with 
I the result of his errand. A few moments later Florcstan, in his most 
I rospeetful voice, annuuiiccvl to his master, 

* “Monsieur Mascarot.” 


V. 

It is certain that “ B. M^caiot, Director of the Fiinploymcnt Agency of the 
Buo M^ntorgiieil,” to use his own descriptive phraseology, was gifted wdth 
‘ a proiligioua amount of impudenoe. Ho had, mentally, so often travelled 
r over ,tho unexplored field of probabilities and possibilities, tliat nothing 
could surprise him, or take him unawares. He was always on the watchi 
always prepared ; as ready for defence as for attack. He often coitupared 
himself to those skilful circus riders, ivho, after mastering animals, specinlly 
. trained to throw w'homsoever bestride them, can tackle tlio most vicious 
[ steeds with success* And this comparison was not exaggerated. Mascarot 
was a man of great dexterity and nerve. 

^ Still, as he mounted the magniheent staircase of the Miissidan mansion, 
illuminated with superb lamps, for it was now dusk, the agent— he 
. admitted it himself to Dr. Hortebbse a few hours later— felt liia legs quake 
and his heart beat with extraordinary vehemence. He turned his tongue 
in hid mouth seeking for absent saliva to moisten his parched lips, as, duly 
preceded by Florcstan, he crossed an ante-room, funiishcd with velvet 
couches, aiuL at last reached the threshold of the library — a vast apartment, 
decorated with a certain severity of taste 
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On hearing this plebeian name of Maacarot, which aounclccl aa much out 
of place 08 a drunkard’s oath in the room of some pure young maiden, M. de . 
Muasidan quickly raised his head. He was seated at tlie further end of 
the room, reading by the light of several wax tapers standing in candelabra , 
of cx(]q^site workmanship. Letting his paper fall on his knees, he settled 
his glasSus on his nose, and looked with infinite surprise at Mascarot, who, 
witii his hat in his h.'md, and his heart in his mouth, slowly came for- 
ward, babbling unintclligiblo apologies. I'his examination availed him 
little, and the count half rose, os he asked, “ Whom do you wish to see, 
sir ? ” 

“ Voursclf, the Comte dc Mussldan,** stammered Mascarot; **and I 
trust, sir, that you will kindly excuse me if, unknown to you — ’* 

With an imperious gesture, the count cut tlicsc apologies short. 

** Wait I ” said he, in a peremptory tone. This time he rose altogether,, 
limped with evidcut' pain to the mautelpicce, gave a tug at the bell rope 
hanging there, and then resumed his seat. 

Mascarot stood silent in the centre of the room, asking himself if he were ■ 
going to be kicked out of doors. A moment later the door re-opened, and | 
the valet who ha<l ushered the agent in appeared on the threshold. \ 

*M^'loi'estan,'’ said the count, in a calm, cold voice, ^‘this Is ilio first j 
time you have shown any one in here without my orders to that effect, j 
If this happens a second time, you will leave my service.” ^ 

“ 1 assure you, sir--* ” > 

'Phat suilicea ; I havo told you what you may expect.” 

While the count was speaking, Mascarot studied him with all the atten- 
tion that personal interest could impart. 1'he Comte Octavo de Mussidan 
was in no wise the man one would have imagined, judging by Florcatan's 
descj'iption. Already in Montaigne’s time, on© could only half faith in 
tile portrait of a master drawn by one of his servants. The count, who 
then was barely fifty, looked fully ton years older. He was somewhat above ; 
the average height, and seemed withered rather than thin. lie was almost ,, 
completely bald, while his long whiskers were snowy white. The sorrows 
or the passions of life had printed deep wrinkles on his face, the expression 
of which, more suggestive of bitteinesa than h«i»ghtiness, showed him to 
be a man wlio, having drunk life to the dregs, was in nowise minded to ro* 
plenish the cup. ^ 

As Florestan left the room, M. dc Mussidan turned towards the aaeut, 
and, in the same icy tone, exclaimed, “Explain yourself, sir.” ^ 

Mascarot had often been received in the most mortifying fashion, but 
never to such a degree as this. Wounded in his vanity, for he was vain : 
like alj^who pride themselves on possessing a mysterious power, he longed' 
to wreak vengeance on the count. “ V'ou pompous old fool 1 ” he said to 
himself, “ we’ll sue if you’ll still bo as proud as this by-and-bye.” How- 
ever, he did not allow Ixis features to betray his feelings. His attitude was 
as servile and his smile as obsequious as ever. “Monsieur lo Comte," 
he said aloud, “ does not know me, and must allqw me to introduce myself. 
Monsieur lo Comte has heard my name ; as for my profession, I provide 
servants for noble households, and at the same time, w'hen occasion requires, 

1 act as a general business agent.” 

Long practice had enoblccf Mascarot to speak in .such honeyed tones, and ^ 
afltect such an air of humility, that the count was quite deceived, and had 
neither a suspicion nor a presentiment ; he did not divine the threatening 
glance directed at him irom behind those blue' spectacles. “Ah!” he . 
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answered with a wearied look, ‘‘you arc a business agent, are you ? One 
Of my creditors has sent you to mo, then, I suppose, Monsieur—^’ 

'*Mascarot, Monsieur le Comte. Mascarot.^’ 

"Mascarot, then — very well, sir — these people are absurd, as 1 havooftc+n 
told them. Why do they disturb me when I pay, without a such 

extravagant interest ? They know they arc safe. They know fhat 1 am 
rich, and have no doubt told you so. In fact, 1 possess a large fortune, in 
landed property. If 1 have so far neither sold nor mortgaged — whi(;h last 
I consider the most ruinous thing a man can do — it is siii^dy because 1 
have not chosen to do so. Why the Credit Foncicr would advance me a 
million francs to-moiTow merely on my property in Poitou ; but I don’t 
wish to raise money in this way.” 

The best proof that Masearot had recovered his self-possession was, that 
instead of trying to bring tlio count to the x'^oint, he listened most atten- 
tively to this digression, hoping to prolit by what he lieard 

“ You may carry back what I say,” addeil the count, “ to the people you 
are acting for, *’ 

“ I beg your pardon, Monsieur le Comte ; but — ” 

But what? 

“ I must allow myself — ” 

“Allow nothing--it would bo useless; what * I have promised I will 
adhere to. W’^hen it becomes necessary for me to fiiniiali my daughter’s 
wedding dowry, I will pay all my obligations, but not one luoment bc.- 
foro, 1 will simply add, liowever, that Iviiore long, my daughter will 
marry Monsieur do Breulh-Favcrlay. That is alb” 

These last words clearly slgiiidcd, “ You may go 1 ” Ncvortholess, 
Masearot did not bmlge. As swiftly as a fencing master adjusts his mask, 
he settled his spectacles on his nose, and in an assured voice, oxclaiuieil, 
“ It is precisely this marriage that has brought me hole.” 

The count could not believe he liad hoard aright. “ What do you say ? ” 
, he asked. 

“ I say,” repeated the agent, “ that ? am sent to you, Monsieur le Comte, 
on businoss relating to the marriage of M, do Broulh with your daughlor, 
Mademoiselle Sabine.’* • 

Neither Dr. Ilortebize nor Florostan had exaggerated when speaking of 
the violence of the conut’a temper. On hearing his daughter’s name tjius 
mentioned by this unknown suspicious man of business, he turned crimson, 
and his eyes fairly flashed fire. “Be ufT I ” said lie Bharx>ly. 

But Masearot had no intention of doing anything of the kind. “ It a 
matter of great importance," he resumed. 

The count became altogether cxnsx^oratod on fliulihg that the agent pre- 
sumed to disobey him. . “ Ah ! so you are determined to stay,” he ciieil, 
and at the same time he hobbled once more towards the bell rope. 

But Masearot divined his intontion. “ Have a cave 1 ” lio'rcplicd. “If 
you ring, you will repent it for tho whole of your future life.” 

This throat was too much for M. de Mnssidan. Abandoning tlie boll 
rope, and snatching up a cane, iflaced near tho manteli)i''.ee, he positively 
raised it as if*Re intended striking his visitor. But without raising an arm, 
or retreating an inch, the latter exclaimed in a steady voice, “No 
violence, count. Remember Montlouis !’* 

When in reply to Dr. Hortebize’s warnings, Masearot had declared ho 
had a means of mastering tho count, he was not really conscious of the full 
oxteut of his i)owor. On hearing this name Montlouis, M. de Mussidon 
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bccamo ghastly palei and recoiled to the table, dropping tho cane from his 
suddenly nerveless hand. 

It was as if ho had unexpectedly perceived some dreaded phantom. 

Montloiiis ! *’ he murmured, “ Moutlouis ! ** 

Howgver, Mascarot, who after thus trying his weapons now felt sure of 
success, liad already resumed his original humblo mien. “Believe me, 
Mouaieur Ic Comte,” said he, “nothing but imminent danger would 
h.ivc decided mo to mention a name which must awaken bucli painful re- 
collections in yoiii* mind,” 

M. do Miissidan scarcely seemed to hear. He sank helplessly into liis 
ami-chair. 

“ .It was not I,” resumed the agent, “who ever thought of using such an 
unfortunate — accident against you. I am merely hero as an iiitisr- 
mediate negotiator between people I despise and yourself, for whom I 
entertain a profound respect.” 

By this time, and by^a great clfort of energy, the count had regained his 
self-possession ajid customary air. “I really do not understand you, sir,” 
he.said, with affected carclessiicss. “ My emotion is only too easily explauicd. 
f)]ie day, wliilst hunting, I had a torrildc misfortune, 1 accident^ly killed 
a poor young man, my secretary, who boie the name you havo^ihoiitioned. 
A ctuirt of law was appointed to inquire into this unhappy event, and after 
hearing the witnesses, decidotl that the young man had been the victim of 
Ills own oarolessiiess, rather than of mine.” 

M isearot’s smile was so satirical, that tho count paused. “ The persons 
who have sent here,” observed the agent, “are perfectly acquainted 
with tho evidence which was proiluced in court. Uitfortuiiately, they also 
know the real fcacts, which two honourable men had sworn to conceal.” 
'i'li <3 count atartoil, but ^fasoarot seemingly unconscious of the effect ho 
IkhI produced, calmly proceeded. “ Your witnesses, Monsieur Ic Comte, did 
not willingly betray thcii* oath. Providence, in its mysterious designs — ” 

“Tothcpoiiit, sir,” inteiTupted the count, with a shudder. “To the point,” 

So far Mnsearot had remained standing, and now seeing that there 

no iiiteiitioii of oiforing him a seat, he familiarly dfow up an arm-chair and 

installed himself in it. At this audacity the count quivered with anger, 
but lie dared not open his lips, and this alone should have suflioed to dis- 
pel all tho agent’s doubts of buccc.ss, supposing ho had any remaining. “ I 
.1111 coming to it,” ho replied. “ The event w’e allude to was witnessed 
by two peisoiis — one of your friends, the Baron de (Jlinchan, and o groom 
of yours, named Ludovic Troflii, now in the service of the Cemto tie Com- 
ma lin.” 

“ I did not know what had become of Ludovic.” 

“I d.trcssay, but our people know. This -Ludovic, when he swore to 
. you eternal secrecy, was a bachelor. Oh marrying, a few years later, he 
told the whole Sory to his young wife. This woman turned out badly, she 
hail several lovers ; and it was tiirough cuie of these that the truth at last 
roiiched tliose wdio send me here.” 

“ And it is on th<i word ol a groom,” cried the count, “ and tliwtattlcof a 
worthless woman that they dare accuse me ! — me ! ” 

Not one word of direct accusation had been spoken, and vet M. do 
Mussidan defended himself. Mascarot noticed this, and smiled as he re- 
plied, “We have other testimony besides Ludovic’s.” 

“ Ah ! ” rejoined the count, who felt certain of his friend’s fidelity, 
“ you do not pretend to say that the Baron de Clinchan has spoken ? ” 
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The mental clisturliance of this man of the world, usually so acute and 
well ver^d in the social i^rt of disaimulatiou, must have been great indeed, 
for he did not perceive that each word he uttered furnished his adversary 
with new arms against him. « 

“No,” anaworod the agent, “ha has done worse, he has written*” 

“ It is false ! ” 

Masoarot w'as not abashed. “ The baron has written,” he repeated, “ but 
ho thought ho w^as only writing for hiinsolf. The Raron dc (Clinch an, ns 
you are well aware, is the most methodical man in tlio world, minute and 
orderly in trifles to a puerile degree.” 

“ I admit it ; go on.” * 

“ Consequently, you will not bh surprised to learn that from his boyhood 
he has kept a journal in which ho notes each evening full particulars of the 
day’s events, even to the variations of the temperatui'e and of his health.” 

The count was fully aware of this peculiarity, for which his friend had 
often been chaffed in their earlier days, and now he^began to see bis peril. 

“ On becoming acquainted with Ludovic’s revelations,” contiuuc(f Mas- 
Ciirot, “ my cuij^oyora decided that if the story was true, mention would 
surely bo found of it in the biiron’s diary. Thanks to the ingenuity and 
courage of certain parties, they obtained for four-and'tvrenty hours pos- 
session of the volume recording the baron’s life in 1842.” 

“ Infamous 1 ” murmured tho count. 

“ They searched, and found not only one, bat three distinct statements 
hearing on the event in question.” 

M. de Mussidaii started to his feet with so threatening on aspect, iluit 
tho worthy Moscarot nushed back iiis chair in terror. “ l^roofs 1 cx- 
chiimod the count. “ Troofs I ” 

“ Nothing has been forgotten. Before returning tho volume to its place, 
the three leaves conecining this event were corn out—” 

“ Where are these pages? ” 

Mascarot immediately assumed an mdignant air of insulted honesty. “I 
have not seen them,” said ho, “ but they wbre photographed, and a set of 
proofs was intrusted to me, so that you might cxaiiiinc the writing. ” 

At the same time he produced three proofs, admirably executed and 
wonderfully clear. The count looked at them for a long time with cuircful 
attention, and at last in a tone of utter discouragement, remarked, ' * Yes, 
that is Clinchan’s handwriting.” 

Not a muscle in Mascarot’s face indicated the pleasure with wJiich he 
heard these words. “ Before going on with the matter,” he said, quietly, 
“ 1 consider it indispensable to master tho Baron do Clincban’s iiavrativo. 
Do you wish to road this to yourself, Monsieur le Comte, or shall I read i( 
aloud?" 

“Bead,” answered the count, adding in a lower voice, if! cannot see,” 

Mascarot thereupon drew his own chair nearer the light. “ I should 
judge,” said he, “ that this entry was made the night of the accident. 
This is it : * 1842, Oci. 26^i. Early tliis mprning I went out shooting 
with Octant* de Muasidan. We M'cre accompanied by Ludovic, the keeper, 
and by a young fellow named Moiitlouis, whom Octave has been training 
to act some day as his estate agent. The day opened gloriously. At noon 
1 had bagged three hares and four brace of partridges. Octave was in the 
best of spirits. Almut one o’clock wo made for the woods near Bivron. 
1 wa^-about fifty steps in front of the others, with Ludovic, when hearing 
soino^’shouting we looked round. Octave and Montlouis were having a 
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. violout dispute, and we saw the count strike las future agent. 1 started 
to run to them, when Montlouis came to meet me. “ What is the matter ? '* 
I asked, but instead of answering mo, the foolish fellow turned again to* 
wards his employer, threatening him and calling liim by a name which, 
ap]died to a young married man like Octave, was in the highest degree 
it\sultiiig. Octave heard him. He had a loaded gun in his hand, and took 
aim and iired. Montlouis fell. We rushed to him, but he never breathed 
a^atn. The ball had gone through his heart. I was overwhelmed with 
cousti'vnation ; but I never saw anything so terrible as Octave’s despair. 
Ho tore his hair, and fell on his knees l>eside the body. Ludovic was the 
only one of us who retained his coolness. JfWo must call this an accident;” 
ho said, promptly. “My master fired mt» the wood, supposing Montlouis 
to be ill another direction. ’* We therefore studied the ground, carefully 
arranged a statement, and swore to each other not to swerve from it. It was 
I who went before the justice of the peace at Bivron and filed the aflidavit, 
u hioh was received witliont the least suspicion. But what a day ! My 
piiLso has been beating eighty-six to the minute. 1 am dreadfully feverish, 
;iikI shall probably not sleep all night. Octave is almost crazy, and Gocl 
only knows what will happen ! * ** 

Extended almost in his low eaay^chair, the count had listened to this narra- 
ti VC M'ithout evincing the least emotion'one way or the other. Was he over- 
M lu'lmcd ? Was he seeking for some means of consigning to oblivion this 
])liaiitom of the past which had so suddenly risen before him, terrible and 
thicatcuiiig. Moscarot watched him keenly, anxious as to the effect the 
narrative might have. Suddenly the count straightened himself up, for all 
the world like a man who, on w^aking, realises that he has boon terrified by 
more nightmare. “This is utter nonsense,” lie said, calmly. 

“ A''cry clear nonsense, at all events,” murmured Mascarot. “ Nonsense 
wOdch might easily deceive the wisest of men. Nothing could bo plainer 
or more precise,” 

“ iSupposo I could prove to you,” resumed the count, “ that this narrative 
is rot iiiorcly absurd, but false ; that it is the outcome of a lunatic’s hallu- 
cinations.” 

iMascfirot shook hia head sadly. “Wc must not allow ourselves to be 
deceived by false hopes,” he sighed ; “ for our awakening would be all the 
more tcjTible.” Jle boldly spoke in the plural, thus associating himself, 
Mascarot, the obscure agent, dabbling in dark dishonourable dealings, with 
the proud Comte de Mussidan, who traced his title back to half- 
forgotten centuries. And strange as, it may seem, the count, far from 
looking indignant, all but smiled. ‘*'We might maintain,” contiuned 
Mciscai*ot, “that the Baron de Cliuchaii made this entry in a moment of 
temporary insanity, were it not for the fact that it is followed by other 
entries. Let mo* read them.” 

“Very well, I am listening.” 

“Three days later,” resumed B. Mascarot, “when M. de Clinchan had 
had time to recover in some measure from the shock he had experienced, he 
nevertheless wrote as follows; — ‘1842, Oci. 29M. — My health 'tiBnders me 
very anxious. I feel neuralgic mins in all my joints ; this utter disturb- 
ance of my system comes from all this trouble about Octave, 1 have been 
obliged to appear before an investigating magistrate. He has such a pierc- 
ing look, one might fancy he could read one’s thoughts. 1 notice with 
rUtciTor that there is some variation between my first statement and my 
^cond one. Bo as not to contradict myself, 1 must put my evidence down 
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in writing, and learn it by heart. Hint would bo particularly useful for 
the public trial. Ludovic is wonderfully self-possessed and very intelli- 
gent, I should like to take him into iny service. I scarcely dare go out, 
for I am pestered by people who insist on licaring all tlio particulars uf'the 
accident. In the Sauvebourg family alone, 1 have had to t^lLtho story 
nineteen times already ? * ” 

“ Now,” aaked Mascarot, “ wdiat do you think of this ? ” 

Instead of answering the question, M. do Miissidan exclaimed, “Pray 
finish your perusal." 

“ Willingly. The tliird entry, although brief, is none the 1cb.s important. 
It occurs a montli after thtf-^event: ‘1842, j>^ou. 23/*£f-- It is all over 
thank heaven ! I have this m&cnt loft the court. Octave is act^uitted ; 
Ludovic has been admirable throughout. He exphimcd tho accidcut so 
skilfully, that no one in court had the faintest suspicion of tlio truth. 
Kverything considered, the fellow is too clever, too sliavp. He shall ]>o no 
servant of luiuo. At last iny turn to give evidence came. 1 had to raise 
my hand and swear to IcU tlie truth and nothing but the truth. 1 \vaf» 
<iuitc unprepared for the emotion which sei/edhold of me. At the thought 
tliat I was about to perjure my.self, my arm seemed as he.avy as lead, 1 
could liarely raise it to take tlic oath. Ah ! p^irjury carries its own pun'iHli- 
meiit. On retuiuing to my place I felt dreadfully oppressed, and my pulse 
Was certainly d<wxi to forty. And yet all this is tho result of a niomcait’a 
auger. For a whole year 1 must each day note this maxim in my diaiy : 
-*.N'ever yield lo your first imjmheJ In point of fact," continued Mas- 
carot, “M. de Cliuchan headed each page of hia joinnal with those w’ords 
during many inoutlKs afterwards. I am told this by the people who had his 
diary in their po.sacssion." 

'J'hls w'as at least tho tenih time tliat Mascarot had spoken of tlic 
“people,” wliose unwilling emissary he pretcndcjd to be, and yet M. do 
Musaidiiii seemingly paid no attention to the term, and quite neglected to 
a.sk who these people were. His .^cticcncc was extraordinary, not to say 
alarming. Ho had now' risen, and Wtis walking wdth apparent, dillicnlty up 
and dowm the room. It seemed as if he hoped in tliis way to collect his 
ideas, or perhaps ho wished to prevent his visitor from reading his feelings by 
the expression of his face. “Is this everything ? ” ho asked, suddenly. 

“ Yes, evorythiiig, Monsieur le Comte.” 

“ Then do you know what an impartial judge would say ? ” 

“ I think so — ” 

“ Ho would say,” interrupted tho count, “that a man in full possession 
of his senses would never have written such things. Thcro arc certain 
matters that a man strives to forget, which he cloea not even wdiisper to his 
pillow, and it is hardly likely he would commit them to paper. That p.nper 
might bo lost, or stolen, or it might fall into the hands of indiscreet heirs. 
It is impossible to believe that a sensible man, guilty of perjury in a court 
of justice, of a crime punishablo with hard labour,* w'ouhl amuse himself 
by noting all the particulars of his perjury ip his diary, with a full an- 
alysis of 4us feelings.” 

Jk Mascarot looked compassionately at the count. “ My opinion," said 
he, “ is that you will find no outlet in that direction. Yoiir theory is 
not tenable— no lawyer would accept it. If the other thirty odd voluinos 
of M. de Cliiichan’s journal were produced in court, it is more thaivprobable 
that several other enorraitieB quite as surprising would be found I ’ ■ 

The ooimt was plainly rousting, but his countenance dispi /' 
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anxiety. It Heemed as if he had come to some decision, and was prolonging 
the discusniou merely so as to gain time. Well/’ he said, I relinquish 
this theory. Lut who will tell me that these papers are not forged? 
Handwriting is easily iiiiiteted now-a-days, and even the Bank of hVanco 
occksioually has a dilllculty in separating counterfeit notes from among its 
own.” 

“Oh,” replied B. Mascarot, “the identity of the handwriting can be 
verified. And, besides, it will be found that three leaves are missing from 
tlic Baron’s diary for 1842.” 

“ But that proves nothing.” 

“I beg your pardon, it proves cverythii^. Let me show you that this 
new aystein of defence is worth as little ai^Iio other. Of course, I know 
as w'oll as you that the Baron de Clinchan^dll say whatever you may bid 
him say." 

“ IVay, proceed.” 

“•Suppose the torn-out loaves should accurately fit into the volume. 
W'onld not that evidence be satisfactory? ” 

'I’iie count smiled ironically as if he held in reserve a powerful argument. 
“Is that ro:illy your opinion ? ” ho asked. 

“ Luloed it is,” 

“ 'I'lnin 1 suppose Jill 1 can do is to confess ? ” 

“Oil ! \uth such proofs against one it isn’t a question of confession, but 
one (if conviction.” 

“ Very well, tlicii— -it is true Moutlouis W’as killed by me, precisely as 
(Jliiiciian has said. And Cliuohan, although frighll'nlly imprudent, is 
nevertheless a man of honour. Mo knew the reasons which so e‘nrag(‘d me 
during my diseassion with Montlouia, but lie rightly made no mention of 
ilicin ill his riarnitivo.” 

Ih Mascarot greeted the count’s acknowledgments with a sigh of relief, 
and yet lie felt somewhat nervous on account of the turn the interview 
was taking, and was surprised by M. dc Mussidan’s easy, indillerenfc toiie\ 

“However,” resumed the -count, “your employers are great fools to 
tliink that they can use this iiunionse misfortune as a weapon against me.” 
So saying, he took a weighty tome from one of the book shelves, searched 
tlii’oiigli it for a momoiit, and then placed it open in front of Mascarot. 
“'J'liis,” said ho “is the Criminal Investigation Code. Come, see here — 
lead clause 037. ‘Criminal action, and the civil action resulting there 
from, for a crime punishable by death, or ImpriBonment for life, snail be 
Ijaned after the lapse of ten years.*” 

'J'he count evidentlv expected that these few words w'ould crush the 
l.-land personage seated before him. Not in the least ! Far from looking 
.surpi ised, Mascarot smiled more blandly than ever. “ Ah ! ” ho answered 
“ I, too, know soinetliing of law. The first day that 1 was spoken to oU 
this inattor, I turned to that same clause, and read those very words 
aloud.” 

“ Well, and what did they say?” 

“ Why this, ‘ We know all about the Code. If there were no prescriii- • 
tion we shoiildn’t need your services. We should simply call on tnh count, 
and he would only be too pleased to offer us half his fortune.* ” 

!^lascarot's air and tone of assurance were such that the count realised 
that some infallible means had been devised of utilizing against him this 
crime of earlier times.. What means it was he could not say, but he 

’'^realised that it must certainly cxiRt. And yet, althoagh his heart snjik 
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within hi^, he at least contrived to master all outward signs of emotion, 

“ Come,” said he so I have saved half niy fortune ; for I suppose your em- 
ployers will not be so exacting, now that these scraps of paper stolen froui 
my friend have become absolutely worthless,” 

“ Worthless, do you say ? ” 

Certainly, for it seems to me that on this point the law is suiTicicntly 
precise.” 

Masc'cvrot adjusted his spectacles, as he always did when he was about 
to say something serious. 

“You are right, Monsieur le Comte,” he replied. “No one thinks (if 
reaching you by any judicial prosecution. You cannot be puiiiahcd in any 
way, for this murder which wiiji committed twenty- three years ago.” 

“Then-” 

“ Excuse me. The people for whom I so unwillingly act, ami for whom 
indeed, I blush, have planned a little scheme which will, I fiiiic}- ^uovi' as 
disagreeable to you, not to say disastrous, as to your friend the 

“ And might I ask you to explain this extremely iiigonioua schcjue 

“Certainly; it was to give you this explanation that 1 came hvu- to- 
day,” Ho hesitated for a Tiiomeiit, as if seeking for the proper tam.s in 
which to expose his plan, and then continued: “ Lot uh first adn.U tiu't >oii 
will reject the request I shall have to make to yon.” 

“ Dear me, do yon call this making a request.” 

“ Pshaw I we need not quibble over words. Well, I will K u u 

decUua a compromise. Now, wliat happens? Why to-mono'.,' my 
' — I am ashamed to call them thus— -will prevail on a well-know ii jwjws- 
paper to print M. doCliuchan’s touching narrative under the title ot “ 'I I v 
Story of a Shooting l*arty.” The names v ill not appear in full, so » j 
the baron and yourself are concerned ; but the reader will easily In? .tbh' lo 
identify you, and, besides, there will be souie additional particuLu-^.’' 

“You forget, Bir, that there arc courts, and that proof hi XioL iullliilU-d 
in a case of dcfamatioji of character.” 

The agent shrugged his shouldvU's. “OKI my people fm’gct nothing, 
Olid, in fact, their plan is based or. this very point. J''or the icmmod 
mention they will introduce into the story a fifth personage, (me of them- 
selves, iin accoinxiUce, whoso name will be printed iu full, As soon as the 
article appears, he will create a disturbance, and bring an action against the 
paper. Ho will declare he has been infamously ahmaered, and insist upon 
proving ill a court of justice that he was not even present at this idiooting 
party.” 

“ And then ? ” 

“Then, this same individual will summon tlio Baron dc Cliiicliaii, 
Ludovie the groom, and yourself as witnesses before the court, to prove 
that liQ was not with you. He will employ an advocate, a member of hia 
owm band, already retained, and the advocate while speaking on the 
question of damages will naturally say something to this ollect : ' It is 
clear that M. de Musaidan is a murderer, and wc know that tho Baron do 
Clinohan has committed perjury, for we hav^s it in his own handwriting. 
Ludovic*TRoreover w'as their accomplice, but my client, an honourable man, 
must by no moans be confounded with these three culprits.’ Have 1 
explain!^ myself clearly ? ” 

Alas, yea 1 so clearly and w'ith such pitiless logic that escape seemed 
hopeless. At one glance the count realised the future. He divined the 
disgrace, the scandal such a suit would cause. He pictured all France/ 
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gloating over tho details. And yet such was his character, and so impatient 
^W(is he of all constraint, that he was more desperate than crashed. ^ He 
*kiuiw life and men. He realised that the wretches who tiireateiiod him 
iniist liave reason to drciid the sharp eyes of tho law, and said to himself 
tlidt if he refused to listen to them, they would probably not dare to ac- 
coni\)lish tli^ir purpose. If the question had only concerned himself ho 
^voald assuredly have run all risks, and resisted to the bitter end ; and as 
a be;rinning, would have given himself the satisfaction of inflicting corporal 
]>nf]ishn)oiit < u tlie impudent scoundrel before him. But could he expose his 
devoted friend Clinchan, already so compromised, to the consequences a 
j-efnsal might entail ? (Jlinchan was timi^ and nervous by nature, and 
would not long survive such exposure. These thoughts find many others 
fliifihcd through his mind vhilo he paced up and dowTi the library. He 
was uiuiecided whether to 'submit, or to throw the agent out of the 
window. 

I Us excited air and nervous ejaculations, furnished ample proof of the 
';t« sl n^:;ing in his mind. It needed indeed an amount of impudence 
ipio 0 ii nihg to heroism to brave a man of his kind- -a man M^ho, when liis 
w'-.s up, pilot a fellow creature like a rabbit. But Mascarot was 
■ .iiijji'.n' witli peril ; and whilst asking himself whether he would leave tJio 
; ! >y llu; door or tho window, ho twirled his thumbs with an air of quiet 

iiiu.i.ini'i rn. 

At- hi. t, )'ecovcring his self-control with a great effort, the count decided 
' ■ the course which priulcnce indicated. Pausing abruptly in front 

• hr, agent, and without in tho least degree hiding his contempt, ho curtly 
- .iid, “ Let 118 end this. How much do you want tor these papers ? ’* 
Mascarot had assumed tho aggrieved air of au honest man, wrongly sus- 
(■' c'fcd, “Oh ! Monsieur le Comte,” he began, -“you cannot believe me 
capable 

M. ill! Muasidiui shrugged hw shoulders. “At lea-st,*’ said he, ‘‘.credit » 

nic with as much intelligence as you yourself possess. What amount do 
y<ui demand ? ” 

For the fhst time the agent seemed soinew liat embarrassed, and hesi- 
tated. “It is not money that my clients desire,” ho said, at last. 

“Not money ! ” replied the count, in astonishment. 

“No, but a thing which is nothing to you, and yet of tho greatest 
]iossiblc importanco to those w'bo send me. 1 am charged to tell you that 
you may rest in peace if yon will consent to break off tile marriage now 
projected betw^eeu mademoiselle, your daughter, and Monsieur de Breiilhx 
Favcrlay. The leaves from tho baron’s journal will bo handed to you 
>vht*ncver your daughter iqarries any other person you may select,” ^ 

These singular conditions were so much at variance wdth the count’s ' 
expectations that he could hardly believe his cars. “ But this is absolute 
madness,” ho muttered. 

“ It is sincere, nevertheless,” was the reply, 

Suddenly the count started — on atrocious suspicion had flashed through his 
mind. “ Oo you intend,” hO'^asked, “ as your next step, to impose on me 
a Boii-in-law of your own choosing T” ' 

Mascarot drew himself erect. “ 1 have enough knowledge of character^” 
he answere<l» “ to feel certain that, oven to save yourself, you would never 
consent to sacrifice your daughter.” 

“ B4lt— ” 

“ You are mistaken in regard to the motives of my clients. They 
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threaten you, it is true, but it is really M. tic Breiilh whom they wish to 
I'eat'li. They have sworn lie shall never marry an heiress like your , 
daughter.” 

Ho great was the count’s amazement, that he unwittingly gave an entirely 
dilTcvout turn to the interview. Ke still resisted, but in a dispassionate 
manner, answering rather tlic objections which occiircd to himself, than the 
remarks of his strange visitor. “Monsieur dc Brculli has my word," 
ho said. 

“An excuse can surely bo found.” 

“But the countess, my wife, is in favour of tho marriage ; She talks of it 
constantly, and I should meet with great opposition from her.” 

The agent thought it wiser not to anaw'er this objection, 

“ Then,” continued tho count, “my daughter will probably foci regret at 
this, rupture.” 

Thanks to Florcstan, Masc.arot knew how much iinportrince to attach to 
llijs. “ Oh I ” said lie, “ M.nlemoisollo Sabine, witli her age, position, and 
education, is not likely to have any decided preference.” 

For another (piartcr of an hour tho count continued struggling. It 
a .sore humiliation indeed, to have to comply with the dictatcy of tlicM. 
licoinidrels. But ho realised that he was at their mercy, and su atl'vd lie 
yielded. “’Well, let it lie so,” he finally exclai mod ; “mydaughtei sliaJ! 
not marry Monsieur de lireulh.” 

Masearot had triumphed, and yet his expression did not chanL^e, llu 

.walked backwards as he retired from the room, bowed to the very floor, 

and exaggerated each mark of respect. Once on tho stairy, ho\vev»!r, lie 
rubbed lii.y hands together. “ ff Hortebize has boon .as successful on his 
side. he muttered * ‘ wo may consider the game as m on. " 


VI. 

Till': expedients wdiich MascJivot had been obliged to resort to, in seeking a 
private interview with tho Count do Mu.S8idau, were not needed by Ur. 
Horteljizu in rererence to the countess. As soon as he presented himself, 
live minutes after tho agent’s arrival, the two footmen yawning in the h.all 
received him with llttiiig rt'spect. They recognised the man of the world, 
admitted to the acquainUtiice, if not to tho intimacy, of their master and 
mistress. And yet their tone, and the glance they exchanged they 
jointly answered, “ Yes, M.adame la Comtesse receive.s,” would have given 
a less initiated visitor sometliing to think about. Plainly they were sur- 
prised to bo able to say that Madame de Mussidan was at home. Their 
surprise was natural enough, for, as a rule, the countess might be met in 
the Bois, at tho races, or at the Academy ; at sonic restaurant or theatre, or 
in some shop ; at some lecture perchance, or at the rehearsal of a new 
opera ; in tho studio of a fashionable artist, or in the drawing-room of a 
professor of music, listening to the first efforts of some newly discovered 
tenor— insert, anywhere and everywhere excepting at home. Her’s was 
one of those restless^ erratio natures always on the alert, excitable to a 
degree, finding no pleasure or satisfaction save in the stir and bustle of 
society. She scarcely ever gave a thought to her husband; her daughter, or 
her homo. She had other cares to occupy her mind. She collected for the 
poor after mass. She presided over a society for the relief of repentant 
unfortunates, she patronised an alinsUouao for old men. Good works 
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^ ever, occiipiotl but a portion of her time. Her extravagance was unparab 
{ leled. The largest fortune would have failed to satisfy her whims. People * 
asked tlicmselvca if she had ever the faintest notion of the value of money. 
Handfuls of gold melted between her fingers as liandfuls of snow might 
tiJlvo done. What did she do with all this preoioiis metal ? No one knew 
—she herself could scarcely have answered the question. 

'i'o .these failings was attributed the estrangement w'hicli prevailed be- 
tween herstlf and her husband. The count liad to bear tlie burden of 
niatrisnony without rcaiiing any of its arl vantages. Ho resided in a splendid 
nTiijsLon, admirably appointed, with a score of servants ready to obey his 
bidding, ari'l yet be really liad no homo. Vor years and years, it was said, ho 
li.'id waited for his wife at luiicli and at dinner. Sometimes she had chosen 
to turn up,*but more frequently she never put in an appearance. At last 
M. de Mus'iid.'ui, worn out by repeated struggles, relapsod on his side into 
bachelor life, lunched at tlic Cam Kicho, and dined at bis club. 

\h\ Ifortoliizo knew all this and many other things as well; so in no wise 
disturbed, lio followed the footman whose duty it was to announce hia visit. 
Jji tiic vast reception-room, magnificently upholstered, and yet as cold and 
dreary as all rooms which are seldom if ever occupied, tho Countess de 
I^fiiHsidan reclined on a lounge near tho fireplace. She w^as reading. At 
f'lglit of tho pliy.sician, however, she hastily rose to her feet, and with ovb 
dviib pleasure cxchuracd, " How kind of yon, doctor, to come and sec me." 
So .^ayiiiir, phe iiiofcioiiod the footman to advance an arm-chair. 

'I'hy ciiiUiloas forty-livoj but, tall and slender, she liad almost the figure 
V.' a young girl. lb*.r hair, remarkably abundant, was extremely fair, and 
i,hu.< the silvery threads, scattered through it here and there, were all but 
jii.vrrcei'tible. Her person exhaled a refined ariatoerntio perfume, and her 
f 3 f'ii, of ."j nlinonb milky blue, expressed intouse pride and cohl disdain. 

* ".i-L' ally, doctor, " she resumed, “ you know l»ow to time your vdsits. T 

d . T I am wearied of books ; for no matter w'hat I road, I 

iii'il i mivti i\-.ad it before in one form or ajiother. T7\ calling on me so ap- 
propriately, you must really liave signed a compact with chance.” 

'Du physician hatl indeed signed a compact, only the name of his char.ee 
w-ix M.'iise.'vrot. 

“ I receive ao seldom,” continued Madame de Miissidan, “ that no one 
now-a-days condescends to visit me. I must really set apart one <lay in tho 
week for my friends. As it is, whenever I stay at home, the solitude and 
ioiicUncss is something frightful. For two mortal days 1 have not been o\it 
of doors. I have been taking care of the count.” 

■This assertion was so singular and so bold that it would have surprised 
even a better informed man. But the doctor smiled right pleasantly, and 
ejaculated, ** Really I ” in just the proper tone. 

“ Yea,” continued the countess ; “Monsieur de Miissidan slipped on tho 
stairs, tho day before yesterday, and really hurt himself severely. Our 
iricdical man says it is nothing ; but I seldom believe anything that doctors 
say.” 

“I know that by experience, xnadame.” 

“Oh, as to that, doctor, it’s quite a different matter. I asstn^ you that 
I used to have great faith in you. Only 1 admit it, 1 felt frightened kftcr 
your conversion to homoepathy.” 

Tb 0 doctor shrugged his shoulders. ' ' Tliat school is as good as tho other, ” 
ho said. 

“You think ao ? ” 
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•'1 am sure ot it.” 

Madame de MusBidan was pleased to smile. ** I am strongly tempted,” 
she said, now tliat you arc liei-e, to ask your advice.” 

You are not indisposed, madame, I hope 7 ” 

** I ? no, indeed ! Heaven be praised ! that would really be a blo^‘. 
But I am very anxious respecting my daughter’s health.”' 

*' Ah ! ” ejaculated Hoi'tebize. The countess’s maternal anxiety M'as on a 
par with her conjugal devotion, and the doctor’s ** Ah ! ” was quite as good 
as his ‘'Really.” 

“Yes, indeed. For a month, doctor, I have scarcely seen Sabine, I have 
been 80 much occupied. Yesterday, however, 1 met her, and 1 was really 
shocked to iind such a change in her.” 

“ Did you ask her if she was sutFeriug in any way ? ” * 

“Certainly, and she said no—in fact, that she was perfectly well.” 

“ Perhaps she has had some little annoyance ? ” 

“ She? Why she is one of the happiest girls in Paris. But I should like 
you to see her, nevertheless.” So saying she rang, and a servant at once 
appeared, “Lubin,” said the countes.^, “ask Mademoiselle Sabino to 
come down here.” 

“ Mademoisollo Sabine has gone out, Madame la Comtesse.” 

“ Indeed, and how long ago ? ” 

“ Mademoiselle went out at about three o’clock.” 

“ And who was with her ? ” 

“ Her maid, Mademoiselle Modcste.” 

“ Did mfulcnioiselle say where she was going ? ” 

“No, Ma<lauie la Comtesse.” 

“ Very well, that w-ill do.” ' 

The servant thereupon bowed and retired. 

Now iinpertnrbableas the doctor usually was, he could not help feeling some- 
what astonished at finding that >Sabine de Mussidan, a girl of eiglitccn, 
was as free as this. She had plainly gone «;ut w itliout w'nriiiiig, no oiio knew 
wliither, and yet her mother considered it all quite natural. 

“ It is really uiinoying,” resumed the coiiritess, “very annoying ! How- 
ever, let ns hope that the indisposition 1 fear will not delay her marriage.” 
' Hortebize was delighted. The countess liad broached the very subjf>et 
.to which he had feared he must lead with inlinito precautions and trouble. 
“ Is Mademoiselle iSabine to be married, then?” ho asked with an air of 
respectful interest. 

Madame de Mussidan raised a finder to her lips. “Hush !” said she, 
“it is a great secret, and nothing is absolutely s(*ttlcd. But you are a 
physician, that is to say, as discreet as a confessor by profession, and I feel 
I can trust yon. It is more than probable that before the end of the year 
Sabine will bo Madame de Breulh-Faverlay.” 

It is certain that Hortebize was less audacious than Mascarot, whose 
plans had indeed often made the doctor tuiTi pale and recoil. But once 
consenting, he could be relied on, and went straight to the point without 
compunction or hesitations. “I must acknowledge, madamo, that I have 
heard of this before,” he answered slowly. 

“ Indeed ; folks talk about us 7 ” 

“ A great deal. And here, let me say, that it was not chance, as you 
suppose, that brought me here to-day. In fact, 1 came to speak to you 
about this very marriage.” 

Madame de Mussidan liked Dr. Hortebize, and had often enjoyed' hi^r 
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witty converaation atid the bocJaI gossip he was alvrays ready to relate. She 
* saw 110 reason why she should not receive him from time to time, and iu- 
^deed, she willingly talked to him in a familiar way; but she considered that 
the had conceded him enough, and felt indignant that he should presume > 
to meddle with the family matters of such a high and nuhle'daino as herself, ' 
Comtesse dc Mussidan by marriage, and a daughter by birth of tho noble ; 
house of Saiwebourg. ‘‘Really, doctor,” said she, “you confer a very i 
great honour on the count and myself by thus interesting yourself in this 
nifUTiage.” i 

These simple words wore accentuated by such a stinging glance, that the 
least sensitive person would have felt wounded in his self-esteem. But Bv. 
llortcbize.waa tliore for other purposes tlian to lose his temper. He had 
come to say certain things iu a certain way. He had studied and prepared ' 
his part in advance, and was not to be turned from his purpose by any- 
thing the countess might say. In explanation and repartee he was greatly 
Mascarot^s superior, for the agent was far loss proficient in the art of con> 
vcrsationnl shading and finessing, in allowing things to be understood with- 
out saying them outright— in laot, in fully expressing what he wished to 
convey without w-oiiiuling his listener’s susceptibility. Miiscarot fully re- 
cognised liorto])i/e’a superiority in these respects, and no doubt envied it. 

“ ft is a (luestion of birth,” he would say to himself, “ Horfcebizo belongs 
to a good family, he has reooived an excellent education, and has always 
ini)vcd among tho upper ten ; whereas I only know what 1 have taught my- 
self— 1 am a self-made man.” 

But let us return to Madamo de Miissidan’s drawing-room. Hortebize, 
for the time being, submitted tho countess’s affront with all duo meekness of 
spirit. “Believe mo, uiadame,” ho answered, “when I accepted the 
mission which brings me hero, 1 did so inspired by the moat respectful de- 
votion for you and yours.” 

“ Ah ! ” rejoined the countess, in a supercilious tone, “ ah I so you are 
dtivotod to us ? ” 

“ Yes, iTir'wlame ; and I am sure, after you have heard all I have to say, 
that you will have .still greater reasons to be of that opinion 1 ” 

Ho said this in such a singula.' tone, that Madame de Mussidan started as 
if she had received a shock from an electric battery, 

“ For twenty-five years,” continued the doctor, “I have boon the con-, 
stant recipient of family secrets. I have had to listen to most horrible 
revelations, 1 liave often aud^i^tcn been in most trying and difficult posi- 
tions, but never in my whole life liavo 1 been so embarrassed as at this 
moment.” 

“ What 1 it’s so serious as tluit?” observed tho countess, forgetting to be 
impertinent. 

“ Perhap.s so. However, if I come to you from a madman, as I hope is 
tho case, 1 shall make you, as in duty-bound, the most humble apologies. 
If, on the contrary, what the person who has come to me, asserts is true — 
if he has in his possession the absolute proofs he protends — ” 

“ Then, doctor? ” ' . 

“Then, mndume, 1 can only say, make use of me; for there.ia one man 
who will serve you unto death, and I am he." » 

The countess laughed with as much sincerity, no doubt, as the heir tOsome 
largo fortune would weep. “Really,” said she, “ your funereal aspect and . 
solemn voice will kill me— with laughing." 

The doctor reflected. “ She lau^ too loud and too soon," thought he. 
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i *‘Maflcarot is right. Let us be pnidcnt.” Accordingly he replied aloud, 

, “1 trust, madaine, that 1 may laugh, too, at niy own chimerical fears. 

I But whatever happens, allow mo to remind you of what you said a few 
' muinenta since : * A physician is a confessor. ’ That is true, inadame. Like 
I the priest, the physician hears secrets only to forget them. Ho must alsd 
j^lcani to comfort and console, with more ability, too, than the pri 9 sb, for his 
; profession brings him more directly in contact with the passions and 
temptations of life. He understands and excuses the impulses, the 
fatalities — ” 

“And, doctor, you must not forget to add,” interrupted the conn te.<sfl, 
“that, like the priest, he preaches too.” She launched this arrow with a 
comic air of affected gravity, but it elicited no smile from nortqhizo, who 
became in fact more solemn than ever. “1 may bo absurd,” he said: 
“and, indeed, I bad better be that than rc-open some painful wound which 
you had suxiposcd closed for over.” 

“ Oh ! don’t fear that, doctor.” 

* “ Then, madame, I will begin by asking if you retain any recollection of 

. a young man of your own circle, who in the early years of your married 
life enjoyed a certain social reputation iu Paris. I speak of the Marquis 
i (Icorge de Croisenois.” 

Madame dc Mussidan had thrown herself back on the settee, with iier 
eyes raised to the coiling, and her brow contracted, as if vainly cndoavoiir- 
iug to roc, 1,11 the name. “The Marquis de (h'oisonois,” she murmiinMl. 

** It scema to me— wait a moment No, doctor, I really do not rememI)or 

any such i)crson. ” 

ller hearer thought it his duty to miickcn this rebellious memory. 
“The Croisoiiois, 1 apeak of,” said he, “ had a brother, Henry, whom you 
certainly know, for 1 saw him this winter dancing with your daughter at 
a hall given by the Due de Sairmeusc,” 

“Ah, yes; you are right. I do recall the name now.” The conn toss 
spoke with admir.able self-possession, and an air of iittoA’ iiuUffevcuee. 

“Then, perhaps, you also remember that some twenty -three years ago 
George do Croisenois, suddenly disappeared. This disappearance caused 
a terrible stir at the time— it was tiic event of the season. The Minister of 
tlie Interior was even <iuestioned in parliament concerning it. 

“ Yob, I fancy I recollect.” 

“ George was seen for the last time at the Caf6 do Pari.s, whore he dined witli 
some friends. At nine o’clock he rose to leaves ; one of his friends offered 
to aceornpany him, but he refused. He was asked if they would aoc him 
later, and he answered, ‘perhaps so, at the opera; but at all events t’cey 
were not to count upon him.* It was, therefore, supposed that lie was 
going to some rendezvous.” 

“ Ah ! his friends thought that ? ** 

“Yea for although he was a man of fashion, a ‘lion’ as people said in 
those times, he was yet more carefully dressed than usual. However, at all 
events, ho went away alone, and was never seen again.” 

“Never again,” added the countess, a little top gaily, perhaps. 

The doctor remained unmoved, “Never again,” he repeated. “The 
. first cft* three days his friends thought it extraordinary ; at the end of a 
week they grew anxious.” 

“You are most precise in your details, doctor.** 

“They are all true, madame. I knew them all at the time, but had 
forgotten tbem» and they were only this morning brought back to my mind. 
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They are to be found, with many others, in the report of the minute legal 
inquiry, which took place. -De Croisenois* friends liad searched after him .. 

t hemselves, and meeting with no suepesa, they calLed in the assistance of k 
ho police. The most skilful detectives wore put on the track. The first 4 
susx)icion was one of suicide. George might have gone to somo wood J 
near P.aria and liave blown out his brains there ; but then he was in 
prosperous position, his fortune was ample, and his evident happiness and 
case of mind showed that this supposition was groundless. Then, tiie idea ^ 
of a murder gained ground, and tlic investigations were conducted on that \ 
basis. However, nothing was discovered — nothing ! ’* s 

The countess stifled a yawn of doubtful sideerity, and repeated, like an . 
cello, “ Nothing I ” 

“ The police were as disconcciTed as possible, wheu-dlu-ecT months later, j 
one of George’s friends received a letter from him.’’ • { 

All 1 he was not dead then ? ” i 

Tlie physici:ui made a mental note of the countess’s air and tone to i 
analyze them at his leisure. “Who knows?” ho answered. “In this j 
letter, dated from Cairo, George said, that weary of life in Taris, he ] 
was about to explore the interior of Africa, and that no anxiety need be felt | 
in regard to him. As you may suppose, this let ter seemed siispicioiia. A man ‘ 
does not start oif on such an expedition without proper funds ; and it wo-s | 
proved that the marquis had not more than a thousand franca about liiiri, 

more than half lliat sum being in fcjpfwiiah msxMf >\hichho had won m carcU 

1)1 fore dinner. Tiie letter was, therefore, regarded as a forger’s rupo. 
llowevcr, tijp most renowned exports pronounceil the writing to bo Oroisc- 
nois’ and sd two agents wore at once dispatched to Cairo, but neither 
Inhere nor along the route had any one seen aught of tlm missing inaji-’-not: 

.( trace, not a. clue.” 

ffortehizo spoke as leisurely as possible, watching the countess, all the 
w hile, but her face never changed. 

“ Kli ! ” said she as he paused. “Have you already finished? ” 
Jlortebize’fl eyes met hers before he answered. “ Perhaps not. A man 
will) called to see me yesterday morning pretends that you, inadamc, can 
lull ivhiit became of George dc Croisonois.*’ 

In moral resistance a strong mail is weaker than a feeble woman. lIow< 
ever vigorous minded ho may bo, however bold and hardened, he will 
allow Ills inner feelings to be divined, whilst a woman will undergo any 
amount of mental torture with a smiling face. In dissimulation a young 
girl is the superior of expert diplomatists, even whore they blond the cun- 
ning of Foueh^ with the genius of Talleyrand. Crushed by tho weight of 
cviaciico, a man falls upon his knees, but a woman holds her head still 
higher, and fights on to the bitter end. God said to Cain, What hast 
thoat«dono with tliy brother Abel?” and Cain was overwhelmed. A 
woman, on the contrary, would have denied and argued. At tho mere 
name of Montlouis the Count do Mussidan hail turned pale, and tottered as 
if struck by a mallet ; but the countess met Ifortebize’s formal charge with 
a peal of laughter, loud diid clear and fresh, such thorough laughter in- 
deed, that it seemed to prevent her from replying. 

“Oh, doctor!” she said at last, “your -little tale is most interesting ; 
but T really think you ought to consult a somnambulist, rather' than me, 
in regard to tho fate of M. do Croisenois.” 

Hortebizo, as we have said, was expert in repartee, and played his “parts ” 
with consurninato skill. Accordingly, far from looking surprised or dis- 
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concerted at the countess’s hilarity, he drew a long breath, as if relieved * 
from a heavy burden, and ejaculated with intense delight : ** Heaven be ' 
praised! I have been deceived.’* y 

Kc spoke BO naturally, with such an honest intonation, that the couri- 
less w;is thoroughly deceived. “However,” she resumed, “I should be 
glad to know the name of the practical joker who pretends I po'ssess each 
wonderful knowledge ? ’* 

“ Pshaw 1” answered Hortebize, “what is the good? He has made a 
fool of mo, and made me run the risk of displeasing yon, inadame : that is 
quite enough. To morrow, if he presents himself, my servant will treat 
him in accordance with his deserts. Indeed, if 1 followed my inclination, 

1 should cuter a complaint — ” 

“What are you thinking of?” interrupted Madame do Miissidan. 

“ Kulcr a complaint ? That would transform utter nonsense into an im- 
portant matter. However, tell me the name of your mysterious personage. 
L)o I know him ? ” 

“No, madame. That is impossible; he is so far beneath you. His 
name will teach you nothing. He is a man whom 1 doctored once— now 
long ago. If lam not mistaken he is a lawyer’s clerk. Ho is called Father 
Taiitiiiue.” 

“Xantaino? ” 

“ A mere nickname, no doubt. The old fellow is wretchedly poor, a 
kind of cynical philosopher, with considerable intelligence ; and it w^as pre- 
cisely this last fact that troubled me. I said to myself that, plainly enough, 
he did not come from his master the lawyer, that he was rather the instru- 
ment of somu dangerous folks, who preferi'cd to remain in the back- 
ground, and whom one might be unable to capture.” 

The countess could not help thinking that the doctor was too easily 
re-assured. “But Dr. Hortebize,” she insisted, “you 8X)oke to me of 
tlircats and proofs, and some mysterious x>ow’er — ” 

“Certainly, inadame; but I simply repeated Father Tantaine’s words. 
The old fool said to me, * Madame de Mussidan knows the fate of the 
marcpiis. It is clearly shown by the letters she has received from him, as 
w'ell as from the Due do Cliampuoco.’ ” 

Tills time the physician’s dart reached home. The countess started to 
hot feet as if impelled by a spring ; she was deadly pale, her eyes dilated 
w ith horror, and her lips quivered, as in a hoarse voice she exclaimed, 

“ My letters 1 ” 

A stranger would have pitied Hortebize, so utterly overwhelmed did he 
seem by the consternation he had caused. “Your letters, inadame? ’* he 
answered with evident hesitation, “why that rascal Tantainc pretends ho 
has them in his possession — ” 

Madame dc Mussidan shrieked like a lioness bereft of her cubs. “ The 
villain!” she gasped at last; and then turning suddenly away, without 
further thought of Hortebize, she rushed from the room. Her rapid foot- 

Ml could be heard on the stairs, with the frou-frou of her silk skirts 

against the balusters. 

4i^ft. to. his owm devices, the doctor rose. “ Look I ” he murmured, 
Witn a cynical smile— “look, search, and you will see that the birds have 
flown.” He wont to one of the windows, and tapped with his finger-tips 
on the glass. “ It is said,” he reflected, “ that Moscarot never makes a 
mistake. It is impossible not to admire his infernal penetration, his im- 
placable logic. Taking the most trivial circiimstancea as his guide, ho 
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reasons out a whole lifetime, just as the savant who, on glancing at the 
leaf blown to liis foot by the autumn wind, says what tree it has grown on, 
^iid (l(:seri1)es its blossom and fruit. Ah 1 if he had but applied his won- { 
lerful ability, his extraordinary activity, his audacity, proof against all ro- 1 
biiirs, to some noble end 1 At this thought his brow grew dark, and he be- v 
gau to paCe the room, pursuing his solilo<]|uy. But no,” he continued, ^'at f 
this moment he is upstairs occupied in martyrizing De Mussidan, while I, in i 
tills room, am set to torture the countess. What a profession 1 And to j: 
tliiiik this has been going on for five-and*twenty years. Ah 1 there are | 
diiys when I feel that I have paid dearly for my apparently easy life, | 
W ithout counting " — here he fingered his medallion — “ without counting * 
tliiit the day may come when we shall find our masters — and then the 1 
end!” f 

lie paused : the countess was on the threshold. A nervous quiver shook > 
her limbs, she was ghastly pale, and her eyes had a strange fixity of expres- ^ 
sioD, such as often shows itself in moments of mental derangement. She i 
Avasi plainly tenifled, “I have been robbed,” she exclaimed in a loud I 
voice, HO Iroubletl aJid pre-occciipied that she forgot she liad left the door | 
open behind her, and that the servants in the ball might easily overhear her. > 
^^>l■tu^ultcly, liowovcr, Dr. JHortebize had a cool head. With the ease of] 
an actor rciuotlying a property man’s forgetfulness, he walked to the doorl 
and shut it. “ What nos been stolen ? ” he asked. j 

My letters — J cannot find them.” Then sinking on to the settee, she re - 1 
.smtif'd, in the curt, grating tone which eonsciousiiKSs of imminent peril j 
usually imparts, ** And yet these letters wore in an iron casket, fastened L 
by a secret look, and this casket was hidden at the boitum of a deep drawer, | 
tin* key of whicli never leaves me. How can the letters have been stolen ? J 
'J licrc were no outward signs of robbery.” <. 

Hortebi/c had resumed his air of consternation. Tantaino spoke the | 
truth then ‘i ” said he. ; 

•‘lie spoke the truth,” replied the countess. **Yes, I am at thisl 
moment the veriest slave to people whose names 1 do not know. They ' 
are rriy masters— I cannot hope to resist them.” As she spoke, she hid i 
her face in her hands, as if through pride she wished to conceal her ' 
despair. 

'* Are these letters so overwhelming then 7 ” asked the doctor. , 

I am lost,” she answered. 

Tlie doctor looked as though lie were rocking his brain to find some loop- 
hole of escape for the unfortunate woman before him. 

** Ah I ” continued the countess, ** I was guilty — I was foolish in those old 
days. I knew nothing of life — hated, I sought vengeance. And all the 
weapons prepared for others are now turned against me. 1 dug a pit for 
my enemies, and now I must lie buried in it myself.” 

Worthy Dr. Hortebizo took care to offer no interruption. The countess 
was in one of those moods of utter despair, when all that is in the depths of 
the soul rises to the surface, like soa-weed to the cront of the waves during 
a tempest. “ I would far rather die ! she moaned — ** yes, die, rather 
than sec thes«3 letters in my husband’s hands. Poor Octave isHave 1 not 
occasioned him sufficient suffering already? Ah 1 1 learned to know and 
appreciate him only too late. And now, doctor, what am 1 threatened 
with'-^with exposure, of course. These letters will be given to my husbuid 
if I do not consent— to what? It is money they wont, of course; a great 
deal of money, How much ? ” 
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The doctor shook his head. 

**Not money?’* exclaimed the coiintess. “What then? Fray speak ) 
—don’t torture me in this needless fashion.^* / 

When alone with his conscience, Uortebize confessod that his spccult* 
tioiis were abominable, admitted the great risks he incurred, and not 
having a naturally cruel mind, often pitied his victims. But* the game 
having begun he forgot his cares, nerved himself against compassion, aii<l 
went on without faltering to the bitter end. “What is asked of you, 
Madame la Cointesso,” ho replied, “ is cither very little or else a great deal. 
Everything depends on the way you look at it.” 

** What is it — I have strcngtli to hear I ** 

“Well these fatal letters will be returned to you on the day Mademoi- 
selle Sabine marries Henri do Croiscuois, George’s brother.” 

Madame dc Mussidan’s astonishment was so great that she stood motion- 
less, as if rooted to the spot. 

“I have been commissioned to inform you,” continued the doctor, “that 
you M'ill bo allowed any delay you may ask ft)r to modify present plar.;^. 
But pray be careful, for I am quite certain that should your daughter 
marry aT»y one else than the Marquis do Croisenoia, your letters woiUd at 
once be delivered to your hushjuid, ” 

As ho spoke, llortcbizo watched for the effect of his words out of the 
corner of his eye. His expectations were surpassed, for the countess rose 
ao faint uinl dizzy that she liad to lean on the inaiitcl-shclf for support. 

“ Then there is nothing more to bo said,” she exclaimed. “It is out of 
my power to grant what is asked of me. Perhaps it is hotter so, I sliall 
have no agony of suspense to bear. Aly fate is scaled. Go, doctor, go and 
say to the scoundrel who stole my letters, that he can take them to thu 
count.” 

'rho countess’s tone was so decided that Tiortehize scarcely knew what 
to think. Was there really some insiirmountablo obstacle to the plans 
which Mascarot had matured ? 

“ It is true then,” continued Mad<'.me do Mussidan, “there are scoundrels 
vile enough to trade on the shames and sorrows they discover, scoiiiidrols 
who earn a livelihood and make their fortunes at this business. I had 
heard speak of it before, but 1 had never believed it. 1 said to myself 
that such an idea had its sole foundation in the unhealthy imagination of 
novelists. 1 was mistaken, it seems. Nevertheless, these infamous 
scoundrels must not rejoice too swiftly. They will not profit by their 
villainy. There is one i^fuge loft to me — a refuge beyond the tomb. ’ 

“ Madame 1 ” exclaimed the doctor, imploringly, “Madame la Comtesse I ” 

But his entreaties wore frulllcas ; she was beyond all possibility of heed- 
ing or oven hearing his remonstrances. t?ho continued spciiking, her tOQQ 
increasing in violence, as she recapitulated all she had suffered. “Do the 
villains think that 1 fear death ? Ah I for years I have implored it as a 
crownhig mercy from the God 1 have offended, I long for the rest of the 
grave ! It surprises you, perhaps, to hear me speak like this — I who was the 
beautiful, the flattei-ed Diane de Sauvebourg, Countess do Mussidan — happy 
no doubt in , the world’s judgment I But at tiie time of my most splendid 
fetes, when my triumphs excited so much jealousy, I had already drained 
the Clip of suffering. And since then — ah I ngw-a-days my best friends, 
surprised at my conduct, ask themselves if I am not deranged-— mad. Ah 1 
I w'lsh I only were. Those who arc iistonished by iny feverishf restlessnese . 
and life of pei'petual excitement, don’t know that I am ever and ever seek- 
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ping to forget the presence of a phantom by my side — a phantom which 
never leaves mo, which follows mo everywhere without relenting I They 
Scaunot divine that solitude terrines me — that 1 dare sot be alone — that X 
must have distraction at any cost. But, alas 1 I have learned by this time, 
that nothing, not all the noise of tho universe, can stiiio the murmur of my 
own conscieucp ! 

She spoke like a woman who has nothing more to hope for, whoso final 
sacrifice is made. Her clear, ringing voice resounded through the room ; 
and Dr. Hortebize turned pale, as he heard tho servants, busy with prepara- 
tions for dinner, pass constantly to and fro across the hall. 

How have 1 been able to endure such a life? ’* continued the countess. 

Simply because through the mists of tho future 1 fancied I could de- 
tect a glimpse of the light of hope. I often despaired, often thought of 
giving up the struggle. And it would, perhaps, have been better had 1 done 
so ; for tho light I saw was but a will o* the wisp. You have proved that 
to me this very day. All hope has vanished. 1 see only thick darkness 
before me ; and to-iiight, for the first time for many years, Diane do Mussidan 
will repose in a calm and dreamless sleep"! 

Thr> coimtrss was in such n state of excitement, that the doctor asked 
liiniMclf in terror how ho might subduo this explosion, which ho had not 
ioresecn. Tho countess's loud voice would eventually startle tho servants, 
aud they might summon the count himself, at that very moment uinlcr 
Miucarot’a knife. What would happen in that case? Why the whole 
)ilot would simply be discovered and everything lost. Seeing that Madame 
v'U; Mussidan was about to rush from the room, that words had no power to 
slop her, Hortebize summoned all liia courage, and catching her by both 
wrists, comnclled her alpioat by force to sit down. **In the name of 
lit IV on. madamo I ” he said in an unctuous, persuasive voice, **in the name 
of your daughter, listen to me. Do not yield so weakly. Am I not ha)*c ? 
Am I not ready to serve you 7 If I have consented to act as the agent of 
tJiose Hoouiidrola, who inspire me with horror, surely it is because I hope 
to save you. Should I be here, if I thought that everything waa lost? 
Count on me — on the devotion of a man who knows something of Die 
world, and who is by no means devoid of heart. Cannot we two so com- 
bine our energies as to ward off tlie storm ? ” 

I'he doctor talked on for some time in this persuasive manner, making as 
strenuous efforts to reassure the covintess as he had previously made to sur- 
prise and overwhelm her. Ho was a medical man, remember, and 
knew how to staunch tho blood and soothe the quivering flesh after per- 
forming a frightful operation! Soon be had the satishiction of finding 
that his eHorls were not thrown away. Madame do Mussidan listened 
to his rapid flow of words, and if she failed to grasp their meaning, 
at least they calmed her. She subsided into that state of nervous pros- 
tration which so often follow^s great excitement. At the cud of a quarter 
of an liour, thanks to prodigies of skill, the doctor had succeeded in induc- 
ing her to look the situation fair in the face, and discuss its bearings. He 
breatlied freely once more; and as he wiped the perspimtion from his brow, 
felt that he had w'on tlie day. For if the countess accepted iliseussion she 
must bo surely vanquished. 

And yet .she still repeated, “ It is infamous ! absolutely infamous I ” 

** Precisely, madame,” rejoined the doctor with alacrity ; **but that does 
not alter the facts. Answer one question, if you please. Have you any 
\ special objection to Monsieur de Croisenois ? ” 
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** None, whatever.** 

“Ho is of gooil family, highly osteemed, well-bred, and well educated ,j 
handsome, moreover, and not more than thirty -four ; for, os you know, 
l)rother waa the elder by fifteen years. Why, then, is it not a suitiiKle 
match f ** 

“ Jiut — ” 

“ To bo sure he has been guilty of several follies ; but can’t we say as 
much of every young man ? It is asserted that he is overwhelmed with 
debts, ruined in fact ; but this is not true. Even if it were, your daughter 
Is rich enough for both. Besides, George do Croisenois left a coiisideiu)/Je 
fortune — not far from two iriilUons, I ^ould say. It is quite within tlie 
bounds of possibility that some day Henri will oe i)]accJ in poasesaion of 
this money.** 

Madame de Mussidan was too crushed by the emotion she had experienced 
to think of the strong objections she might have laid before the doctor. 
Indeed, despite repeated efforts, sl^ could scarcely collect her scatiL>red 
ideas. “ JSveii supposing I consented,” said she at last, “ it w'Oiild be of 
no avail, for M. de Mussidan has decided that Sabine shall many M. do 
Brculh-Favcrlay, and I am not the mistress — ** 

“ But if you chose you might persuade your husband — *’ 

The countoss shook her head, “Once upon a time,” she iiiiswcrod Riully, 

“ I, no doubt, reigned over Octave's heart. 1 was the controlling inUmsnce 

of ids life. He loved me theii-^but now ? Did I not tell you I mad ? 

I tired out a love which W'ould have been as lasting as life itself, i killed 
it utterly, and now' — ” She hesitated, as if oiiiharrabsed ]>y what slm 
wished to say, and then added, more slowly, “And now wo live as 
strangers. I liavo nothing to complain of ; it is my own faiilt. He is good 
and just.” 

“ But you can try.’* 

“That I wdll do, doctor, certainly ; but Sabine — Sabine may love M. de 
Breiihl?” 

“ Perhaps so, madaine ; but a mother has always so much influence with 
a daughter.’* 

Tlic countess caught hold of the doctor’s hand, and gras]>ed it so tightly 
that It paineil him. “ Must I disclose to you,** she said in a hoarse voice, 

“ the entire depth of iny iiii.sery ? I am a stranger to iny husband, and rny 
daughter despises and h.ates me I** . . . . 

Many persons think that it w'ould be a very simple matter to di’. iflo life 
into two distinct parts : the first given to pleasure— to the gratification of 
every fancy ; and then later on, when the fire of passion has all but died 
away, might come repose and household happiness. Sucli an idea, how- 
ever, is most erroneous. Old ago is the natural se<|uenco of youth— it is 
the eJTect which follows the cawse, and proves cither a reward or :i punish- 
ment. This is not always distinguished in life, there arc such deceptive 
happinesses. However, all those whom duty acquain ts with family secrets — 
the inagistircate, the priest, and the physicuan — know tfiis to l)c one of the 
laws of humanity. Now the Countess de Mussidan’s old age was surely to 
be no reward, rather a punishment ; and, in fact, she was already expiating 
the follies of her earlier years. 

However, Dr, Hortebize had no time to indulge in these refiections. The 
OOttnt might at any moment make his appearance, or a servant might knock 
to announce^ that dinher was ready. Accordingly, he momentarily re- 
nounced all ideas of further investigation, and merely sought to calm tte 
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V^’^oiintcss, to convince her that she was terrified by mere chimeraa, that she 
^‘(>11 Id not possibly be a stranger to her husband, and that her daughter 
a;d not hate lier. Ho was so insinuating and bo persuasive, he so expatiated 
oil the result his devotion might yield, that at last a ray of hope penetrated 
into her desolate heart, "Oh, doctor !” said she in a trembling voice, ^*it 
'' is only in tftc Iwurs of misfortune that tt’e Icam to know our true friends.'*^ 
J.ike hot husband, the countess had at last laid down her anus ; her resist- 
ance liad been more prolonged, but the result proved the same— under com- 
pu Lslon she surrendered. She promised she would sut to work the next day, 
<lo her best to break off the projected marriage, and as soon as occasion 
oH'crud, nameM. Henri do Croisenois as an acceptable suitor for her daughter 
Sabine's hand. 

'J’he doctor could hope for nothing better. On his side he declared he 
would keep Tantainc quiet, and bring the countess intelligence from time 
to time ot any steps taken by her adversaries. At last, these mutual 
prondsorf havijig been exchanged, Hortebize withdrew ; his interview with 
tho ('i)uiitosM having lasted fully a couple of hours. Ifow glad he was to 
find it over ! He was Mascarot s partner no doubt, and Mascarut may have 
had snperluimaii qualities ; but he, H(trtchize, was at least a man. Although 
tlu' weal her was very cold, the outdoor air seemed perfectly delicious to 
him : and as soon as lie wfw in the street, he drew several long breaths, with 

the hujqjy couBcioiisuesa of having accomplished a disagreeable duty. He 

w.ilkcd slowly up the Rue de Matignon, turned into the Faubourg Saint 
ll oTioiV-, and at last entered the caM where ho and his honourable partner 
liad agia lid to meet. Masiiarot w^as there, in a corner, seated before an un- 
touohcd glass of beer, and hidden behind a huge new'spaper which ho pro- 
tinulcd to be voadiug. In point of fact, he was dying of impatience, and 
KCarU-d nervously each time a fresh customer opened the door. A thouBand 
a{/prtdr*nsjous troubled him, and ho askeil himself if Hortebize had eii- 
ixuuitcrcil some unforeseen and insurmountable obstacle — one of those ini- 
perceptible grains of sand which, as Rossuet tells us in the memorable case 
of ('ir«)niwcll, disarrange the most perfect combinations. 

* V askeil ho impatiently, as soon as the doctor appeared. 

" ViCTOi-y !” answered Hortebize, but as he sank on a chair, lie added, 
"However, it has l^cn a terrible task, and no mistake,” 


VIL 

It w'ill be remembered that on taking leave of B. Mascarot, his new pro- 
tector, Paul Violaine stumbled down the stairs of the Employment Agency 
with Iho unsteady step of a tippler the worse for liquor. He was w'ell-nigh 
as stunned by his sudaen, unexpected good fortune, as if a paving-stone had 
fa] leu on his head. In a moment, without any transition so to say, he had 
passed from abject misery, haunted by thoughts of suicide, to a iiosition of 
twelve thousand fr.ancs a year. Ay, the agent had said twelve thousand 
fianes, a thousand francs per month, and he h.ad offered to pay the first 
month ill advance 1 It was certainly enough to bewilder a man, and it 
seemed to Faul that he was losing bis senses. He could think of nothing 
but that handsome salary, so incredibly largo under the circumstances ; and 
dazzled, fascinated so to say, he did not pause to examine and analyse the 
various incidents which had conducted to this wonderful result., And yet 
they were strange enough, and w'ell worthy of scrutiny. That old lawyer’s 
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cloik turning up and lending him 500 francs just in the nick of time ; thaV 
employment agent, equally mysterious, acquainted moreover with the wholj> 
story of his life, ana disposed to offer him such a remunerative position 
without the slightest hesitation. 

Once in the street, however, under the influence of this moral intoxication, 
Paul did not think of hurrying to the Hotel du lV;rou with the great good 
news. Hose was no doubt waiting for him, but ho did not ^ivo liur si 
thoiight---thus alreading proving the exactitude of Dr Uortebize’s prog- 
nostics. 

Elated, as ho was, by his sudden prosperity, it seemed to him that liis joy 
would be all the greater could ho relate, in fact, proclaim, his change of 
fortune urbi et orhi. lie must find some outlet for his feelings, spend money, 
air his happiness, above all, move. But whore could ho go in such weather ? 
iiud besides he had no friends to crush with his success. Diving back into 
memory, he, however, at last recalled that when poverty had first overtaken 
him in Paris ho had borrowed a small sum — a trifle, twenty francs — from a 
young man of hia own age, named Audr(5, who could scarcely have bccu 
iiiiich richer than himself. Now Paul still had half of the five hundred 
francs lent him by the old clerk, he could have the thousand francs as soon 
as he wanted them, so why not pay his debt, and assume Viist importance 
for liaviiig done so ? 

Unfortunately, the young man in<iucstion lived a long distance olT, in t)io 
Hue do la Tour d’Aiivergne, and Paul was hesitating, wlicu uu empty c.ib 
drove by. Ho jumped in, and gave the address to the di iver witji tlie air 
of a man imaeeustoined to go on foot. The vehicle at once startetl ofi’, and 
on the road Paul recalled what he knew of his creditor. Young Andr»5 was 
certainly not a fiiend of his, barely an acqiialiitanco. Paul had mot Iiiui at 
a little cstablisliinciit on the Boulevard do Clichy, the Caf6 de L'Epinetto, 
where he had often gone with Rose when living at Montmartre, in the 
earlier days of their sojourn in Paris. The Cafe ded’K 2 )ineUe ii mainly 
frequented by young artists, painters, mnsicuins, comedians, and Journalists, 
all great iiieu in embryo, who indulge in furious disputes, and drink enor- 
mous (juantitiea of beer. The namic of the establishment is due tq a piano, 
installed in a largo room Uj;)stiilrs — au unfortunate, ill-used instrmnent, in- 
variably out of tune, and driving folks with a musical ear quite wild by its 
discordant notes. 

Unacquainted with Andr»S’s suriiamo, all that Paul knew of him was that 
he was an artist, with several strings to his bow. In the first place he was 
an ornamental sculptor— that is to say, he carved the figures, mcdulHons, 
brackets, garlands, iiud arabesques, which decorate the outside of most new 
houses in Paris. The calling is not altogether an agreeable one, for it is 
often necessary to work at dizzy heights, on scaffoldings which miakc at tll(3 
slightest movement ; to trust oneself on narrow planks and slender ladders ; 
to be exposed to every kind of climatic inclemency — broiled in summer, 
frozen in wdntcr, and sheltered merely by some torn sailcloth from the rain. 
The only comfort is, that the calling is lucrative, so that Andr<^ earned a 
decent livelihood with his wreaths and figures. For many years, however, 
what ho had made by the chisel and the mallet had largdy gone in colours 
and brushes, for he was also a painter, feeling a natural, irresistible voca- 
tion for the pictorial branch of art. Ho had studied, worked under several 
masters, ana at last, feeling strong enough to labour alone, ho had taken a 
small studio of his own. From that moment, painting was not a source of 
cxpen<^ture» but one of profit. His pictures had been twice admitted to the 



THB! SLAVES OF FAtllS. 


61 


lal fine nrfe show, orders had reached him from amateurs, and pictu*tj- 

S lealtirs were beginning to inquire after his address. At the Caf<S de 
'Kpiivette, Andr6 was held in high, esteem. U'ho men ho met tlicrc, all 
rouiig fellows of culture, maintained that he had groat talent and wonder- 
ul originality, and that some day he would be famous. Paul had sat at . 
,tlKt same tf^blc with him a score of times, when one evening, sorely 
pressed for motfey, lie asked him for the loan of twenty francs, promising 
to return them the next day. But the next day P.aul and Hose were even 
poorer tlif\n before, their affairs going hourly ifrom bad to worse ; and then 
tiioy moved and established themselves on the other side of the Sedno. In 
short, for eight months, Paul had not seen Andrt^, 

'J'he cab drew np at the right number in the Ruo de la Tour d* Auvergne. 
Paul throw a couple of francs to the driver, and entered the Lnrge, well 
k«:pt court-yard. At the further cud a fat old woman, fresh, and cleanly 
Ir^.iking, wearing a white cap with broad rufUcs, was jioUslung a brass door 
haiKllc. Plainly enough she must be the concierge. " Monsieur AndriS ? 
asked Paul. 

‘ ‘ If I*, is at home,” answered the old woman, with extraordinary volubility ; 
*‘aud 1 may say, without being indiscreet, that it is a wonderful thing to 
eat oil Mon^^iour Andr<S here, lie is always out, for you see ho has not his 
equal for hard wc^rk.” 

“ But, inadatne— ” 

“ And, then he is so settled down and so sonsiblc,” continued the old 
woman, and so economical as well I I don’t believe he owes a farthing in 
Mif. world. On only one occasion have I over seen him a littlo the worse . 
ior drink. And as for women — well I know of none except one young lady 
who for a month or so -ah, 1 have tried to see what she’s like, bub she 
alsuiys w'cais a veil. Of course, it’s none of my buKiucss ; but I must say 
slu- srfTiis to me very nice and proper. 8ho always has her maid wqtU lierj 
and noJiic day — ” 

“/ouiulsl” cried Pp-ul, impatiently, will you tell me where to find 
J^IonaiMir Andr6? ” 

'L’liis violent interruption scorned to shock the concierge. ** Pourlli floor, 
door on the right,” she answered coldly ; and wliilc Paul sprang liglitly 
up the stairs, she grumbled : “a young fellow who has boon biidiy brought 
np ! The idea of his taking the words out of iny mouth in that way ! If 
you ever come again, my young man, I shall know you as suro as my name’s 
Poileveu, and I doubt if you will find Monsieur Andr6 at home 1 ” 

l*aul was already on the fourth floor, and on the door at the vlgiit per- 
ceived a visiting card bearing the name, •* Andr6.'* As there was no bell, 
he knocked, and then listened, as one naturally docs in such cases. At 
once he hoard a sound of footsteps, a piece of furuituro moved^ tho rattling 
of brass rings on an iron rod, and then a clear, youthful voice called out, 

* ‘ Come in ! ” 

Mascarot's prot('{g(^ opened the door. Ho found himself in a studio, 
lighted from above. The room was of good size, simple in its furniture, 
but exquisitely clean and orderly. Several sketches and drawings, as well 
as unfinished pictures, hung upon the walls. On tho right was a low, 
broad divan, covered by a Tunisian carpet, while above the mantelshelf 
stood a large mirror in a carvetl frame, that would have excited an ama- 
teur’a cupidity. On the left rose a large easel, but a curtain of green baize 
covered the picture on it, only its fnune being seen. 

Andr<S himself stood in the centre of the atelier, with his palette on his 
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thumb, and his brushes in his hand. He was a tall young fellow, admirably 
built, and very dark, with olose crapped hair, and a full, silky, curling black 
beard. Compared with Paul, Andr^ was certainly not handsome. But 
the young painter had all what was lacking in the face of Masoarot’s pro- 
: his countenance was full of expression, once seen it was not easily 
forgotten, his brow was broad aiwl proud, his mouth tirmly curved, and 
his frank smile and honest eyes bespoke at once his loyalty, intclligeiu>(t, 
goodness of heart and energy. 

One singularity immediately struck Paul. Aiulr<$, who had evidently 
been painting, wore no artist’s blouse, but was drc.'jscd with extreme care, 
if not in the latest style. On recognising Paul, the young artist laid dou n 
Ills palette, and came forward with extended hands. ” Ah ! said he, 1 
am glad to sec you. I could not imagine what hail become of you.” 

This friendly greeting annoyed and embarrassed Mascarot's proti^gi^. I 
have bad a thousand disappointments,” ho began, *‘a thousand cares—” 
And Rose? ” interrupted AridrfS ; you bring me gooil news of her, I 
hope. Is she os pretty as ever T ” 

“Just the same,” answered Paul, indifferently. “But you must c.vcnsc 
me,” he added, “ for liaving vanished so entirely from your view. 1 ooiiic 
to thank you now, and to return your loan.” 

The young painter shrugged his shoulders indiifcrently. “ Pshaw ! ” .said 
he, “ you were the only one of us two who could have remcinl>crt*d such a 
bagatelle. Don’t stand on ceremony with mo— -don’t let this give you any 
inuoiivenieiice.” 

These words displeased Paul. His vanity was oHi'uded. Ho fancied 
tliift seeming generosity concealed a desire to humiliate him. However, ho 
hiid at all evontrfi a delightful opportunity of showing his stijieriority. 

“ Oh,” he answorod, coiiceiteuly, “it gives me no possible inconvenience. 
I was, I admit, verj^ poor at the time you obliged me, but 1 am now in 
receipt of a salary of twelve thousand fraiu;3.” 

He thought the artist would be da3S?.ied, and allow some envious ex- 
clamation to esoape him ; but he found himself mistaken, and Wcis obliged 
to add, “ At my age it is very plcaiant.” 

“ Magnificent, 1 should call it. And may I .a.sk, if it is not an indiscrc' 
tion, what your employment is f ” 

This (question was perfectly natural under the circumstancea ; but as 
Paul could not answer it, for he was as yet in utter ignorance of his future 
dnlios, it wounded him as if it had been a premeditated insult. “1 work ! ” 
he answered, ^straightening himself up. 

His mann(9^ wsta so singular that AndriS, a thousand leagues froTn the 
truth, could xiot conceal his surprise. “ As for myself,” he answei’cd, “it 
seldom liappcns that 1 remain idle.” 

“Ko doubt,” rejoined Paul, “but I am obliged to exert myself more 
than you, as I liave no one to interest himself in my future, neither friend 
nor protector I ” The ungrateful fellow bad forgotten Masoarot, 

His Words seemed to fomish Andr^ considerable ainuscinent. “ Pro- 
tectors I ” quoth he. “ Do you ima^ae that the State provides foundlings 
with, protection,^" 

Paul looked Amazed. “ What 1 ” he asked, “ arc you—” 

“A foundling f Yes. And I make no mystery of it. For though it 
might give me occasion to weep, it surely has never marlo me Mush. All 
ihy comrades know that such is the ease, and I am surprised you arc 
ignorax^ of. it. I am simply a foundling from the Vend6me hospital, 
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where, by the way, I must have left the reputation of being a little good-foif^'* 
nothing. ” 

“\ou?** ... " S. 4 

'*Yes, I ; and frankly I dou*t fool the least remorse. But to oxpbnn t 
myself. Until I was twelve years old I was the happiest of children, for 
, teuc'hovs wej;e pleased with me. 1 worked all day in the garden along the :» 
Loire, and in tile evening 1 wasted a viiat amount of paper, for even then:^ 
1 had determined to be an artist. But there is nothing lasting in the ' 

. world, and one day the Superior took it into her head to apprentice me to 
I a tanner.” ; 

l^aul was seated on tlio divan, and as he listened, he rolled a cigarette. . 

’ }Io was about to light it, when AndrO hastily exclaimed, “I beg your 
[liirdon, but you will oblige me by not smoking here.” 

Without asking the reason for this reipicst, for the painter was aii'in 
coKsaaiit smoker himself, Faul tossed his match aside. All right,” gauf 
he ; “ but pray go on with your story.” * 

“ Oh ! willingly ; it is not very long. This trade of a tanner was dis ‘ 
agrcealde to me from the first moment ; and on tlie second day an awkward 
vrurkinan upset a kettle of boiling water, which sailded me so cruelly that 
1 .still bear the marks.” As he spoke, he turned up his right sleeve and 
showed a large sear extending from hia elbow to his shoulder. “ Disgualed 
and scalded, 1 implored tlie Superior, a terrible wornim with spectacles, to 
.‘ipprcritico me to some other trade; but my entreaties were useless. She 
b.iul awoni that I should be u taunor ! ” 

“ 'riiat was hard.” 

“ Harder tlian you think 1 However, from that day my mind was made 
up. I <letcruiiiied to run away as soon as T Iiad saved a trliio, and accoid- 
ingly 1 lieoamc a most in(lustrion.*i and attcutivo apprentice. At the end of 
ft year, tliiuiks to prodigies of economy and indvutry on in^ part, I had 
saved up borne forty francs. I decided this would do; and so, one fine 
April 7norniiig, furnished with a shirt, a blouse, and a pair of shoes in a 
bundle, I started on foot for Paris — ” 

And yon were only thirteen ? ” 

“ Not quite thirteen. Fortunately, I had received from Heaven a fair. . 
(lose of will, such as some persons call head-strong folly. 1 had sworn 
that ] w’ouUi be a painter—" 

“ And you have succeeded in becoming one.” ^ 

*'Not without infinite difficulty. Ah I 1 can see now tho inn 'wdier^ I 
slept that first night 1 arrived in Paris. It was at thes top of the Fau- 
bourg St. Jacques. 1 was so worn out, that I slept fifteen hours on the 
sU’cteh. When I woke up 1 ordered a good breakfast ; and then, seeing 
th.it my funds w*cro very low, I said to myself, * To work, iny boy, to 
w'ork ! ’ ” 

Paul smiled. He remembered his first days in Paris, his troubles and 
clisappointnients. And yet he had been far more fortunately oircumstaneed 
tlmn Andr6. The latter was then but thirteen, and had only forty francs 
in his purse, whereas he, Paul, had already reached manhood and could 
icnr a hundred and fifty gold napoleons jingling in bis pockets. 

** You w'ished to find some employment V* asked Mascarot'S prot^^. 

Yes, and something more. I said to myself, that to know anything 
I must learn it thoroughly, and if X passionately longed to make money it 
wfts to enable me to pursue my studies. Fortunately, while 1 was eatings 1 
miticcd a stout man sitting near me, who was breakfasting as well. ' See, 
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St/ sail! I, ‘ look at me. I am only thirteen, but I am much stronger than 
^ my yc^d ; I can read and write ; I am not afraid of work. What shall I 
do tfi earn my living ? * ** 

.^yHe looked at me from head to foot, and then in a rough voice Be id, 
j[f*Cj0, to-morrow morning, to the Place do I’HcUel do Villo, where the 
Wilsons meet to be iiirecl. You’ll perhaps find some master-mason who’ll 
•; Wage you.** 

' ) ‘*Andyou w^ent?** 

/“Yes, fortunately for mo. At four o’clock the next morning T w*jis 
* /andering among the groups of w'orkmen, when suddenly I saw my stout 
,^fiiend of the clay before, lie came towards me at once. ‘Poy,’ he said, 

' * you please me. I am a contractor for ornainentiil sculpture ; will you bo 

''.apprentice?' To learn sculpture — I thought If ca veil was opening 
foforo mo I * Certainly I will/ said I. No sooner said than done. This 
Yorthy man was Jean Lautlcr, the father of my present master.** 

“ But your painting ? ’* 

, j “Oh, that came much later. As I wished to obtain a certain education, 

' 'Studied in all my Icianro time. I went to school in the evening regularly, 

I 'learnt drawing properly. I bought books, and on Sundays I even employ t;d 
i 1 teacher for myself alone,” 
j ' “ Out of your economics ? ** 

f. “ Precisely ; and it was a long time before I ventured to indulge mjsc lf 
W'ith a glass of beer. 'Six sous,* I said to myself; ‘put it by, AmlrC.’ 
However, at last, the day came w’hen I made my eighty or hundred franca 
a w^eek, and then I ventured to indurge in i>aiiiting/’ 

“ And you have never thought of returning to Vcncl^me ? ** 

“ Yes i. have often thought of it, but I slia’ii’t do so until I’m in :t 
poiiitiou to furnish a sum of money to bring up sonus poor abandoned 
youngster like myself.” 

If Aiidn^ had purpo.sely wished to wound anil mortify Paul, he could 
not have expressed himself ditforeutly. l^acb of his words w.as full of 
bitterness for Mascarot’s prot^g^, w'’ho, albeit, realised that in jvAre polibj- 
nessho must make some coinplimentdiy remark. Aft«.T an clTort, tliL-ro - 
fore' ho exclaimed, “ With such talent as your’s, success becomes a 
certainty,” 

Then, as if seeking for confirmation of hia opinion, lie rose, and ap- 
parently examined the sketches on the wall. In reality, however, he waa 
strongly attracted by the lieavily-framed picture, so carefully screen^ by the 
green miize curtain on the easel before him. While Andr6 had procee ded 
with his narrative, Paul, annoyed as he wae, found his thoughts turn wiiih 
strange persistency to this painting. He remembered the indiscreet 
babble of Madame Poilevcu, the old concierge, on the subject of a thickly 
veiled young lady, who, accompanied by her maid, w^as m the habit of 
visiting the painter. Besides, W'hon he had knocked at the door on his 
arrival, ho had only been tardily admitted. Had he not heard the easel 
moved and the curtain drawn ? And then w'hy was Andrt^. so carefully 
dressed? why had he asked him not to smoke ? Judgiiie by all this, Paul 
decided that Andrd was in momentary expectation of lady’s arrival, 
and that the portrait was unquestionably her, likeness. He therefore de- 
termined to sec it, whether Andrd gave his con^nt or not. Consequently, 
as he went around the room admiring each sketch and study, with ohs ! 
and ahs i of approval, lie maneuvered so as to approach the easel in a 
gradual, natural style. Reaching it at last he paused abruptly, and point- 
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.'f \i\ff with his hand, exclaimed, this— what is it? The pearl of your 

sLuilio, 1 prosiinic.” 

Jhit Andr<>., although naturally unsuspicious, was by no means dull of 
apprehension. Jlo had divined Paul’s intentions. Wounded deeply by 
u'lLat he considered a want oE delicacy, he said nothing, thinking he might 
. fb r all be inistakcn, but he watched. At the very inoiucnt thi-refore^ when 
stretclied dut his arm, Audr6 did the samo, and even more swiftly, so 
to interpose bctw’een the easel and his visitor. **lf 1 conceal this pic- 
tiivo," said he, “ it is because I do not wish it to be seen ! ” ' 

“Oh, indeed ! excuse me,” replied Paul, trying to laugh off his indis- 
^ ;'<.i>ion ; but in reality he was highly displeased at the tone the artist had 
a.ssiJsned., mentally deciding that it was excessively absiurl. “ All rigJit,’* 
he .M'lid to himself. “As such is the case, I will jn'oloi]g inj’^ visit and sec 

the onginal since I am not allowed to look at her portiidi ; 

Tlicreupon, with amiable determination, he ensconced lujnself in a largo 
.'ii ni-cliair near the artist’s table, and began a long story, resolved to take no 
N'-lioeof any of Andre’s significant gestures, or of the' fact that he eon^- 
t iotly <lrcw out his watch to see what time it was. iStlll did Pliul talk 
growing more and iriore animated, till at last he chanced to espy, alinost 
' <'er his hand, a young womans photograph. Taking adviiutage of 
mhIh 'r preoccupation, he was able to take hold of it and give it a good look 
o'*/ore icmarkiiig, “ By Jove ! wliat a i)rctty girl ! ” 

\L IJiis rcmaik Aiidr6 Hushed .scarlet, and rapidly advancing, he snatched 
■ 1 .' t'l /t' from raur.s hands and slipped it between the leaves of a book. 
J I. ' rosger was so evident that M;i scare t’s protege luiut'd pale and rose to 
iny Por a minute or more the two young men luokial silently into 

e'vher’s eyes, nioasuring each other as mortal enemies might have dojic. 
'< 'ivy hardly knew' each other. The same chance which liad brought them 
I' might agniii separate them for ever, and yet each vaguely felt 
til 01 her exerciffod sonic decisive influence over his Jito. 

Aiidr*^ recovered himself first. “I beg your iiardon,” he said, “I was 
wioiig to leave things which should he carefully put away l>ing about. 
.■V»il was already bowing with the air of a man who accepts an apology, 
vviu n the ixiinter added, “ I rarely receive any one except my iri< jids, 
I'o-day 1 have made an exception to my rule — ” 

With a lofty gesture Paul interrupted AndrA “Believe me, sir,” said 
he, in a tone which ho did his best to make wounding and insulting — 
*’ belh\e me, sir, but for the imperative duty you know of, I flhoiild never 
liave inli oded on you.” So saying he turned gn his heels and left the i-oom, 
‘^sbanging tJie door behind him. • 

“ J‘-u ! Are those your manners?” muttered Andr^.. “'Well, good riddance 
to bad rubbish. In any case, I should liave been obliged to show you the 
door,’’ ' ' 

As for Paul, ho left thD studio in a fui'ious rage. He had come there 
with tlie kind intention of humiliating an obliging acrjuaintance by the 
displ^ of his pjrosperity, but he withdrew crushed and mortified. Ho 
could not help comparing himself with this young fellow, so self-reliant yot 
so modest, and saw himself as he really was-'petty, all but ridiculous. Ue 
hated Andr<^ for all the noble qualities he was forced to recognise in him. 
‘ ‘ However,” he muttered, “he shan’t have his own way— I’ll see his beauty 
after all ; ” and without considering how base las conduct was, he crossed 
the street and placed himself so as to have a full view of the house where 
Andr6 resided. It was exceedingly cold, and he shivered ; but certain minds 
VOL, I. E 
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often exhi’oit ill the satisfaetion of ^ji|fcvorigeaneo h tenacity they fail ^ 
to ftpply to more impovliaiit nnatM^I^^^Kliad waited a good half lionr, 
when suddenly a cab drew up a% the bouse he was watching. 

Two women alighted, one of them, young with a most distinguished air, 
the other clad like a lady’s maid in an aristocratic family. 

Paul approached thorn without the least hesitation, and ajthongh tlie 
younger woman wore a thick veil, ho was easily able to recognise her as 
the original of the photograph he had seen in AndrtVa room, “ Ali, 'well ! ” 
he said frankly, ‘*1 prefer Itosc ; .and the proof is, that I am going at oiict? 
to find her. Wo will pay Motlier Loupias, and leave tliat ahomiiiabh; 
H6tel du P6rou, for good.” 


VIIL 

B. Masoajiot h prot^gd was not the only person avIio had been playing tlie 
spy. On hearing the cab ^vheels, Madame Poilcveii, albeit the most dis- 
creet of concierges, advanced to the threshold and fixed both eyes on thn 
young lady. As the latter entered 'with her maid, Madame Poilevcii had 
an inspiration. She advanced into the street and spoke to the drive r. 
** Bad weather,” said she “ I don’t envy yon your seat in winter time,” 

* “ Don’t speak of it,” answered the man ; “ my feet .arc quite frozen.” 

** Your two fares have perhaps come some long distance.” 

** I should say eo, indeed I I took them up in the Champs Klysdos, near 
Iho Avonuc de hlatignon.” 

“ Is it possible I ” 

‘•Yes, and only four sous gratuity. Ain’t it disgustusg? Jleavui 
preserve me from respectable women I ” 

“ Ah ! respectable, are they ? ” 

“Oh, yes, J ’ll answer for them. The oll’ors .arc moi’o generous i>y fur. 
I know both sets.” At the same moment, delighted to liavc given this 
proof of liis ])cnetration, he whipped up his horse and drove away. 

The concierge regained her quarters, only half pleased. “ llow^cver,’’ 
she muttered, “I at least know what neighbourhood the damsel lives in. 
The' next time I will olTcr sonicthitig to the maid, and she will toll me 
everything.” 

But this hope was a f.alsc one, for the maid in question wms absolutely 
devoted to her mistress. She was indeed by no means plciascd W'iMi the 
persistent glances the concierge gave her on each occasion ; and as slio 
climbed the stairs, she bitterly complained to her mistress of what she cali<'d 
the “creature’s insolcncQ.” “She- would certainly comjdain,” she said, 
“to Monsieur Aiidr(?, and he would soon put a stop to the 'Ionian’s 
impertinence.” 

But the mere idea of any complaint startled the young lady, who, turniug 
towards her maid, firmly responded, “No, Modcste, do not open your 
lips to Audr6 on the sulqect.” 

“But, mwlemoiselle — ” 

“ Hush 1 Remember what I way, and obey me. ComO, we must make 
luisto, for he is waiting. ” 

Yes, he was w'aiting^in all that delicious agony of Biispcnfic knowm only 
at earlier manhood. After Paul’s departure, Andre had been unable to sit 
still ; it seemed to him that each second was an eternity. He had opened 
the door of hi.s studio, and ut each time ho heard the slightest noise bo ran 
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to the stdLiH. At lual he really heard her ; a harmony like that of the 

cclebtial sphci’ca was the rustlii^ of the loved one^a robe. Leaning over 
the banniatevs, he caught a glimj^c of her. Yes, it was she ; she had reached 
the second floor — now the third— and at last she entered, his studio, tho 
door of which he closed behind her. 

Good evening, Andr^/’ she said, oflering her hand; *‘you see that 1 
am punctual.’^ 

Pdle vidth emotion and trembling like a leaf, Aiidrd took hold of tho 
little hand and pressed it respectfully to his lips, as he stammered : 
** Mademoiselle Saoino, oh 1 how good of you. Thanks ! ” 

It was indeed Sabine, the only descendant of the old powerful house of 
Do Mussidan. wdio had come to see Andrd, the foundling of the Venddiiie 
Jiospital. It was Sabine, the maiden naturally reserved and timid, taught 
to respect all social conventionalities, who thus risked what was most 
precious to her in the world— her honour and reputation. It w'as she who, 
despite all tho prejudices of her education and race, thus came from the 
Kuo de Matiguou, to the distant studio in tho Kue do la Tour d’Auvergno. 
l^Bon flnds no excuse for such daring conduct, but the heart easily 
explains it. 

For more than two years Sabine and Aiidti'} had lovetl each other. They 
had met for the> first time at the Ciiateau,dc Mussidan, brought togethc^r by 
a succession of trifling incidents, which set at defiance all the precautions 
of human prudenco. Man conceives and combines project after project, 
but above him rules Providence — fools say chance ; and the far-seeing eye. 
and omnipotent hand of the Almighty order everything fWhtkc accomplish- 
ment of His impenetrable designs. 

At the end of tho summer of lb05, Audrd, whose constant application to 
work had somewhat injured his health, was thinking of travelling, when, 
one evening, his master, Jean Lauticr, sent for him. “If you would liko 
comparative rest,’’ said lie, “ and at the same time make some three or four 
hundred francs, now’s your chauco. An architect asks me for a sculptor 
to execute something in the country — in a supeib {dace, with magniHceuti 
scenery all about. Would you like to undertake the work ? ” 

Tiic proposal was so acceptable to Andr<$, that by the end of the week he 
was on his way, with the prospect of a mouth’s absence from tho turmoil of 
Paris. On his arrival at Mussidan, ho made an examination of the work 
intrusted to liim, and saw that he could accomplish it with |)erfcct case. 
It was simply to restore some ornameuts over a balcony which had been 
recently repaired. The whole could bo completed in 2 I fortnight. However, 
he did not hurry. Tho surrounding country delighted him ; ho made a 
iiuni1)er of charming watercolour sketches ; and with open air and suusliino 
his health speedily returned. There was yet another reason why ho made 
no haste— but this reason ho dared not acknowledge- even to himself. In 
the park ho had caught a glimpse of a young girl whoso eyes, aa sho 
glancCd at him, had ulled his heart with a new and delightful emotion. 
Kow, this young girl was Sabine. 

At midsummer the count had started for Germany, the countess had 
taken refuge at Luchou, and between tliein they had decided tho wisest 
thing to do was to send their daughter to the old family mansion, under 
the protection of an aged relative, Madame de ChcvauchA. Tho story of 
these two young people, Andrd and Sabine, was that of all those who liavc 
been truly young, and who havo loved with siucfrity. They exchanged a 
word or two one morning, and tho next day Sabine went out on the balcou^^ 
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to sec -Aiidry at work, taking a childish pleasure in watching liim as ho 
carved the hard stone. Although more disturbed than ho had ever before 
. been in bis life, Andr(3 made so bold as to^peak to lior. Tiicy talked in- 
deed for a long time, and she was astonished by the culture of this young man, 
who, in his loose white blouse and broad-briiniiied hat, had seemed to her 
a simple mechanic. Ignorant and inexperienced, Sabine w'as incapable of 
' iinaly/in^ her new sensations. Andr<S was less able tp make lIp mistake ; and 
[ one evening, after a severe examination of himstdf, ho w’as obliged to cou- 
. fess the truth. “ I am in love with her,’* he murmured — “ it is unforLu- 
uately too true.” Then aa a ray of common sense showed him the full ex- 
tent of liis folly anil presumption, and he realized the barrier separating 
him from this young giil of iioldo birth and immense wealth, ho was over- 
whelmed with constcniiition. “ I must leave,” he said to liimself. “ I must 
take myself off— and in all speed, without once looking round. No good 
can happen to iiio hero.” >(e said this in all possible good f.aith as others 
^ w'ould have done in Ids place ; he thoroughly made up his mind — and yet, 

I ul'tor all, finding his heart fail him ut the decisive mo/nout, he deferred 
^ his departure and remainetl. 

, It seemed, truly enough, as if fate wore in his favour. The ChAtean do 
[ Miiasiilan is situated in a most secluded district. To reach the nearest 
village it was necessary to pass through part of tlic forest; and so, on 
.Andre’s amval, it was dccidea lie should take his meals at the chateau. Vic 
T took them alone at the hours ho pleased in tlic grand dining-room, w'aitetl 
, on by an old seivani of the house ; but after a short time, this isolatioji 
I struck iSabino iis a great inconvcuieiice and a needless humiliation. “ ^Vlly 
doesn’t M. Aiktite take his meals with us?” she asked her aunt. *‘ITe is 
cortaiiily much better bred than many of the persoiis you rccch o, and lie 
> would amuse you.” 

The old lady .idoptcd the suggestion. Of coarse it seemed to Jior a most 
extraordinary thing to admit a young man who liad been chiselling stones 
^ all day long to her table. But then she v/as really so cimuicd. Invited uii 
, tlic iinpiilsc of the moment, Andrc^ aa impulsively accepted ; and the old 
lady iinagiiicd her eyes deceived her when, at diiinor-timc, she was c(ju- 
I fronted by a guest who was not mei’cly dressed like a gcnticnian, but 
I filiow'cd remarkable case of manner and good breeding. It is iuorcdiblo,” 
f she saiiUto her ncioc. as she W'as making licr preparations for the niglit, 
“ absolutely incredible, that a mere stone-cutter should have the air of a 
graml seigneur ! But the end of till things has come, it seems to ixu' -there 
. are no longer any diatinctions of rank. T can only see utter confusibn ; wo 
J are marching ra^iidly tow^ard chaos, and it is quite time I should die.” 
f Notwithstanding all her prejudices, Aiulro fpund his way into the old 
t lady’s goodv^accs, and linally completed his conquest by painting a portrait 
j of her, which, while it flattered her prodigiously, was ne\erthelofis a very 
fair likeness. From that moment he w^aa received on tlio most cordial foot- 

* iug ; and no longer fearing a rebuff, ho allowed himself both clever and 
; original in conversation. On one occasion he related to Madame do 

CbOVauclnS the story of his life aa simply as he liad told it to i’aul, but with 
more details, Sabine wa-s deeply interested in the narrative, wonder struck 

• by the heroism and endumnee he had shown as a child, and by the develop- 
ment of the qualities wliich had Anally won for him comparative success. 
81io admired his courage and persoverance. lie seemed to her one of these 
superior beings whom young girls dream about. In a word she learnt to 
love liim, and dai-ecl to acknowledge it to herself. And why not H Their 
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flcfitinios, far ax^art as they seemed, had certain points of reaomhiance. 
With a father and mother who bold “homo” in c(xual horror, Sabine was 
w ell nigh as abandoned as Andr6 1 

Their days now passed raxndly away. Forgotten by tlic whole world, 
.npivir<intly sequestei*cd in this isolateil chdtcau, they wore free as tho 
summer breezes ; for Madame de ClicvauchcS never troubled them. Ilegn- 
lurly after breakfast the old lady begged Andr<^ to read her the G’toV/f’, aii<l 
regularly, a\go, between tho twentieth and thirtieth lines, she sank into a 
sleep w'liieli no one over dared to disturb. The t\^'o young people slipx>cd 
away on tiptoe, gaily laughing like truants from school ; and they wandered 
through tho wide avenues of the park, in the shade of the aneieiit oaks, 
or else in the full sunlight skirted the russet liued rocks of lUvron. At 
times on board an old worm-eaten boat, wldoh AudreS contrived to utilise, 
tiioy drifted down the little river, past the crcei)ers and iris and among the 
ret (Is and 'water-lilics. 

Two months thus slipped away — two entire months of encJiantmcnt — two 
months of intoxi(.\ition and love, although tho word, love, never once leaped 
from their hearts to their lips. After having long fought against a piissiun 

ftom which ho could SCO no liappy issue, Aiidr6 had ended by casting ro- 

llcoticn aside. ITo refnaed to think of tho future, in the same way that a 
coiisiimxitive refuses to think of her malady. Tic vaguely anticix>atcd some 
gicat calamity w’hich would separate them, but u-hile awaiting it, each 
night lie thanked God on bended knees that Tie granted him another 
day of happiness. “ No,” ho said to himself, “ it cannot last, I am too 
luijipy ; " and he was right. 

iSnxions to justify his lingering at Miissidan, Andrei, after completing the. 
tiisk that had brought him there, dc(?idod to add to tho decorations of tlio 
b-mst; a chf'tVmivrc of modern ark Ho dotorinincd to throw over tho 
:iCoiio of tho old balcony a garland of leaves and llowers - -ekmci ti.s and creep- 
ing Virginia blended, so to say, in one. Each day, while everyone else was 
yet sound asleep, hia task advanced. One morning wdiilo ho Tvas on the 
h ilcoiiy occui^icd with tlio creepers, the old valet w’ho usually w'aitod on 
liim came to say that Madame dc Chevanch6 wished to speak to him. “ She 
begged me to hurry you, sir, saying it was a mattci- of importance.” 

'L'he yoiing artist had a xn'csentimcnt of impending misfortune. He 
divined that his dream of bliss was over, and followed tho old servant with 
the uncertain, hesitating steps of a condemned man. As they pansi^d in 
front of 'the dniwing-room where Sabine’s aunt was waitinjj, Lae valet 
wliispercd, “Take care, sir, take care 1 Madame is in suen a state of 
rniiKl. I never have seen her like it since the day my master died.” 

'J'he old lady was indee^T in a terrible temper ; and, despite hey rheuma- 
tism, was w'alking up and down the room, her higli cap askew, gesticulat- 
ing and rappillg on the floor with her tall cane. When Andrd appeared, 
slit; paused abruptly, throw back her head with a haughty gesture, and in a 
Iona, maseuline-like voice— such as women of the old aristocracy koei) in 
reaerve for special occasions — began, “ Ah, ah I my fine follow t you ha^ 
had the iinpudouee, I am told, to make love to my niece ! ” 

She addressed him precisely as she might have spoken to a farm servant, 
thinking, no doubt, that she would thus awaken in him 9* more vivid sense 
of the enormity of his offence. I'ale as Andrei had previously been, lio now 
flushed Scarlett “ Madame ! ” he stammered. 

Good heavens ! man, do you intend to dehy what I say^ when your 
v<jry f{ic(5 tells the truth?” cried the angry old lady. “Do you know you 
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arc au impudent knave, to presume to lift your eyes to Sabine de Musaidan ? 
How can you have been so audacious ? !)}eoause 1 was over kind to you, I 
suppose. Did you mean to seduce her, or did you think of asking for her 
hand in marriage ? ” 

“ I swear to you, madamc. Upon my honour—” 

“ Upon your honour ? To hear yon, one would suppose you were a born 
nobleman. If my husband had been .aUve, he would have* broken every 
bone in your body ; but I must simply content myself with ordering you 
from the premises. Get your tools together, my mau, and be off ! ” 

Andr6 did not move. He stood os if turned to atone. Sensitive as ho 
usually was, he now hardly noticed the indignity with which he was treated 
— he only realized that he should never see Sahiuc again ; and as the full fon:e 
of this misfortune swept over him, he turned deadly pale and staggered to 
a chair. His majinev was so unexpected, his bitter grief so apparent, that 
the old lady seemed actually tou<3hed, and resumed in a softer tone, “I 
have, perhaps, been very severe with you, sir; but I am, unfortunately, very 
quick -tempered. This lamentable affair is my fault in a very great degree. 
As tlie Cur6 of Eivron told me early this morning, I am so old that 1 liad 
forgotten how young peojilc wore likely to conduct themselves when left 
tiloiic. I was the only one it seems who was ignorant of your goings on ; 
f(»r the whole district has bc^n chattering about you and my niece.” 

Andrei started to his feet with so threatening a gesture, that had the six 
hiiiidjed inhabitants of Bivroii seen him, they would certainly have fled in 
terror. Ah 1 ” cried he, “ if I only had the wretches by the throat ! ” 

** Good I ” exclaimed Madame do Chcvauch6, by no means displeased with 
this oncrgoiic language. ‘‘Good! but you can hardly expect to cut out 
every malicious tongue. Fortunately, the harm is so far not irreparable ; so 
go away and forgot my niece.” 

“ Go away and forget 1 ” — she might as W’cU have l>id Andrti destroy him- 
self. “Madame,” ho began, in a aesi)airing tone, “pray listen to me. I 
am young, and full of courage and hope i ” 

His despair was so intense, his voice so heart-broken, that tho old lady 
positively pitied him. “What is the use of saying that to me ? ” she asked. 
“ Sabine is not my child. All that 1 can do is never to mention this matter 
to my niece’s father and mother. Good heavens I if Mussidan only knew 
It, what a stir he would ikiake I Como, now, go away ! Yon have in;nle 
me ill, and 1 don’t believe I shall cat a mouthful for the next two days.” 

Audrd left the room, supporting himself against the wall. Tho floor 
seemed to heave and roll like a ship’s deck in a gale. His mind wa3 whirl- 
ing too, and he could barely see where ho was going. In the hall, however, 
he realised that some one gr.asped his hand ; aoii after .a vigorous cifort to 
collect his thoughts, he perceived Sabine, pale and statiie-like, beside him. 
“ I ha^Jkeard everything, Andr6, everything,” said she. , ♦ 

“ Yb&V* ho stammered. “ It is all over ; I am driven aw'ay.” 

“ Where are you going ? ” 

"God only knows ! I do not care.” 

Sabine laid her hand on his arm. “ You are desperate,” she wliispercd. 
He looked at her with eyes that terrified her, and aiioworcd, in a husky 
voice, ‘‘Desperate, indeed I ” 

HoYcr had Sabine teen so lovely. Her eyes sparkled with generous de- 
termination, her expression was sublime. “But, supposing,” said she, 
“ supposing I showed you some gleam of future hope, what would you dp 
tlicn ? . f 
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“ Whnt wouM I do ? ” cried Andrd, with dclirioug exultation. Why, 
cvciytliiiig in the power of man. Let ohstacloa be iniiltipliod around us, 
I would dash them aside. No matter how ditnoult the conditions im- 
X)Oscd upon me, I would fulfil them. If a fortune is wanted, I will'inako 
it--a name, I will win it 1 ”• 

‘‘You have forgotten one thing that is needed — patience.” 

“Ah ! madcnjoiaelle, I have that too. Don't you understand, that with 
one word from you I can live on hope ? ” 

Sabine raised her right hand, na if calling on heaven to hoar her. 
“ ^Vurk,*’ she said, “ w^ork and hope, Andvd ; for 1 swear before God that I 
will be your W'ife, or die unmarried. If there must be a contest, then - ” 

A loud noise at the end of tho hall interrupted her. 01<1 Madame do 
Clievauch6 M'as Kipping on the door with her cane. “Still here !” she 
oiicd in a ringing voice. 

Audrd turiiod and fled. His heart wMS beating wildly. Ah I now he had 
a hope Avhich would enable him to bear all trials without a murmur. What 
Jiappejicd after his departure between Madame do ChevaiichiS and her 
ni((;o? Tho scM'vanta roniarkod that, after a long conForcnco togctlier, 
Hiey both liad red and swollen eyes. It is possible that Sabmo coaxed the 
eld l.uly round to her "way of thinking: for two months later, when 
Nladamo do Chovauch6 difj«l, she bequeathctevevything she posscsaetl 
directly to Sabine, her will being so drawn up that Mademoiselle do 
Mubsiilan was to receive tho revenues as long as she remained single, and 
the »:nl.ire capital outlie day of her marriage, “ with or without her parents’ 
oonaiuit.” This clause made Sabine’s mother remark, “Our poor aunt 
lu, ^t her iiuiul at last.” 

No, faho had not lost her mind. Sabine and Andrt* undcrstootl her per- 
f«‘ctly, aud sincerely niouniod the eKcollcnt woman, whoso last desire wa.s 
1o arnooth their path. 

'J'hey \vci(? then both in Paris, Aniir6 liard at work, Sabine true to her 
promises. In Palis she even more mistress of her time and actions 
than wh(‘ii at Mussidan, She w'as guarded only by her faithful inaM, 
l\iodostc*, w’ho was absolutely devoted to her. Thus after corrospomiiug 
w ith Audi 6 , she lia<l at last granted him several interviews, and finally, 
yielding to Ins entreaties, she had consented to visit him at his studio, al- 
■ways aocompanied, be it understood, by Modesto. And here, it may be 
added, that never a sovereign, visiting her devoted subjects, never a 
madonna borne in procession through a crowd of worshippers, was the ob- 
ject of more respectful adoration, than that oflbred to Sabine in the artist’s 
humble home. 


TX. 


Of course, Mademoiscllo de Mussidan had absolute^ certainty of being 
trea+ed with boundless respect before she decided to visit Aiidr<5. 

AVlicn slie entcrcjrl his modest studio, pervaded as it was with thoughts of 
her, she seemed to breathe the incense that had burned in her honour^ 

She was so calm and self-possessed, that no one would ha^e imagined she 
was conscious of having vontered on the most haKardoua step a young girl 
can possibly take. After giving Andr^ her hand, she slowly took off her 
bonnet, handed it to Modcste, and then inquired, “ How do I look, my 
fiiend?” 
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T]io artist’s ^^ai^fciionato anH^cr made h(^ smile, and she gaily added, I 
meant to say, am 1 as I ought to be for my |’>ortrait? ” 

Sabine was beautiful ; but to compare her beauty with Rose’s as Paul 
had done, was foolish in the extreme. Rose’s beauty was of the kind that 
take the senses captive, and wins tho light admiration of a libertine ; 
Sabine’s was of a dilibrcnt eharactor, reOned and idealized. Rose cliaincd 
the body to this earth ; Sabine raised tho soul heaven wards^. To jiidgo 
Madeinoiaelle de Mussidan it was necessary to know her, to bo worthy of 
her HO to say. There was nothing dazzling about her chaste beauty. An 
expression of placid resignation, somewhat mingled with reserve, greatly 
attcmiat<5<l the impression she was likely to cause on a superficial observer. 
She could hiivc passed nunoticod, like .some forgotten R;iphael, coated with 
dust, and hanging in an ol)scure village chnroii. Rut wlien attention was 
once I'cally attracted, no one could tire of admiring her broad brow, with 
its crown of braided chestnut hair ; her large soft eyes, her exquisitely 
curved lips, and her transparent complexion. She had adopted for her 
portrait a ooilliirc, long out of fashion, but which suited her wonderfully ; 
and it was in connection with this coiffure that she had asked, ** How do 
1 look ? » 

“Alas!” said Andr(5, ‘‘when I see you, I realize all my lack of skill. 
An hour ago, T said to myjielf, tho portrait is finished 1 But now, f can’t 
coiicoal the truth, my work is moat imperfect.” 

He had drawn aside the bfijzc curtain, and Sabine’s portrait stood with 
tile light full upon it. It was by no means a work of extraordinary merit. 
Aiidrb was Init twenty*fonr, and while studying, ho had been compelled to 
toil for his d;illy broad. Still tho picture was not wanting in originalt^^ ; 
and although lack of experience was apparent, here and there there was a cer- 
tain charm ovoii about its very faults. Sabine stood for a moment looking 
at it in silence, and then in a tone of sincere conviction said, “It is 
beautiful.” 

’Fhe young painter was too discouraged to accept this praise. “No 
doubt it in not unlike you,” ho replied, slowly ; “ but the photograph you 
gave me was an excellent likness, better even than this. I Jmvc achieved 
but a sorry result, for I have been unable to impart the least reflection of 
your inner self. It is but a superficial sketch. However, 1 will try again, 
and then— ” , 

Sabine interrupted him with a gesture of denial. “ V'ou will not try 
again, ” she said, in a sweet but firm voice, 

‘ ‘ \Vhy not ? ” he asked in surprise. 

“ Because, my dear friend, this visit will be my last.” 

“Ttrelast,” stammered AndriS. “What h|ivo I done that you should 
punish Jiic so cruelly ? ” 

“lam not pnuLshing you, Aiidr6,” answered Sabine. desired my 

portrait ; I yitdded to your entreaties, and do not regret having done so. 
But listen, now, to tlio voice of reason. Don’t you understand that I have 
no j ight to trifle in this W'ay with iny reputation? Have you thought what 
the world would say if it ever became known that I have come here like 
thi.-!, day after day?” 

I fe did not reply i ho was trying to recover from this heavy blow. “ Be- 
sidL'S,” resumed Mademoisolle'de Mussidan, “ what is the use of a picture 
that luuHt be liiddon like a bad action? Do you forgot that our future^ 
ouv uifu riage depend on your rapid success ? ” 

“ No, surely I don’t forget it,” 
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“ Then hasten your endeavours Andrd. It is not enough for me to say my 
choice is not an ordinary one— you must prove the truth of my words by your 
works.’* 

And I will do so ! ” 

“So I believe, dear friend. But remember what T said a year ago : 

* Become celebrated, and then go to the Gointo de Mussidan, my father, and 
ask iiim foi-h «4 daughter’s hand. If he refuse — if my prayers do not move 
iiim— I will leave his house on your arm.' *’ 

“You aro right!” replied Andr6. “Let us leave the portrait on one 
side : I should be a fool to sacrifice a future life of happiness for a brief 
space of present joy. To hear you, moreover, is to obey,” 

Mademoiselle dc Mussidan reclined in the groat arm-chair ; Aiidr^ drew 
forward a carved oak stool, and in his turn sat down. “Now,” resumed 
Sabine, “ as we agree so well, let u.s discuss our common interests, for it 
seeiiis to mo wc have been neglecting them.” 

These common interests simply resolved themselves into the question of 
Andr<.Vs success, and heUit once began to relate what had happened sinco 
tlieir last meeting ; “ I am really embarrassed,” ho began, “ The day be- 
fore yesterday rrinoc Orcscenzi, the celebrated amateur, came to visit my 
studio. One of my sketches pleased lum, and he ordered a picture, agree- 
ing to pay me sbe thousand francs.*' h 

“ But that is a great stroke of luck ! ’* 

*‘'lo be sure: but, unfortunately, ho wants it at once. Then, again, 
.lean Lanticr, overwhelmed with work, oilers to transfer to mo the oniamen- 
hition of a large house in the Champa Klysi^es, which he is building for a 
contractor, M. Clandclii. He proposes I should engage the necessary work- 
iricMi, supci'intond the wholo alrair, and thus net some seven or eight thou- 
sjumI francs profit.” 

“ But hoAv are you embarrassed? ** 

“Lot me explain. I have scon M, Oandclu twice ; he wishes me to bo- 
at once. Now, I can’t undertake both of these cutorprises. I must de- 
cide between them.” 

kSabiiie thought for a moment. “ I should do the picture,” said she. 

“ And I should agree with you, if it were not for — ” 

The young girl kuew her lover well enough to divine the cause of his 
hesitation. “Ah!” she murmured* “ Will you never love me well 
enough to forget that 1 am rich ? Our plans would quickly have a good re- 
sult if you w'ould only consent — ” 

Aiidn^ turned pale. “Ah I cried ho, “ do you wish to poison our love ? ” 

Slio sighed, but did not insist. “Well,” she said, “let it be as you 
desire. Leave the prince’s picture on one side, and make arraugementB to 
proceed with M. Gandelu’s work.” 

It was no^ striking five o’clock, and Sabine rose. “Before leaving, my 
friend.” said she, “I ought to inform you of an annoying matter. There 
has been some talk of marrying me to Monsieur de Breulh-Faverlay.” 

“ Tlio inillion.iire who keeps a racing stable ? ” 

“ Precisely. If I resisted my father’s desires, an explanation would bo 
necessary, ami I am by no means desirous of one just now. I therefore 
propose speaking frankly to Monsieur de Breulh. 1 know him ; he is an 
honest and straightforward man, and will withdraw. What do you think 
of this plan ? ” 

“Alas!” exclaimed Andr<5, “I think that if he withdraws, it will be 
only to make room for some one elsOi” 



74 


THK SLAVES OF FARTS. 


** Very likely, and then wo will dismiss his successor in his turn. Ought 
^ I not to have my shave of difficulties ? ” 

j But the prospect frightened the unhappy lover. “What a life yours 
: will bo,” he murmured. “You may have to wage daily wur with your 
tfainily.” 

^ She looked at him proudly as she answered, “ T)o you doubt me? *’ 

' Sabine was now rc.ady to leave, and Andr6 wished to go fetch her a 
. vehicle ; but she refused, saying that Modeste and she were not afraid of 

• walking, even if they did not succeed in finding a cab on their way. As 
' she took her leave, she added, “ 1 shall see M> dc Breulb to-morrow, and 

will write to you at once,” 

Andr6 remained alone. It seemed to him at fli st as if part of his life had 
left him with Sabine. However, his depression did not hist long. A happy 
inspiration came to him. “She went away on foot,” ho reflected, “ I may 
' yet see her for some iiiinutcs. I can surely follow her at a distance without 
comproiniaing her.” 

Ten seconds later he was in the street. It wasfgrowiiig dark, and yet 
on glancing down the Rue do la Tour d' Auvergne he could still perceive 
Sabine and her maid. They were walking fast, but he had soon covert'd 
the intervening ground, and ton paces in tlic rear, followed them along the 
' Rue dc Laval and the Rue de Douai. Ho made no attempt to apprii'.o them 
of his presence but walked on, admiring Sabine’s dainty wall; .and dis- 
tinguished air, and the ebarming manner in which she held her dress aside 
; witliout unduly raising it. “ And to think,” he murmured, “ to think 
that the day m.ay come when I shall have the right of walking beside her. 

> Her arm will rest on mine.” The thought thrilled him like an electric 
buttery, 

j In the meanwliile, Sabine and Modesto had rcfudied the Rue Bl.mehe, 
where finding a cab, they hailed it tind got in. The vehicle already 
. some distance off, and yet Aijdr<S lingered on the curbstone following it in 

; fiuicy. However, he could not stand tliere for ever ; and at last, miistoring 

lip his courage, ho turned round, intending to regain his studio. Ho w^as 

• half •way along the Rue cle Ikmal ivlien, just as he passed in front of a 
brilliantly illuinbuted shop, he heard a gay young voice call him by uame, 
“ Monsieur Audrd I Monsieur Andr^ 1 ” 

He looked up in bewilderment, tike a man just wakened. Before him, 
near a smart looking brougham drawn by two fine liorses, stood a young 
woman, in a most conspicuous costume, who was making a fcieiitlly sign to 
him. He racked his memory to recognize her. “Tam not mist, ken,” lie 
said, at last ; “ Mademoiselle Rose, I fancy ? ” 

“ Say Madame Zora do Ohantemille, if you please,” exclaimed a falsetto 
voice in the rear. 

Andrd turned,' and found himself confronted by a young man who had 
jus^been giving some orders to the coachman, “ Ah ! ” said ho, starting 

“Yes,” resumed tho young fellow. “ Chantemille is the name of an 
estate 1 intend giving to madame as soon as my father is dead.” 

It was with some little surprise that the painter oxamined this libcr.al 
minded young spark, noting m turn his ridiculously short coat, his low 
broad brimmed hat, his tight trousers whioh showed his knock-knees to 
advantage, his huge watch chain and locket, his eye glass and liis red 
gloves, ito certainly looked ridiculous ; and Toto-Chupin had not exagger- 
^ ated in likening him to a monkey, 
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•* Pshaw ! ” cried Rose, “what difference does a name make? The im- 
portaut thing is to persuade this gentleman, who is a friend of miuo, to 
come home and dino with us 1 ** and without awaiting a reply, she gaily 
but roughly pushed Andrew into a brilliantly lighted vestibule. 

“ 'Poll my word,” cried tho young swell, “ *pon my word, I call that 
rather stilf ! However, our friend’s friends are our friends, no doubt. In- 
deed, of coursoHilioy aro.” 

Andr(5, wlio was quite disconcerted by this unlooked for onslaught, tried 
to excuse himself, but Rose, anxious to show her new-born power, placed 
liorself on the doorstep, and repeated again and again, “Yon must dino 
with us ; 1 insist on it. You shall dine with us ; you must, you shall ! ” 

Then, as slic prided herself on her good manners, she took in her own 
(liuidelu’s and Andre’s right hand. “Monsieur AndrA,” said she, “1 
must introduce to you M, (l^aaton deGandeln. M. de Gandclu — M. AndriS, 
the artist.” 

l lie two young men bowed. “ Andrd 1 ” sqid Gandclu. “I have heard 
the name before; and the^face is familiar — ah, yes ! I have it; it was at my 
father’s. Aro you not, sir, in charge of the sculpture on his new house ? 
1'hcn you belong to us. We inaugurate Zora’s new apartment to-night ! 
Lots of fun yon know. And tho more we are, of course tho merrier.” 

AiKlr6 still resisted. “ I cannot accept,” he said ; “ I have an important 
ong«igcment.” 

Well, break it then. You aro hero, and we mean to keep you.” 

Andre hesitated. Ho wa,8 out of spirits, and felt a strong desire to escape 
from himself. “ After all,” he thought, “ why should 1 decline ? If this 
young iTiian’s friends aro like himself, I shall not hick amusement.” 

“Como,” said Rose, iiastrniug to the stairs, “ it’s decided.” Andrd W'as 
about to follow her, when Gandclu held him back, whispering with a 
<l‘iliglited air, “Was there ever such a woman ! and wait a bit, you don’t 
know her yet. Let nu*. form her a little. I haven’t my equal for Starting 
a woman you know. Just you ask Auguste at the Oaf 6 Richc. He'll tell 
you that I’m A 1.” 

“ That is easily seen,” replied Andr^, seriously. 

“ To be sure ! First, you sec, I understand business. Tm straight, and 
sciuare, and fair — Zora — a tine name, don’t you think so? I chose it. Zora 
is not very swell to-night, but only wait a bit and you’ll see. This after- 
noon 1 ordered .six dresses for her — six dresses from V an Klopen. You know 
him of course ? ” 

“ Not in the least.” 

“What! is that really so? You amaze me. Van Klopen, my dear 
fellow, is a dressmaker --a man dressmaker. He is an Alsatian, without 
his equal. Such taste ! such invention ! such ckic ! ” 

Rciiching her apartment by this time, Rose called impatiently, “Are^ 
you never coming ? ” 

“ Quick ! ” said Gandelu to Andrd ; “ let us go up at once.' When she 
is angry, she has terrible nervous attacks. She woirt own it, but I k^now 
that such is the case. There’s no deceiving me. I’m well acquainted with' 
women’s natures.” 

Rose and Paul were not fitted to understand each other ; they were far'*** 
too much alike. If the new lady of Ohantemille had so particularly insisted 
on retaining Andr^ to dinner, it was because she wished to dazzle him with 
her magnificence. As a beginning, she exhibited her two BcryantS|dier cook 
and her maid— and then Andri^ had to visit each room, and adi 2 [are each 
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article of fiirnituro. Ito had to fall iuto ecstauiea on beholding tho ever- 
lasting and horrible buttercup and blue hangings of tho drawing-room ; was 
compelled to feol how thick and glossy tho stuffs were^ and how admirably 
the lounges were padded. Gandelu triumphantly opened the inarch, holding 
aloft a huge candelabrum, the eight candles of which besprinkled him with 
wax. He extolled tho exquisite tasto of everything, and invariably 
chronicled tho price in tho tone of un appraiser. His chatti'Was most dis- 
jointed, and Andrd had no little difficulty in following it. clock," 

the young swell said, cost a hundred louis — n more nothing, you under- 
stand. It is so singular that yon should know my father. Hasn’t he a clear 
head 7 That jardiniiiro coat three hundred francs, one might as well say 
nji^hing. Bo very careful with my father, he is extremely cunning. H« 
was doterminod on my becoming a working man, but I would rather have 
died. Ho, that Was by no means dear, that table ; it only cost twenty louis. 
At first, you boo, I did not know that ho was in bad health, but tho 
physicians now say that in six months — ” Ho paused, for at this moment 
a loud noise was hoard in tho aiite-room. ‘*Kcre come my guests!” he 
cried, and placing the candelabrum on the table, he hurried out of tho room, 
Ajidr6 ^as supremely astonished. He had heard speak of these young 
swells, the delight of the Boulevard and the turf, but lie had so far never 
mingled in their society. His look of stupefaction must have Ihittered K-cse. 

As you see,” she said, “ I have left Paul. To begin with, he wearied mo 
inexpressibly, and at last he hadn’t a sou to buy me bread.’* 

“ lie I you are jesting ; for to-day he came to my rooms, and told me 
that he was making twelve thousand francs a year.” 

Twelve thousand falsehoods I Unless — well, at all events, I can only 
say that a fellow who accepts five hundred francs from people ho does not 
know — *’ She stopped short, but signed to And ihJ that she had a great deal 
more to tell him. 

Young Gandelu w'as now entering the room with his friejids, w’liom ho 
duly introduced. “My lads,” said he, “The whole spread comes frmu 
Potcl’s. We’ll have some fun, and by- and- bye a little gambling, just fin- 
tho sake of our healths.” 

The guests scomed fully as ridiculous as the host ; and Andrc^ was be- 
ginning to congratulate himself on having come, when a servant, with n 
white choker, threw open tho door of the salon and amionnced, “Madame 
la Vicoiiktesac is served ! ” 


X. 

Wtiknevkh B. M.^scarot was asked whatwras tho chief condition of success, 
ho invariably replied, “ Activity— -activity— activity.” He had, it must 
he admitted, one great superiority over most men -he put into practice tho 
maxims ho professed ; and so we need not be surprised if on the morrow of 
his expedition to the H6tel dc Mussidan, he was already fn his office and at 
work, at seven o’clock in the morning. Although a thick fog lay over tlic 
city, and little if anything could be distinguished out of doors, the outer 
ollico was already thronged with clients. But the honourable agait^ did not 
trouble himself about tiiese matutinal visitors, mostl^r composed of c^ok- 
sbop servants, who after purchasing their daily provisions at the Co tral 
Itoketa hard by, dropped iu on the chance, perhaps, that handsome M. 
{kMtmnar^hef might have somo better situation for them. Experience luid 
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tauglit Mascarot th<at servants of thisclass, who seldom leave their kitchens, 
knew but little of what transpired in the eating-houses where they wore 
employed, or even if they did know an^tliing, it was not of the sltghfcest 
value to him. Mascarot, tbci-efore, relinmiished these early applicants to 
Bcaiimarchef, and only disturbed himseir when by chance he recognized, 
til rough the glass window, some face ho was familiar with, that of a rnaifre 
d' hotel or butll^ tn some noble household. Otherwise he paid as little atten- 
tion to the hubbub in the outer ax)artmont as a minister of state pays to the 
crowd in his antc-rooni. Ho was busy classifying a number of those small 
sijuarcB of card- board, which had so puzzled Paul, and, as often happens in 
inomeiits of preoccupation, he allowed his thoughts to exude in a flow of 

“AVliat an undertaking 1 he muttered, “and yet what a result ! I 
alone, it is true, bear the burden of this enormous task. I alone still hold 
the threads which, for twenty years, \idtli the patience of a sx^ider weaving 
his web, 1 have fastened to so many xHij>pots, At a motion from me they 
arc ill! alert. And to look at mo, who would believe it. When I go down 
the Hue Montorgiioil, the neighbours say, ^ There goes Maecarot. That is 
Mascarot, who keeps an employment otlico for all the sexes ! ’ They laugh, 
Liid I let them laugh. Secret power is always the strongest. The powers 
Mi«n Ivuow of arc attacked, and oft-iime overthrown ; but no one knows 
mo- iioono.'’ 

A more iiripf»-'tant card than the otherH now p-asserl under hia eyes. He 
i a|)i<lly tj’ju ed a liiuj or two on its margin, and in a moment or two spfiko 
tg'ijij. “ I may run aground, it’s true, yomc lino day the meshes oi: n»y 
net may suax», and KOinc of the x>rey eseax^o — and what then ? 7'hut foul, 
liic Count do Mussulan, asked me if I know the laws of my country. I 
Jnnihl bay 1 did ! No one has studied them mure thoroughly ; and I know 
Ui.it llieiu maybe found in the penal code, Book the Third, Chapter Jl., 
a e(‘it.un clause, No. 400, which seems to have been specially drawn I’.p 
with tJio view of hamx>ering my operations. Hard labour for a term of 
ycai's, if you pleus(i ; and if a cuiiuing magistrate knocks me over with 
Article IlOu, it becomes a (question of hard labour for life ! ’’ As he spoke 
these words, a cold shiver passed down his spine ; but it was of brief 
duration, for w^'hat a triumphant smile he resumed, “Yes, but to send 
r». Mascarot to breathe the air at Touloo, B. Mascarot must be trax)ped 
iJrst, and B. Mascarot is no fool. Danger in the air, and Mascarot meiks, 
\'ainBlics, ovai3orAtc3. He may be looked for, and lie won’t be found. As 
for those timid gamesters, my associates — Catenae, the miser, and Hortc- 
))i/u, tlic exucurcan-*-! have kcx)t them out of danger. Croisenois would 
h.udly be suspected, and, besides, he would prefer suicide to confe»isL<m. 
Who would be prosecuted then? whom would the police net? Why 
merely JJeuumarchef, La Cand^le, Toto-Chupin, and two or three other 
poor tlevils. They w'ould be magnificent prizes^ and no mistake— prizes to 
be proud of ! However, even they could say nothing, for the very best of 
j»‘asoiis, they know nothing.” And Mascarot, pleased with Iiis own 
icasoiiiiig, laughed aloud. Then with ^ haughty gesture, ho udj listed his 
bpectacle^and added, “I will march Straight to the end 1 have in view, 
TlirouglL^3Msenois 1 shall make, at one blow, some four millions of francs. 
Taul^odl marry Fla vie, that’s settled ; and so that Flayie may bo haxipy and 
enviedi she shall be a duchess with tiiree hundred tliousand francs a year,’^ 

His squares of card-board were by this time in order ; and be no>v drew 
from a secret draw'cr a small address book. He opened it, added two Of 
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thrvo mmcA to those already hiscrilml, and as he consigned it to its hiding 
place, threateningly exclaimed, “You are all theini, iny good fricnda—ajl 
of you, and you don’t suspect it. You are rich, all of you — honoured, and 
comparatively happy ; for you flatter yourselves you are free. But you 
are mistaken, there is a man whom you belong to, body, soul and property, 
and this man is B. Mascarot, of the Rue Montorgiieil. You bold your 
heads high, no doubt ; and yet whenever he chooses you ^dll crawl to his 
feet, and dispute for the honour of tying his shoe-strings. And it happens, 
my friends, that Papa Mascarot has worked quite enough, and would like 
to retire from business ; so between you, you will have to fui'nish him with 
a comfortable income.” 

He stopped short, hearing a knock at the door, llo touched the bell on 
his tabic, and it had hardly ceased to tingle when Beaumarclicf appeared 
on the threshold. “ Would you believe it, sir,” said the retired military 
man. “Do you remember telling me to complete the papers respecting 
young Monsier Gandehi.” 

“ Yes ; what then ? ” 

“ Why, sir, it so happens that the cook he has engaged for his little 
lady is in our lists. She o\rcd us eleven francs, and has come to bring 
them ; she is outside now. Her name’s Mario. Isn’t it lucky now' ? ” 

Mascarot shrugged his shoulders. “You arc an idiot,” said he coldly, 

“ to he so pleased and astonished at this. I have often explained to you 
that luck or chatico, as you may call it, is simply a field for labour like any 
other, more extended, possibly, and requiring careful tillage. Now', for 
twenty years I have sowed crop after crop in this field ; and it would be 
Strange indeed, 1 think, if there were never any harvest 1 ” 

Beaumarclicf listened to his master open-mouthed in silent wonder at his 
astuteness. 

“ Who is this cook ? ” a.skcd Mascarot. 

“ Oh I as soon as you sec her, sir, you will recognise her. For a long 
time she has been on the lists in class* ' D ’—that is, as a cook for a house- 
hold of a questionablo reputation.” 

Mascarot was reflecting. “ Well,” said ho at last, “ fetch mo this girl ; ” 
and as Bcauinarchof turned to obey, he added, as if answering some oij- 
jeetion in his own mind, “It would be foolish to neglect the slightest 
precaution. J'lxporionco has shown me this.” 

Bat the cook of “ class D ” W'as already before him, extremely proud of 
her admission into the inner sanctuary. At the first glance, it wc's e.'isy to 
see why Beaumarchef had placed her in the category ho had inentiuiiod. 
iSho was received by Mascarot with the unctuous urbanity he was so f 
for, “Well, my girl,” said he, “so you liave found a place to your 
liking, and whore your merits will be appreciated ? ” ^ 

“ 1 hope so, sir ; but 1 have only been at Madame Zora dc Chantemillc's ; 
since two o’clock yesterday afternoon.” 

“ Ah I she calls herself Zora do Chantcmillc, does she ? ” 

“ You understand, sir, it is only a name she has taken. She quarrelled 
' about it, too, with my master. She wished to call herself il^phacle, but 
he insisted on Zora.” 

“ Zora is pretty — very pretty,” said Mascarot, gravely. 

“Yes, that is just what her maid and 1 told her. She is a very beauti- 
. ful woman ; and, my eyes I doesn’t she make the gold fly 1 I assure you, 
air, she has spent more than thirty thousand francs already«” 

“ Indeed I ” 
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fiir; and all on credit, mind you. Moiiaiciir de Gandeln Jiasn't 
a sou ill the world — so a waiter from PotePs told luo, and he knew what 
lio was saying. But his father, it Boems, is rolling in wealth. Yesterday, 
for a house-warming, as they called it, they had a dinner— and such a 
dinner ! It cost more than a thousand francs, with the wines.*’ 

As Mascarf^>it saw no way of utilizing this woman, be was about to dismiss 
her, when she, divining his intention, exclaimed, One ftioineiit, I haven’t 
told you anything worth knowing yet.** 

Mascafot did not expect anything from this source ; but he wa^aticut, 
and had learned to hold himself in subjection when necessary, lie knew 
too that it is unwise for an ambitions man, however far up the ladder he 
may bo, to refuse assistance, no matter however trivial it may seem, so 
he threw himself back in his chair, and assuming an expression of great, 
interest, exclaimed, “Go on, if you please.” 

“ Well,*’ resumed the cook, “ we had a great dinner ; eight guests, and 
madaine the only lady. Ah, sir, what handsome men they were ! so w'itty 
and distinguished, and so beautifully dressed ; but my master was the best 
dressed of all.** 

“hidccd,** drawled Miis<«irot, lifting his eyebrows. 

3iy ton o’clock, they wore all pretty tipsy, and then what do you think 
they (lid ? I’lioy sent to the concierge, ami told him not to let any one 
pass through the courtyard, as they intended to throw the dinuer-servicc 
out of the window. And they did it, too. Dishes and plates, glasses and 
bottles, all ilew pcll-moll. It seems its an aristocratic pi'actioe. *Thc 
waiters from Voters told mo it was a fashion introduced into Paris by some 
Jluasiaii princes.’* 

Maa(.\arot closed his eyes in despair behind his spectacles. The most 
heroic resignation has its limits, and so ho asked, “Well, well, what did 
you notice at all curious ? ” 

“Well, sir, among these gentlemen tlicfc was one who was tall and 
dark, badly dressed, and who said nothing. Yon might liave really 
thought tliat ho was laughing in liis sleeve at all the otljcrs. However, 
m.idame was as sweet as honey to him. She offered him all the delicacies 
031 the table. Will you take this ? and will you take tliat ? You arc not 
driidiing, and so on, After dinner, while the others were playing cards, 
lie s.at down by my mistress and began to talk with hex*.*’ 

“ And could you hear what they said? ** 

“ Of course I could : they were near tho bedroom door, and so J set it 
ajar and listened to them,*’ 

“ I'hat was not very honourable,** said Maacarot, in a shocked tone. 

“ Who cares ? I always like to know the private affairs of the peoiile I 
aerve. Tliey w’ore talking of a gontloman madamo had known before, a 
friend of the dark man’s — lus name, ah ! his name, dear me, I've forgotten 
it -wait a bit ! ” 

Beaumarchef, who had been in the background long enough, thought it 
was now lime to show his admirable memory. “ Paul Violnine,” saiil he. 

“ Precisely,” answered the cook, “that was the name I ** But after a 
'•nojiient, she exclaimed, in astonishment, “ IIow do you happen to know it?” 

Mascarot raised his spectacles and gave his associate a withering glance. 
“ Bcaumarchef knows everything,” he replied, carelessly. “ That is his 
business.” 

This explanation was not, perhaps, altogether satisfactory to the 
estimable cook, but, nevertheless, she resumed ber narrative. “AVell,** 
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BtiiJ 8ho, *‘madamc said that this Paul was a fellow of no account, tliat 
she (lid not trust him at all, and sho and tlie m^ii with the dark W.ard 
talked together about his having stolen twelve thousand francs.’’ 

^ Here Mascarot pricked up his ears, and became all attention. It seemed 
as if his patience was to be rewarded, after all. 

“ Do you know the name of this man to whom your mist^p^s said this? ” 
asked Mascarot. 

** No, indeed. The others called him * the artist.’ ” 

This vague information did not satisfy the methodical agent. Listen, 
iny girl,” ho said, in honeyed tones, ** will yon do me a great service ? I 
am inclined to believe this man is an artist who owes ino money. You 
must obtain for mu Ins name and address.” 

‘*AlKrigl)t! you iilay I’cly on me!” she answered, hastily adding, “I 
must go now, for I have the breakfast to buy. To-morrow, or the day after, 
you shall have the address.*’ So saying she left tlio room. 

As the door closed after her, Alascarot brought his hand down heavily 
o]i his desk. Flortebize,” said he, ‘*is wonderfully clever in snilting out 
a danger. Fortunately, 1 have the moans of suppressing both this foolish 
^voulan, this Hose, and that greater fool, the young follow who is ruinirig 
liimsolf tor her. Ay, they must both be suppressccl.” 

As before, when the same verb passed his master’s lips, Bcaumarchef put 
himself oil guard. 

“ Pshaw ! how absurd you arc with your everlasting gestures,” inter- 
rupted Mascarot, shrugging his shoulders. ^‘1 can do better than that. 
Kose calls herself nineteen, but she is more ; she is over twenty-one. IShe 
is consequently of ago. Gaiidelu, however, is still a minor, so that if old 

Oamlelu had a fibtle more nerve— well, it would he moral and funny, both 

at tJie same time. Articlo 304 of the Penal Code is an clastic one.” 

“ What did yon suy, sir ? ” asked Be.aumftrclicf, who did not understand. 

“ I say that before forty-eight hours have passed, I must have the most pre- 
cise details respectiug the cliaracter and disposition of the cider Gandclu. 
1 must, by all means, know precicc-ly what are his relations with his son.” 

** Yery well, I will sot La Candolc on the track.” 

“ And as young Gaiidolu is »tt search of money, you had better have him 
introdiKT^d to our honourable friend Yenninet, the manager of the Mutual 
Discount Society.” 

But that is M. Tantaine’a business, sir.” 

.13. Mascarot was too much pro-occupied to hoar. " As to the other,” ho 
ooutinued, in answer to his own secret fears, ‘'as to the tall, dark young 
man — this artist — I fancy that ho is more intelligent than the rest of the 
set ; but woe betide him if ho crosses my path 4 When anybody annoys 
me — ” a gesture of terrible significaoce iinmed his half uttered sentence. 
Then, after a moment’s silence, he added, “Eetum to your duties, Beau- 
mar ; 1 hear people coming in.” 

The man did not move, definite as was his dismissal. “ Excuse me, sir,” 
said he, Candolc is out there, and will attend to them. 1 have my 
^ report to make to you.” 

Quite right ; well, take a seat and speak.” 

This eondcBcensiou, and the pleasure of speaking from a chair instead of 
on his feet (which seldom happened at least with Mascarot), seemed to 
delight Bcaumarchef. “Yesterday,” he began, “there was nothing new ; 
but this morning, before 1 was up, there was a rup at my door. 1 opened 
It, and saw Toto*Chupin.” 
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** He had not lost eight of Carolino Schimel, 1 hope.” 

** Not for a moment, sir. He had even succeeded in entering into con- 
versation with her, and they wont to a cafd together." 

** Good ! That was well done.” 

** Oil ! he is pretty canning, that scamp Toto ; and if he were but a trifle 
more lioneBt—bowever, to come to the point, he pretends that if this 
woman drinks it is because she has something on her mind. She believes 
that some folks who have threatened her, dog her steps. She is so afraid 
of being assassinated that she does not live alone. She boards with some 
honest working people, and pays them well, for she has plenty of money.” 

Mascarot seemed much annoyed.^ ** That’s a nuisance,” murmured he. 
"In that case one can’t visit her incognito. However, where do th&sc 
good people reside ? ” 

** At the top of Montmartre, beyond the Chlteau Rouge, in the Rue 
Mercadet.” 

“Very well. Tantaine will ascertain. Be sure that Toto makes no 
mistake, and does not let this woman slip through hia Angers.” 

There is no danger of that. Ho even told me that he was on the point 
of discovering who she really was, where she came from, and if she had 
Miy relatives, and the scource of her money.” 

Whilst speaking, Bcaumarchef palled fiercely at his waxed moustache, 
'f'his gesture indicated that he had a new idea. 

“ What is it now ? ” asked his master. 

** W hy, sir, simply that I should like to tell you to beware of Toto-Chupin. 

1 have discovered that he robs us, and sells our goods below their value.” 

“ Are you dreaming? ” 

No, sir ; I have had my suspicions for some time, and yesterday I found 
out the truth from an ilMooldng fellow %vho came here to sec Chupin, whom 
ho called bis friend,” 

“ Very well,” answered Mascarot. I will find out tho truth ; and if 
you arc correct, Master Toto shall spend some time in a House of 
Correction.” 

Jkuiirnarchef now witlidrew, but almost immediately afterwards he 
I'otui'ned. Patron,” said he, ** here is a servant from the Marquis de 
Croisonois with a letter.” 

Mascarot took no pains to conceal his ilbhumor. " The marquis is in a 
deuce of a hurry,” ho exclaimed. "However, send the man hero.” 

Tho new-comer made hia appearance, irreproachable in garb and doport- 
mciit ; he plainly served in (in aristocratic household. He nad got himself 
up in the English stylo, with a collar as stiff as steel, which rbse to his ears, 
^ud a neckcloth so tightly fastened that his smooth, shaven face wds ruddy 
leuough to suggest a rush of blood to the brain. His coat, made no doubt 
•by a fjoiidon tailor, was os stiff as if carved from wood. He was apparently 
pt wood himself, and seemed to move under the impulsion of some skilful 
^eebanism concealed beneath hia red vest. ^ At eacli turn he took, one was 
Surprised not to hear the creaking of machinery. 

I " My master, sir,” he said, as he handed a letter to Mascarot, " wished 
vie to mvc this letter into your own hands.” 

While the worthy agent broke Hio seal, he examined this model servant 
Attentively. He did not know him, for Croisenois did not take his servants 
prom tho office. "It would seem, iny good fellow,” remarked Mascarot 
flcisiirely, " that your master, contrary to his usual habits, rose with - 
^arora this Corning. ” 

I^TOL. I, 
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The acrv.iiit not merely refrained from smilfng at the epigram, hut really 
looked shocked. “Monsieur le Marquis,” said he, “a^-ecd to give me 
fifteen louis over and above my wages to gratify his fancy of calling me a 
good fellow. No one else has the right to do so.” 

I ah! ah!” replied the agcht, hi three dilTorcnt tones, each one 
more expressive than the other. “ I wonder,” he said to himself, “ whcj o 
dignity will next instal itself. If I chose to call the marquis a good fellow, 
he wmldn*t think of resenting it.” _ . 

hi the meanwhile M. de Croisenois’s envoy, satisfied with his little sxieech, 
returned to the duties of liia mission. “I think,” said he, “that Monsieur 
le Marquis is still asleep. He wrote this note on returning from his club.” 

‘ * Arc you to wait for an answ^er ? ” 

“Yes, air.” 

“ Very well then, wait and to.ssiug the envclopo asido, Mascarot read 
ns follows : “My dear Sir,- Gambling has its upa and downs as you aro 
aware : you will guess the remainder, no doubt. I have played at cards so 
luiluckily to-night, that in addition to my ready money, I have lost throe 
thousand franca on parole. 1 must have this money beforo noon; my 
honour domands it.” 

I'ho agent shrugged his shoulders, and muttered, loud enough for the 
servant, who was watching him from the corner of his eye, to hear him if 
he chose. “His honour ! Groat heavens! it is enough to make a man 
laugh. ) Lis honour, indeed ! ” 

But not a mu, «^clo in the face of this well-drilled servant quivered. II cj 
stood as stilUy as a Prussian soldier, seeming neither to see nor hear. 
Mascarot t-horeforo resumed his perusal. “ Am I wrong in relying on you 
for this trifle ? I think not. I feel certain even that you will send me a 
hundred and fifty or two hundred louis in addition, for I cannot remain 
without a sou. And of the great aiFair— w liat news? It is with my feet on 
fire that I aw'ait your decision. --Most truly yours, 

■‘HeNRJ, AIaRQUTS Dli CUOJ.SEXOI.S.” 

“ And so,” grmnblcd the agent. “A i;)rotty game imlecd. Pivo thou 
sand francs on the s^wt, hie ei mmc. Find them, good Mascarot; open yup.r 
sti-ong box. But, frivolous, wasteful creature, if I did not need your fine 
name, bequeathed to you by your ancestors, a name you daily drag through 
tlio mire— if I did not need your name, I say, you niiglit whistle for your 
five thons.Q.ud francs.” 

The unfortunate thing w'oa that Croisenois was one of the motib important 
cards in the game tliat the adventurous Mascarot was pl^ng : and so, 
despite his evident rcluctauco, ho took from his strong box five notes of a 
thousand francs each. 

“ Do you desire a receipt? ” asked the servant. 

“It is of no consequence — the letter will answer every purpose; but 
wait a moment;” and the agent, ever regardful of future emergencies, 
drew from his pocket a gold piece of twenty francs, and laying it on the 
tabic, said in his most engaging tone, ** Take this, my friend, for your 
trouble ! ” 

But the other drew back* “ You will excuse mo, sir, if I refuse. When 
I enter a ^entlcmauL’a service, I ask for wages liigh enough to have no need 
of gratuities.” After this diraified reply, be bowed, and, as solemn as a 
Quaker, retired with measured steps. 

The agent was actually nonplussed. Twenty years of singular experi- 
encoB had nevea,^mieheu him with anything so theoretically- improl 



THE SLAVES OF PARIS. 


83 


as thfflf. **It is absolutely incredible,** lie muttered, ‘‘Where the devil 
did Croisenois pick up this fellow ? Can ft bo tliat the marquis is stronger 
and wiser than 1 have hitherto fancied ? *’ 

All inexplicable anxiety, a vague and confused presentiment, disturbed 
his mind. “Is it possible, ’* ho continued, “that tliis individual is not a 
real servant ? I have made so many enemies in my time that they are 
nuincrons enough to form an avalanche. However skilfully I hold my cards, 
some one may have seen my hand.** This idea made him tremble. Some 
schemes are so perilous, that as the decisive moment approaches everything 
furniahea cause for distrust and fear. Mascarot had almost grown afraid 
of his shadow, and his anxiety was well-nigh unbearable. However, alter 
a moment’s tliought, he seemed to shake off bis most oppressive fears. 
“ No, no,** ho said, shaking his head, “ 1 am a little cracked, and my brain, 
is misty with chimerical suspicions. If there were a man skilful enough to 
have penetrated my plans, patient enough to assume the Croisenois livery 
to watch my movements with greater facility, ho would certainly never 
have been so simple as to excite attention by such singular manners and 
deportment.” 

He said all this with the view of reassuring himself, no doubt ; and yet, 
ill reality, he was in the position of the coward who wliistles in the dark in 
t he hope of dispelling his fears. However, surely among all liis expedients, 
among all his means of investigation, there must bo some way of discovering 
tliis acrvant*a antecedents, and he began to rcHcct what might bo done with 
that object in view. He was still pii 2 ^]ing his brain, when Bcaumarchef ap- 
P ared once more on tlio thrci3hold in a great state of excitement. “You 
liere again ! ** exclaimed Mascarot, harshly. “ Am I to have one moment’s 
I'caco to-day ? ” 

“ Sir, that young fellow is here.” 

“Paul?” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“At this hour? 1 told him to come at noon. Something must have 
happened to him-"-” 

lie stopped short, for the door which Beauinarchef had left ajar was nt 
this moment fully opened by Paul Violaine. Plainly enough, something ex- 
traordinary had befallen the agent’sr prot(5g(5. He was deadly pale, and his 
ryes had the peculiar, hunted expression of lUx animal w'ho has been a long 
time pursued. His clothes were unbrushed, and his general appearance 
tiild of a night passed in aimless wanderings, “ Ah I sir — ” he began. 

But with an imperious gesture Mascarot imposed silence. “ Leave us, 

; Boaumar,” said he ; “ and you, my child, sit down.” 

^ Paul seated himself, or, rather, fell on the nearest chair. “ My life is 
I finished,” he murmured ; “lam dishonoured— lost.” 

I The estimable a^ent looked as bewildered as if ho had fallen from tlie 
I clouds ; but, in point of fact, his great stupefaction was feigned. He knew 
|why Paul came to him in tliis condition ; for, Uke a di'amatist who conducts 
I his personages from prologue to finish, ho had himself prepared tho events 
iwhich had so disturmd his prot<5g<S. If ho was surprised, it was only at tho 
iprompt and violent effect of his combinations. With all one’s experience, 
|it is sometimes diffioult, when charging a mine, to calculate the results with 
'labsoluto precision. It was* however, with the air of an amiable and sym- 
pathetic listener that ho drew his chair nearer, and said, “ Be calm, my 
^ dear boy ; have every oonfideneo in me, and open your heart* What in the 
has happened T ** 
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Paul half rose, and in a tragic -tone replied, “ Rose has deserted me ! ” 

Mascarot raised both arms to heaven. “ And for this you say that your 
life is wrecked ? Uo you not realise that the future is full of promise ? " 

“ I loved Rose, sir,” answered Paul, in such a mclo-dramatic style that 
Mascarot was tempted to smile. 

**But that was not all,” continued the young fellow, who mado heroic 
but useless efforts to restrain liis tears. ‘‘I am accused of an infamous 
robbery.” 

“You?” asked Mascarot, at the same time saying to himself, “Ah 1 
now wc’vc come to it. ” 

“Yes, sir, I ! and you are the only human being who can prove my in- 
nocence, for you alone know the truth. ” 

“The truth?” 

“Yes, sir, you can save me. Yesterday you were so very kind to me 
that I at once thought of you, and took the liberty of coming earlier than 
the time you had named, to ask your aid.” 

“ But what can I do ? ” 

“ i'A'cry thing, sir. Let mo tell you the singular fatality of which I have 
become a victim.” 

Mascarot’s features eitpressod the liveliest interest. “ Go on I ” said he. 

“ Yesterda}^ sir,” resumed Paul, “ a short time after leaving you, I went 
back to the [Jotel du PCrou. I hastened upstairs, and on the mantelshelf 
I found this letter from Hose.” 

He held out the letter, but Mascarot did not condescend to touch it. 

“ Rose, sir, tells me that she loves me no longer, and entreats me never 
to try and see her again, 8he tells me that, tired of poverty with me, she 
accepts a fortune that has been ofFered her — diamonds and a carriage.” 

“ And that surprises you ? ” 

“ Ah 1 How could 1 anticipate such infamous treason, vrlien only the 
evening before she could not find oaj^hs enough to swear that she loved me ? 
Why did she lie ? Did she wish to make the shock greater ? Gone ! Ah, 
I fell to the floor as if felled by a hammer. On climbing tlie stairs, I hail 
pictured to myself how delighted she would be to bear of all you had 
promised me ! For more than an hour I remained in that room, almost un- 
conscious, absorbed in the bitter thought that I should never see her again.” 

Mascarot watoliod Paul carefully, and with his usual penetration was at 
no loss in. coining to a decision, “ Your words are too profuse, mv boy,” 
he said to himself, “for your grief to bo very deep or very sincere.” And 
then aloud he asked, “But about the robbery — the accusation? ” 

“ In a moment, sir. After awhile I decided to obey your injunctions and 
leave the Hdtel du P6rou, with which I was by this time more than ever 
disgusted.” 

“Naturally.” 

* ' I went down-stairs to take leave of Madame Loupias and pay her, when, 
sir— ah I what shamo overwhelms me— as 1 handed her my two weeks* rent, 
she looked at me with the utmost contempt, and asked me where I had 
stolen that money.” 

Mascarot had some diffloulty in concealing his satisfaction at the success 
of the little machination he had planned. “What did you say ? ” he asked. 

“Nothing, sir, I was horrorstruck, and my tonmie cleaved to my palate. 
Loupias approached hfs wife, and they both stood snarling at me. Then, 
after enjoying my confusion awhile, they declared they were certain that 
Rose and 1 had robbed M. Tantalne between us.” 
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“ And you made no attempt at denial, at defence? ” 

“I had lost my head entirely ; I only realised that what bad occurred 
justified the suspicion. The eveninu before Madame Ijouxuas had asked 
Kosc for money, and was told wo had nouo, and had no idea whore to get 
any. Now, you see, on the morrow 1 appcarec^ in now clothes and paid my 
debts, while Kose had gone off some hours previously.” 

" It is natural that these coincidences should strike your landlord as very 
singular.” 

* ' Tho worst was that Kosc had changed the five hundred franc note lent 
IIS by Father Taiitaiuc at a grocer's shop, kept by a man named M6lusin, and 
it was this scoundrel who started the report about us. He even dared to say 
tiuit a detective, who was charged with arresting us, had called upon him 
to make inquiries. ” 

M:LScarol knew all this even better than Paul, and yet ho thought fit to 
prolong tlie explanation. “ Come,” said he, “ I fail to gnisp your moaning, 
or to understand the precise cause of your grief, lias there been a robbery 

conunittecl ? ” 

How can 1 tell ? I have never seen Monsieur Tantaine since that day, 
and he lias never returned to tho hotel. It is said he has been robbed, 
that a largo sum hiis been stolen from him, and that, as it belonged to his 
employers, he is now in prison.” 

“ Why did you not toll the truth ?” 

What good would it have done? It can be proved that Monsieur 
I'antaiiic mms no friend of mine, not even an acquaints tu^e. Folks would 
liavc laughed in iny face had 1 said, * l^ast evening he came into my room, 
and then and there presented me with five hundred francs.' ” 

For a moment Mascarot looked puzzled, as if trying to solve some riddle. 

Ah ! I have it,” ho said at last, “and my theory corresponds entirely 
with Taiitaiue'a character,” 

Paul listened as if his life depended on every word. “Tantaine,” re- 
sumed Mascarot, “is the most honest 'man 1 know, and has the khidust of 
licarts, but ho has cobwebs in his brain. He was rich once, but w'as niineil 
l)j his generosity. He is as poor as Job now, but he has the same longing 
as before to bo useful.” 

“But—” 

“ Let mo finish. The misfortune is, that in the place where he is em- 
ployed, and which he owes to me, he has the handling of some small amount 
of funds. Overwhelmed with pity at tho sight of your despair, ho dibpoHcd 
of other people's property as he would have done of his own. Suddenly 
called upon to hai\d in hla accounts, and finding himself face to face with 
a deficit, lie lost courage, and declared ho had been robbed. Inquiries 
were no doubt made. It was ascertained you and Rose had been living in 
the next room to him, you were seen with money you did not account for, 
and so suspicion was excited against you,” 

This was all indisputable. Paul sniverCd, and his brow w'aa moist with 
a cold sw'eat. He already in imagination saw himself arrested, judged, and 
condemned. “However,” added he, “M, Tantaine has my promissory note, 
which is a proof o.f my good faith,” 

“ Poor child I Ho you think that if he hoped to save himself by anous- 
iug you, he would venture to produce your note ? ” 

“ But, fortunately, sir, you know tho truth.” 

^ Mascarot shook Lis head sadly. ** Should I bo believed ? ” he asked. 
“Justice is but a human institution, my friend— that is to say, it is sub- 
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jcct to error. Having to choose between truth and falsehood, it can, of 
cotirfio, decide only by appoarancoa. Now tell me, are- not appearances 
a-raiiistyou?” 

This pitiless logic seemed to crush Paul. “ Then I have but one resource 
— must die,” ho murmured, “ for I cannot live dishonoured.” 

The combination devised by Miiscarot with the view of reducing Paul 
Violaino to absolute subjectiuxi was of almost childish simplicity, but he 
liad considered it sufiieient, and ho was right ; for Paul had been so over- 
whelmed, that he had failed to perceive the connecting link between the 
extraordinary loan of the five hundred franc note and the accusation of theft 
founded on changing it. Easily iniimidatecl, like all x^ersons who arc not 
miite sure of their ability to resist temptation, he had begun by flying from 
the enemy, and now he surrendered himself with bound limbs. This was 
X)reciBcly what Mascarot had counted On. The surgeon who decides on a 
Xierilous operation often begins by weakening his patient, and Dr. Hortebize s 
friend had followed this mod© of treatment. He luid begun by breaking 
such remaining vestiges of will as Paul had possessed, before proceeding 
to remodel him in accordance with his purposes. And indeed young 
Yiolainc now' seemed utterly crushed. He lay half extended in the agezit's 
arm-chair, inert, exhausted, imagining that suicide Was tlio only isrnie to 
Ills many troubles. 

The moment had come to strike the last blow. “ Come, my child,” said 
Mascarot, “you must not despair.” 

No answer. 

Did Paul hear, or not? At all events he seemed destitute of comprehen- 
sion. But Mascarot was determined that ho should both hear and under- 
stand, and so, shaking him roughly by the arm, he cried, “Wake up ! 
Rouse yourself 1 In your position a young fellow helps himself and allows 
that he’s a man ! ” 

“What’s the use of struggling?” sighed Paul. “IJavcn’t you just 
shown me tliat I could never hoiie to prove my innocence ? ” 

This unmanly W'oakncsa made Mi^carot very impatient, but he dissLmii- 
hitod. “No,” he answered, “no ; 1 have merely w’ished to show you the 
alarming side of your affairs. ” 

“ There is but one side.” 

“ You are mistaken ; I had not finished. I may be as easily mistaken. 
We are only euppoavig that Tantalne disposed of funds confided to him. 
Are wc sure of it ? Arc we sure of his arrest? Wc merely suppose.- it is he 
who lias thrown all the blame on you. Is this true ? Before giving cp the 
game ill despair, would it not be as well to make certain ?” 

As Mascarot spoke, Paul felt himself revive. •' That is true, certainly,” 
lie murmured. 

“ Of course it is ! I have said nothing, moreover, of the influence 1 have 
over Tantaine — influence that 1 can use to make him confess the truth.” 

Characters like Faul’a have the happy faculty of grasping at tho least 
ray of hope, and are elevated as easily as they are depressed. A moment 
before he bad believed himself lost, and now ho considered himself rescued. 
“Oh 1” he exclaimed. “Shall I ever bo able to prove to you my grati- 
tude?” 

Mascarot’s face beamed with paternal kindness. Perhaps,” said he, 
“ perhaps. And as a beginning, you must utterly forgot the past. When 
daylight comes you drive away the night’s bad dreams, don’t you ? Now, 1 
wake you to a now life from this hour j make a new man of yourself.” 
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Paul sighed. Kosc ! ” lie murmured ; “ I cannot forgot Rose ! ” 

The worthy agent frowned at this nam^. “What 1” he cried. “Do 
you Btlll think of that creature ? There are folks 1 know, who console 
themselves readily enough after finding out that they have been dupes and 
playthiiigB ; their love increases, in fact, %vith each now trciison. If you 
are made of this facile clay, wc shall never understand each other. Run 
and find your pretty, faithless mistress, throw yourself at her foot, and 
implore her to forgive your poverty.” 

Under the stroke of irony, Paul atraigthened himself up. “ 1 will bo rc- 
vonged on her one of these days,” he eagerly replied. 

“ That is a very easy thing to do. Forget her.” 

In spite of Paul’s determined tone, a certain amount of hesitation wa^ to 
bo read in his eyes — a hesitation which was extremely displeasing to Mas - 
oacot. “ Have you no ambition ? ” he asked. 

“ Yes, sir ; 1 have.” 

“No, sir, you have not, or you would never think of embarrassing your 
■‘If with a woman like Koso, You should keep your arms fico, my Imy, 
if you wish to make any use of your elbows in the battle of life. Wliat 
wmild you say of a runner who, hoping to gain the pri/c, fastened a cannon 
Iwii to his leg? You would of course say, ‘lie is mad!’ Very well, 
tlint is proeiseiy your condition.” 

I will follow your advice, sh*,” said Paul, this time without an aftei*' 
thought. 

“ 'riiat’s proper speaking. Believe nio, the day is not far off when you 
will thank heaven for inspiring Rose with the idea and the means of dc- 
.^L-riiug you. You can easily dimb higher I ” 

I' or thirty years Mascarot had spccidatod on human passions and wcak- 
m;Si,e.s ; ho understood men thoroughly. With ten words lie had gained a 
dfeisivo inlhioncc over Paul. 

“Then, sir,” the young fellow began, “this .situation at twelve thou- 
saiid fr.anea a year — ” ' , 

“Tiicrc has never been any such situation, my friend.” 

Paul turned deadly pale. Ho saw himself sent aw^ay penniless, reduced 
once more to live in some hole like the Hfitol du TViron, and this time 
altjiK*. “ But sir,” he stammered, “ you allowed me to hone for — ” 

“ What 1 twelve thousand francs? Be easy. You shall have that, and 
more ; but you will remain wdth me, ’ I am growing old, I have no family, 
and you shall bo my son.” 

At this proposition, Paul’s brow grew dark. The idea that his bto would 
be passed in this office was revolting to him ; the thought of answering 
the questions and inscribing the names of the numerous applicants w^as 
humiliating to his vanity. 

Mjuscarot read this impression with perfect case, from behind liis 
spectacles. “ And the fool is without bread and butter. Ah I ” ho mused, 

“ if it were not for Flavia— if it were not for the Champdoce affair 1 " Then, 
aloud, ho resiim'id, “Do not imagine, my dear child, that I wish to con- 
demn you to tho hard unpleasant labours of an employment agent. By 
no means, I have other views for you, far more worthy of your merits. 
You please me, and I promise myself the very great pleasure of realizing 
your ambitious dreams. To carry out my plans, you have every requisite*, 
save those which are generally lacking in young people — prudence and 
Bteadinesa of purpose. Ah, well, I must be prudent and steady for you.” 
He paused for a moment, as if to impart aouitional weight to hLs words, 
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and then added, was thinking mnch of you yesterday, and 1 planned 
in my mind the edifice of your future. He is poor, I said to myself ; and 
this, at his age, with his tastes and ideas, is cruel. But why sliouldn’t 1 
marry him to one of those heiresses who bring a million or two in their 
aprons to the man who touches their hearts ? ” 

“ Alas 1*’ 

** Why ‘ alas 1 ’ pray ? Are you still thinking of Rose ? ” 

By no means. I merely wished to say — ” 

" When 1 speak to you of heiresses, it is because I already know of our, 
and my friend Dr. Hortebize would soon introduce you to her. Rose is 
pretty, but she is nearly as pretty as Eoso, and is, besides, well born, well 
educated, and clever. She has distinguished family connections, and if 
her husband were a man of talent — a poet, or composer— he mighb easily 
rise to any position.” 

Paul’s face flushed. He had himself often fancied all this, in days long past. 
Knowing your illegitimate birth,” continued Mascarot, I wove tiic 
most beautiful romance for you. Before ’93, you know, every bastard was 
regarded as a gentleman, for the very good reason that ho did not know 
who his father might be. Who can say that your’s docs not boar one of tin; 
grandest names in Prance, and is not possessed of untold woaltli ? Perhaps 
at this very moment ho is searching for you to give to you his fortiuic and 
his name. Would you like to be a duke f ’V 

“ Sir,” stjimmored Paul, ** sir — ” 

B. Mascarot burst out laughing. ‘*As yot,” said he, are only 
talking of suppositions and wishes.” 

The young man did not know what to think. “ Then what do you wi.sh 
mo to clo, sir ? ” he asked. 

The agent grew very seriona, “I wish and diiiin absolute obcdiriu'c,’’ 
he replied --” an obedience at once prompt and imreasoning, that auks no 
questions and makes no comments.’^ 

*'I will obey you, sir, but I implore you not to trifle with me,” 

..Instead of making any reply ; Mascarot rang his bell for Bcauinarchef, 
who promptly apj^ared. “I leave you alone,” he said ; “lam going to 
Van Klopeu’s.” Then, turning towards Paul, ho added, “1 never trifle, 
and to'day you shall have the proof of my assertion. Now, wo will go to a 
restaurant to breakfast ; I wish tu talk with you, and afterwards— ” lie 

f aused, the bettor to enjoy Paul’s enirprise, and then added — “ afterwards 
will show you the young girl I intend for you. To begin with, I am 
anxious to know if she pleases you.” 


XI. 


Yoirxa Gaston de Gandelu, the model of Parisian chivalry, had ex- 
cellent reasons to be astonished on finding that Audr6, a genra painter, was 
ignorant oven of the very existence of M, Van Klonen ; for the reputation 
of this extraordinary man has travelled through Europe. One may con- 
vince oneself of this by glancing at his bills, decorated with engravings of 
innumerable medals gained at Hiternational Exhibitions. On one side may 
be read the words, “Under the High Patronage of Her Catholic Mafcaty 
the Queen of All the Spains,” and on the other. “By Special Appoint- 
ment to the courts of Russia, Denmark, and Sweden.” van Klopcn was 
not an Alsatian, as Gandelu, who, perhaps, regarded Germany as a province 
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f>i Al$;ac8, had said. No, Van Klopen was a gemiine Dutchman. In 1850 
this uitelligeut man, established as a tailor in his native town, cut from 
cloth purchased on credit the long vests and monumental coats which im- 
part such dignity to the petty burgomastots of Holland. Van Klopen was 
not Huccossful, and in short, having failed, was obliged to abscond from his 
crcaiiors. Ho took refuge in Paris, that centre of feverisli competition, 
011(1 seemed destined to die of hunger there. But something very diiferent 
Jia])pouod. 

Ouo dne morning he rented, for twenty-six thousand francs a year, a 
superb apartment in the Rue de Gramont, and installed on each side of the 
doorway of the house a marble slab, bearing the inscription 

VAN KLOPEN- 
Ladies’ Tailor. 

ifc pwlih'sh^nl imiiimcrable “puffs” in all the most widely circulated 
iW'x\.-'p((pi'r‘.(, declaring himself to ho the “ Regenerator of Fashion,” tho 
“ S tviirci,'.n Pontiff of Feminine Flcgance,” and the “ Tailor of the Queens 
orLuiope.” These ideas could never have originated in the brain of the 
stofit. Hollojifier. And, moreover, whence came his funds? On this point 
he v\ar« tih'Kt. At first the enterprise was by no means a success. Iw a 
month iind nioro. Paris held its sides laughing at the boiindleas pretensions 
i»f 111! ' '* I'Jogcncralor of Fashion, from Rotterdam,” But Van Klopen let 
Mi*> f'‘iri*(i;uiH htugli, bowing his head under the storm he had aroused. He 
'vartcjiuto right. His advertisements at last brought him two Customers, 
wl'.i) scon trumpeted his fame, 

One was a vety great lady, oven more adventurous and eccentric than she 

. 1 ^ the Duchess do Sairmeuse. The other was no less distiu- 

in her way, being a celebrity of the dt m-nmidc- -in fact, Jenny 
I'.i ucy , than living iiiulor the pruteeffion of the Coriite de Trt*niorcl; and for these 
two, V au Klopen composed toilettes which far Bnrpasa(‘d anything that had 
ever been worn or dreamed of before. From this moment he was launched. 
Success came to him as it always comes in Paris — complete, astonishing 
overwhelming, so to say. Ouo curious point wTvS that every lady’s maid in 
J’ lris sang his praises to her mistress. At last, his reputation became 
v. r)rld wide, ami defied the assaults of every rival. He even had to refuse 
orders, being assailed on every side. *• I must choose my customers,” ho 
said, loftily, and ho did choose them, weeding out all those whom he 
thought would not add to Iiis reputation. So thus, the noblest and tho 
wealthiest dames in Paris disputed the honour of being dressed by nim. 

The proudest women submuted to bis scrutiny, and confided secrets to 
liiui 11 icy dared not acknowledge to their husbands, enduring, moreover, 
with perfect equanimity, the touch of his big coarse liands on their slioulders 
as he took their nuMisures, 

It was the fashion ! His salons were neutral ground, so to say, where 
women of very different classes met, jostled, and examined each other. 

Madame la Duehesse de R was delighted to be able to have a good 

stare at the notorious Maclemoiselle BUchy, for whom the Baron de N 

had blowm out the small amount of brains he possessed. In employing the 
same dressmaker, her grace perhaps hoped to acquire some of this croature^s 
power of fascination, On her aide, Madcmoisolle Diamant, the actress, 
whose salary at the D^lasscrncnts Comiquca, as was generally known, merely 
amounted to some hundred crowns a year, was overjoyed to crush, by the 
ejttravagonce of her oixlcrs, all the belles of society assembled in Van 
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Klopeu’s aalou. Between these various customers, the cumiiug ladies' tailor 
dispensed his favours with remarkable impartiality and tact ; and thus he 
was hold as the dearest and best of men. How many times had he not 
heard lovely lips exclaim, Remember, Klopen, if I don’t have my dress 
for Tuesday, I shall die I " 

In winter, in the ball” season, a procession of carriages formed in the 
street in front of his establishment, iletween nine o’clock mid midnight, 
two hundred fair beings besieged his house, anxious that the last pin should 
be fixed by the master’s hand, and eager for his approving smile. lie 

E assod the brilliant tljiong in review, coldly, impassively, often with a cigar 
etwccii his teeth ; but then ho might take almost any liberty with iin- 
pniiity. Praise fell but seldom from his lips. I lo know that “ Very good ” 
spoken by him thrilled the elect and maddened a score of rivals. The more 
or less fragile tics of vanity were not, however, tlic only bonds he employed 
to enslave his cnstoiiicrH. Whenever his inquiries were satisfactory, he 
olfered credit, and, in addition, he often lent his customers mouoy. Tn 
tlioso days of reckless expenditure, no wonder that the ladies’ tailor should 
have becoino the horror of husbands. Poor husbands 1 They slumbered 
])cacefully, admiring their wives’ order, economy, and good management ; 
but suddenly — ah 1 what a bitter awakening — the phlegmatic .Outchmaii 
stepped on the scene witl^ a little bill for twenty thousand francs. What 
could bo done except to xiay ? Yea, pay or plead ; for Van KIopcii pleaded 
— on one occasion summoning the brilliant Marchioness dc Reversay befQj:^} 
the courts, and on another sueiiig the adventuress Chinchettc, the actroa, 
the same who, as you may remember, came to such a sad end. Well mi^t 
IniBbands and fathers dread this usurer in silk and velvet. Woe to me 
woman who allowed herself to be inveigled in the snares of his system. 
The woman who owed him a thousand crowns was lost, for she could never 
say to what depths of dej^radation she might bo compelled to de,scoiid to ob- 
tain the money to pay him. And yet there were even old and honourable 
names on his books I 

It was not surprising that so much prosperity should have turned Van 
Klopen’s head. He was stout and rosy, impudent, vain, and cynical. His 
llatterers' pretended ho was witty. Such, then, was the man on whom 
Maseaxot and his prot<^g<^ called, after a bountiful luncheon at Philippe’s. 
-Van Klopcn’a establishment needs a word of mention. A superb carpet, 

S ut down at his expense, covered the stairs to his own door on the first 
oor. In the ante-room, two footmen in full livery, gorgeous in gold lace, 
were seated at the lai’go ornamental stove. On perceiving Mascarot’s en- 
trance they rose respectfully, and one of them hastened to anticipate what 
would naturally be the visitor’s first question. ** Monsieur Van Klopcn,” 
said he, **i8 engaged wdtli Madaiiio la Princesso Korasof, but when ne is 
informed who wishes to sec him, ho will free himself. Will you kindly 
take the trouble to go to my master’s private room ? ” 

Oh 1 W'e are in no haste,” replied Mascarot ; “ we will wait in the salon 
with the customers. Are there many people there ? ” 

“About a dozen ladies, sir.” 

“ Very well 1 They will amuse me.” 

And without waiting for a rejoinder, Mascarot opened one side of a fold- 
ing door and pushed Paul into a vast apartment profusely gilded and orna- 
mented in the worst possible taste, but distinguished by one extraordinaiy 
feature. The wall paper was almost entirely concealed by a prodigious 
number of little water-colour sketches, representing women in every imagin- 
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ahlo kind of toilette. Each sketch had its inscriptioo, siich as, Toilette 

of Madame de C for a dinner at the Euasiau Embassy.” ** State robes 

for the Arch-duohess W of Austria.” “ Ball dress for the Marchioness 

do V .” “ Negligee for Mademoiselle S B .” ^ “ Seaside costume 

for Madame H do R- — ■ at Trouville.” “ Confirmation dress for Made- 
moiselle B .** It was Van Klopcn himsolf who had devised this means 

of bcimeathing his conceptions to posterity. 

Such as the salon was, it nevertheless astonished Paul by its brilliancy 
of colour and profusion of gilding, and, somewhat abashed, he lingered on 
the threshold —indeed, not daring to advance, since he perceived no uii> 
oijoupied chair to sit down iipon. But Mascarot^s coolness was enough for 
))oth. Catching his prott$g<S l)y the .arm, he drew him to a sofa, whispering 
in luH oar, Look out ! the heiress is here.” 

Men so seldom entered this feminino sanctuary, where a dozen <3k1gantes 
[>aticiitly awaited the good pleasure of Fashion’s sovereign, that the ap- 
peaivinec of B. Mascarot and Paul Violaino positively created a sensation — 
a sciieatimi all the greater on account of Paul’s good looks, wliich were 
really enhanced by his air of bashful timidity. The buzz of conversation 
-iiddenly ceased, and under the fire of twelve pair of eyes, Paul felt his 
chocks burn, and began to play with his hat, like a peasant before a magi- 
strato, jiot daring even to raise hia eyes. Ills confusion by no menus 
.suited Mascarot. " He had brought hia pix>t^g6 there for a purpose, and ho 
ivishcd him to look about the room. He himself was by no means in- 
timidated by this brilliant throng. As ho entered, ho bowed all round, 
with tho superannuated graces of a dandy of 1820, and now, soatod on the 
,^’ofa, he Hcomed as much at his ease as in his own office, in the midst of his 
cooks and footmen. His imperturbable assurance was due, it must be ad- 
mitted, to his profound contempt for human nature, and still more to his 
s[»cctacleti. If people only knew how useful coloured glasses are in con-, 
coaling inner oniotions, they would bo worn by the entire imlverso. How- 
ever, considerately enough, the worthy agent desired that his prot6gd should 
have a few minutes to recover himself, and grow accustomed to the heavy, 
]j.Tfuincd atmosphere of the salon ; but finnlly, seeing that Paul still kept 
lus eyes cast down, he touched him lightly on the arm. “ Is this tho first 
time,” ho whispered, •* that you ever saw ladies in grand toilette— aro yon 
afraid of them ? ” 

Paul made an effort to show a bold front. * 

“Look to tho right,” continued Mascarot. “Between the window and 
thepiano — there she is ! ” 

Near the wdudow, with her maid standing beside her, sat a young girl, 
apparently not more than eighteen year,*! old. She was not, perhaps, as 
pretty as Mascarot had said, but there was something very striking in her 
face— a singular expression that struck an observer at the first glance. 
She was slender, frail, and delicate looking, and very dark. Her features 
lacked regularity, but her black hair was wonderfully glossy and abundant, 
and her eyes of a dark blue tinge were full of tenderness. Tlie purple of 
her lips bespoke a sanguine temperament, and her bossy forehead indicated 
remarkable obstinacy to the phrenologist. Everything about her spoke of 
X)asaion ; or, rather, she seemed the incarnation of passion itself. 

Paul’s eyes were irresistibly drawn to the corner of the room where she 
sat. Their glances met, and both started at the same moment as if they 
1 had received a shock from the same electric battery. Paul remained motion- 
less, absolutely fasciuated ; while as tor tho young girl, so great was her 
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emotion that she turned suddenly aside, fearing to be remarked. But no 
one heeded her. 

Conversation had been resumed, and all the other customers were listen- 
ing with admiration to a lady who was describing, in the most afiTceted 
nifixmer, one of the last toilettes she had worn in the Hois. * * It was wonder- 
ful 1” she said; **aud only Van Klopen could have created anything so 
exquisite. All those women in open victorias were simply furious, and 
the Marquis rle Croisenois told me that Jenny Fancy absolutely wept with 
rage. Just imagine three green skirts of different shades, each of them 
cut and looped — ” 

But the excellent Mascarot cared little for this description. He had 
watched Paul and the young girl, and a smile now curved his withered 
lips. ** Well ? ” said he to his proWgO. 

Paul could hardly restrain himself, as he murmured, She is adorable ! ” 
And a millionaire,” insisted Mascarot. 

" Oh, if she hadn't a penny, any man might fall down and worship licr ! ” 

Mascarot coughed slightly, and arranged his spectacles, “Now’,” he 
thought, “ I have you, my laoy ! Whether your emotion be felled or 
real — whether you adore the girl or her dowry— is all the same. You will 
be governed by me,” With this paternal reflection ho again leaned to^vards 
his prot<jg6. “ Have you no desire to licar her name ? ” 

“Tell me, I beg you.” 

“Flavial” 

Paul was iu ccstacies. He had now the requisite courage to look at the 

girl deliberately ; ahe had turned away, and he thought, forgetting the 

numerous reflections In the various mirrors, that she could not see hiiii. 

Jn the meanwhile, the lady who had created such a sensation with licr 
green dross was rambling on. “Have you heard,” she asked, “ what has 
happened to the poor Countess do Lux6. It is really dreadful I I am so 
sorry for her, for she's a perfect angel. Would you believe it? She had 
her drosses cleaned and dyed, and economised in every way, and all tlie 
time her husband was squandermg money on an actress. When she licard 
of it, she nearly died of grief ; and I swore to myself, that if my husband 
was ever ruined, it should be by me and not by any one else.” 

She stopped short, for at this moment the door was thrown noisily open, 
and Van Klopen ap^arod in all his glory. He was oul;^ five feet four in 
height, and almost as broad. His red face indicated considerable partiality 
for the bottle, his expression was thoroughly insolent, and he ^poke with 
the strong accent of a citlsaen of Botterdam. As nsiial, he wore a dress- 
ing-gown of garnet-coloured velvet with a lace frill and ruffles ; and several 
diamond rings adorned his Angers'. ' ' Whose turn is it ? ” he asked abruptly. 

It was precisely the turn of the talkative lady, and she was already 
rising, when the tailor peremptorily stopped her. He had just caught a 
gUmpe of Mascarot, and hastened to greet him with marked cordiality. “ Is it 
you,” he exclaimed “ whom I have so long kept waiting ? Excuse mo, pray.” 

There was a murmur round the room--^ut a very, very faint one. 

“Please come into my private room,” resumed Van Klopen. “Ah! 
this gentleman is with you ? Very good. Walk in, gontlomon, walk in.” 

As he spoke, he all but pushed Mascarot and Paul before him ; and he 
was about to retire from the s.ilon without a word of apology, when one of 
tiie ladies started forward, and as he retreated into a lobby outside, cleverly 
joined him, closing the door behind her. “ One word, air,” she said ; “ one 
word in heaven's name.” 
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Van Klopon looked at her with an air of annoyance. ‘‘Wliat’a the 
matter now ? ” he asked, imp«iticntly. 

“ Why, sir, to-morrow my note of 3,000 franca is duo.** 

Very possibly.” ' 

‘ * And 1 liave no money to meet it ! ** 

“Nor have I.’* 

“However, I have come to entreat you to renew it for two months, sir ; 
only two months. One month even, on whatever conditions you may choose.’* 
The ladies' tailor shrugged his shoulder. “In two months,*’ he said, 
“ you will be no better able to pay than to-day. If the note is not paiflto^ 
morrow it will be protested.** 

“ Good heavens I And then my husband will know ! *’ 

“ Precisely. 1 wish him to know, for it is to him I must look for pay- 
ment ! *’ 

The unhappy woman turned deadly pale, “Yes,** she said, “my hus- 
band will pay ; but 1 am ruined. ** 

“ I can't help it. I have partners who insist.’* 

“All ! don*t tell mo that, sir, I implore you. Save me. My husband 
has paid my debts three times, and he swora— ah ! you don’t know what 
an oath he took ! 1 have children, sir. He is quite capable of taking 
tlu’in .way from me. For pity's sake, dear Mr. Van Klopen — ’* 

Mio. wrung her hands and sobbed. She was almost on lier knees, but 
the illustrious man milliner was still impassively frigid. “ When a woman 
is the mother of a family,” said ho, “ she should take a dressmaker by the 

day. There are some who really make chamimg dressesi. ” 

She still tried to move him. She snatched his hands and seemed ready 
to press them to her lips, “If you only knew,” she sobbed. “1 shall 
never dare go home. 1 shall never have the courage to tell my husband.” 

Van Klopen gave an insolent laugh. “ Ah I well,” said he, “ if you are 
afraid of your own husbaiid, try some other woman’s 1 *' and disengaging 
himself roughly, and abandoning the unhappy woman in the lobby, he 
hun'ied into his consulting room, where Paul and Mascarot where waiting 
fer Jiim. The (W'hitcr elegantaHum had plainly lost his temper, for ho 
banged the door behind him, with unusual violence. “ Did yon hear that 
Conversation ? ” he asked Mascarot. “ Scenes of this kind occur every now 
and then, and are by no means pleasant.” Ho paused, glanced in- 
quisitively at the right hand, wiped it, and added with a sneer, “ AVhy, 
she actually shjd tears on my hajid.” 

Paul looked on in disgust. The first impulses of his heart were still 
good. If that moment, he had been the happy owner of three thousand 
ftancs, he would certainly have taken them to tliis poor woman, whose 
sobs ho still heard in tlie lobby. “It is frightful ! ” he said. 

His remark seemed to scandalize the tailor, who, in a cynical tone re- 
joined, “ Ah, my dear sir, you attach too inucli importance to these hysteri- 
cal attacks. If you wore in ray place, you would soon learn what they 
amount to. After all, I have to defend my money and my partners. 
Y ou don’t know, perhaps, tliat all these pretty creatures whom I dress, 
are mad with vanity, and care for nothing but their toilettes. Father, 
mother and husband — they would give them all, with their children thrown 
in, to open an account with me. You don't know what a woman is cap- 
able of in order to procure a new dress, to crush some rival with. It Is 
only when the day of settlement comes that they think or talk of tlieia 
families.” 
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Yea ; bnt you know that with this lady you run no risk. Her hus- 
k'ind-» 

“Ah ! yea 5 her hushfind,** cried Van Klopon, warming up. “ Hnabanda 
amiiso me very much ! If you happeu to see them when you go with 
patterns to their houses, they are dreadfully civil and complimentary, for 
they like fine clothes worn in their honour. But when the bill is presented, 
it is quite another matter. They roll their eyes, and talk of jiltchiug you 
out of the w-indow.” 

Despite this rejoinder, and with the best faith in the world, Paul went 
on pleading the cause of the poor woman outside. “But husbands are 
often deceived,” said he. 

“ That’s rubbish. They know^ well enough. At all events in their 
l^osition they ought to take their precautions. But no; they find it 
pleasanter to feign ignorance. When they liave given their wives a hun- 
dred louis per mouth, they look on themselves as free, and pretend not to 
bo surprised at all the gorgeous dresses their wives wear. Now, common 
sense should tell them that their wives must get the drosses on credit. To 
tell the truth, they know what they are about. Madame begins by open- 
ing an account, and by-and-bye monsieur disputes the bill, and insists on 
a reduction. I know the game.” 

The tailor seemed so angry, that Mascarot concluded that his inter- 
vention was advisable. “ 1 think that you have been a little hard,” ho 
said. 

Van Klopen gave him a significant glance. “ Pshaw ! ” he replied, “ I sliall 
be paid to-morrow— I know who’ll jpay me, too. Then' I shall receive 
another order, and the whole farce will bo aotccl over again. I had my 
reasons for answering as X did.” 

These reasons were perhaps not such as 'would bear the light of day, for 
he did not give them aloud, but drew Ma<icarot into a recess, where the 
pair whispered together, laughing heartily at intervals, as if at some 
capital joke. Not wishing to be taxo'd with indiscretion, Paul proceeded to 
examine the consulting room, as Van Klopen called it. Ho saw no writing 
malerials, but innumerable scissors, yard sticks, and measures, quantities 
of samples of stufTs, and piles of water-colour sketches ; while at the 
further end stood six forms, 'clothed in paper patterns — ^patterns of the 
newest creations of this master mind. Paul had just examined the last of 
these, when the two friends, as ho supposed them to be, returned to the firo- 
sido. 

“ We arc losing our time,” said Mascarot. “ I intended to glance over 
our books, but there are too many persona waiting for you in the salMi,” 

‘.‘And that prevents you?” rejoined tho tailor, carelessly. “W.aita 
moment.” He disappeared, and almost immod lately afterwards could bo 
heard saying, “ I am very sorry, ladies, very sorry, on my honour ; hut 1 
am much occupied with a silk merchant. You unclerstaud that it is all in 
your interest — entirely so— unfortunately I may be some time.” 

“ We will wait,” replied the patient customers in chorus. 

Van Klopen returned to his consulting room, with a look of triumph on 
his face. “ It’s no harder than that,” said he. “ They would remain hero 
till night time on the chance of speaking with their little Klopen. Poor 
little fools I Ah I they are true Parisians. You may run after them with 
civilities, and they will scamper away. Bnt if, on tho contraiy, you laugh 
^ them and insult them, they will literally worship you. If ever my re- 
^tation shows signs of decline, I shall simply shut up, nail a card on the 
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inscription, Republic ot admitted here/ and on the 
morrow there'll be a perfect crowd craving audience/* 

Maacarot nodded approval, while the tailor drew a huge ledger from ti 
drawer. 

“ Business bos never been better/* resumed Van Klopon. “ In the last 
nine clays ■wc have had orders amounting to 87,000 francs,” 

** That’s good ; but let us ace about the doubtful alfairs. I’m in a hurry. *’ 

I’he nigh Pontiff of fashion turned over the leaves of hia book. “ Here 
wo arc/’ said he. “ Since February 14th, Madcmoiaollo Virginio Cluche has 
ordered five evening toilettes, tw'O dominoes, and three visiting costumes.” 

‘ ‘ That is a great deal J ” 

“That’s w'hy I wdsh to consult you. She only owes a comparative trifle 
--one or two thousand franca.” 

“Too much though, if it be true, as I hear, that her protector is ruined. 
Don’t refuse, but avoid taking any new* orders.” 

V^au Klopen’s only answer was to inscril^e various cabalistic letters on the 
mnigin of his book. 

“ On the Gth of the same month the Comtesse de Mnssidan sends an im- 
portant order — important for herself, I mean. Also a plain dress for her 
daughter. Her account has become very heavy. The count does not pay ; 
in fact, he warned me that he wouldn’t.” 

“No matter, go on. You may even offer her more credit.” 

Another margiriiil note. 

“On the 7th a new client opened .an account. Mademoiselle Flavia 
Martin l^gal, the daughter of the banker, no doubt.” 

. At this name Paul started, but the worthy agent did not scorn to notice 
Ills prot6g6*a perturbation. “My dear fellow,” said he addressing Van 
Jvlopon, “keep that young lady^s name carefully in mind. No matter 
what she asks for, were it even your ivholo house, grant it at once ; and, 
rcniomber, the most absolute deference. The least levity of manner might 
cau.se trouble. She is now in the sallhi ; let her come here as soon as we 
have gone.” 

By Van Klopon’a look of astonishment, Paul judged that Maacarot vras 
not given to this kind of recommendation. “You shall be obeyed,” aiiwered 
the ladies’ tailor, and he tamed once more to his ledger. “ On tho 8tli, a 
young gentleman, named Gaston de Gandeln, was presented here by Mon- 
sieur Liippr the jeweller. His father is very rich, it is said, and ho him- 
self will receive a considerable sum. when he reaches his majority, which is 
near at hand. He asks for a credit of fifteen or twenty thousand francs for 
a person he is protecting.” 

Thu agent repressed a smile, .and looked steadily at Paul through liis 
s]>oetaclos ; but the young fellow evinced no surprise or emotion. This 
name of Gandclu told him nothing. 

The young woman/* continued the tailor, “ came in person yesterday. 
»SIio calls herself Zora dc Chantemille. Tho fact is, she is outragoottsly 
pretty.” 

Maacarot refieoted for a few moments. 

“ You can’t imagine,” ho said at last, “ how that younj Gandelu worries 
mo. 1 would give something to find a means of getting him out of Paris.” 

Van Klopcn^ faoe bcoaine deeply suffused. The least effort at reflection^ 
sending his blood to his brain, mways produced this effect. “ Ah 1 ” said 
lie, striking his brow, “that is easily settled. Gandelu is capable of any 
folly for that girl’s sake.” 
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"So I think.” 

"Then it is all fair sailing. I will open a little account with him; ho 
will give an order. I shall experiment, cut out, try on, and then, just 
before delivering the goods, I will pretend to be somewhat doubtful, and 
ask for two or three little notes of tuind, with two signatures, you under- 
stand, and promising not to negotiate them, llien we will piit the youth 
in communication with the Mutual Discount Society ; and our good friend, 
Yerminet, will easily persuade him to write a well-known name at the 
bottom of a piece of paper. He will bring tliese notes to me. 1 shall ac- 
cept them, and then wo shall have him safe 1 ” 

"A little forgery, eh ? It is not quite what I would select.” 

"I see no o^er way, however, unless — ” Van Elopon paused; for an 
unusual commotion, a noise of voices raised in coutenuon, could bo heard' 
in the ante-room. The tailor seemed half annoyed, half afraid, and, rising 
to his feet, listened with eagar attention. "1 should extremely like to 
know,” he said, "who this impudent fellow is who is making a scene 
here. It is, of course, some preposterous husband.” 

If husbands hated and feared the ladies' tailor, the latter returned tho 
compliment, for they were the bugbears of his existence. If heed had boon 
paid to his views, the institution of matrimony would have been at once 
abolished. 

V Qo and see what it is,” advised Maacarot. 

** I { What 1 Commit myself with I know not whom I I am not quite 
' BO silly. I pay my servants to take such annoyances otT my shoulders.” 

This was moat wiac and prudent. In another moment the noise decreased. 

' The. salon door was opened and shut again, and then all was still ouco more. 

"Now let US return to our affiiirs,” resumed the amiable Mascarot. 

" Everything considered, I approve of your proposal respecting young 
Gandelu. I had another idea, but no matter. A little forgery may readily 
be made use of like a loaded pistol. ” So saying he left lus chair, and walked 
with Van Klopcn to the other end of the room. 

After all that had been said aloud, what need could there be for this 
edifying couple to whisper in secret ? As their conversation had proceeded, 
Paul had grown paler and paler. Ignorant as he was of life, ho could not 
fail to cojiiprehend tlie purport of what he had heard. Already at Philippe's, 

I during breakfast, Mascarot had allowed him to infer that strange things 
were going on around him ; and since then, he had been still fnfthor cn- 
. lightened. It was o\idout to him that this man, whose protection he Imd 
so singularly accepted, was engaged in some dark and disgraceful in&rigue. 
All his nets and words had a fixed meaning, and tended to samo mysteri- 
ous end. Analyssing what ho had seen, heard, or surmised, Paul instinct 
: tively divined a dark, foul plot. He divined that there was some connec- 
tion beturcen Caroline Schimel, the cook, who was so strictly watched, and 
' the Marquis do Croisonois, at once so haughty and humble ; between these 
‘ two and the Countess de Mnssidan, who was being driven along the roaul to 
‘ ruin. And, moreover, Flavie, the heiress, whose hand was held out to him 
as a rich prise, and Gaston do Gandelu, who was to be induced to commit 
a crime, the consequences of which would be the galleys, were also plainly 
i connected with the same intrigue. 

And was he, Paul, to be a more instrument in Masoarot’s hands? What 
. abyss was he being led to, what mire must ho cross ? This obscure employ- 
I ment agent and this distinguished tailor were not two friends, as he had 
; at first supposed, but two accomplices. He realised from what sources 
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Mascarot tlerived liiij power, and divined how it wag tliat ho personated rc- 
inorso and vengeance, ptirsning his terrified victims whip in hand; And 
Taul realised also that he himself now belonged to this mealy-mouthed* 
tyrant. Too late did he awaken to a sense of connivance between ISfascarot 
and Tantaine. Too late, indeed. Although absolutely innocent, he had been 
so cunningly accused of theft, that his guilt seemed certain. He had trusted 
Miiscarot and confided in him, and the agent had bound him hand and foot, 
irremediably enslaved him, before he was conscious of the truth— display- 
ing, indeed, as much cuuiiinc as the huge, nocturnal, forest Bpidciit who 
surprise the roosting birds and envelope them In their webs without awaken- 
ing them. Could he struggle with any chance of success ? . No ; at the least 
cfiort to break this fatal net he would be pulverised. This conviction filknl 
iiim with dread ; but he did not feel the noble horror of honesty for crime.. 
To say the truth, all the bad instincts and passions hitherto dormant within*' 
him. were now fermenting like garbage in the heat of a mid-day sun. 

lie was still dazzled by the a^ondid hopes the tempter had hold before 
his eyes. lie remembered he had been told that his father was a great 
lord, and he thought of the young heiress, one glance from whose dark eyes 
had made him quiver with very passion. He said to himself that a inau 
like Masearot, of such great power, setting at scorn all laws and prejudices, 
strong and patient withal, was bound in the long run to achieve his ends. 
“ What dai»ger should 1 incur, then?” Paul asked himself, “if I altogether 
abandoned myself to the trirrent which has already swepi me away ? None 
whatever ; for Mascarot is strong enough to keep my head, as well as his 
own, above water.” 

I'Aul had no idea that each fleeting emotion that swept over his mobile- 
eoiiiitenanec was noted and carefully ahalyzod by the astute Mascarot. It 
w;u- by no accident that he had allowed this infamous conversation to take 
place in the presence of his prot<Sg6 ; be had decided that morning th.at, if 
h(i wove to utilize Paul at all, titc young man’s timid nature must at once 
be brought face to face with tlicsc atrocious combinations. He had often 
. noticed that the most subtle theories do not achieve a work of domoraliza- 
I'lm as readily as a number of broad facts abruptly stated. He resul in the 
wavering of Paul’s eyes his willingness to yield, and it was with the .al^solnte 
ceitainty of his inlluence that he at last resumed his conversation witii ttie 
tailor aloud. “ Now,” ho said, “ for the .postscript — the serious part of my 
visit. Whore do wo stand now, with the Viscountess cle llois d’Ardon ? ” 
Van IClopen shrugged his shoulders. ** Well enough 1 ” he auswered. '*1 
have just sent her several most extravagant toilettes,” 

“ Wliat does she owe f ** 

“ AlHJut twenty -five thousand francs. She has owed us much more,” 

B. Mascarot fingered his spectacles as if he were enraged. “ Upon my 
woi*d,” said he, “ slie is really a slandered woman. She is frivolous and 
coquettish, but nothing more. Por a fortnight I have been diliceiitly seckr 
ing for information about her, and I can’t lay my finger on the slightest 
venial sin which ean give us a hold on her. Fortunately, the debt docs 
that to a certain extent. Docs her husband know that she has an account 
hero ? ” 

“Hoi Of course not 1 He gives his wife any amount of money. And 
if he imagined — ” 

“Very well, then, that is all right j wo will first send him the bill.” 

, “ But, my dear sir,” urged Van Kiopen, in astonishment, “ she paid us 

last week a largo sum on account ! ” 

' VOL. L 
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** All the greater reason for activity at once ; sho must be Ipw in funds ! * 

The arbiter of fashion had a thousand objections to bring forward, but an 
imperiotts gesture froin Mascarot closed his lips. ** Liston to mo,” said the 
agent, haughtily. ** Remember what 1 say, and do me the favour to dis- 
pense with all remarks.” 

Van Klopon had lost the air of arrogance which ho displayed in dealing 
with his fair customers. 

•♦Are you known by Madame de I?oia d’Ardon’s servants ? ” 

I should think I was.” 

“Very well, then ; tho day after to-morrt)w, precisely at three o’clock, 
neither earlier nor later, you will call upon tho viscountess. Her servants 
will say that she is engagcrl with a visitor.” 

“ I .will wait, then.’^ 

•• By no means. You will insist on seeing the ladjr at once, and you will 
find the viscountess in couversatiou with the Marquis do Oroiseuois. Yon 
know him, 1 suppose ? ” 

** Only by sight.” 

“ That’s enough. Don’t trouble yourself about him, but draw your ]>U1 
from your pocket, and, as roughly as possible, insist on inunediato pay- 
ment.” 

“ What on earth are you thinking of ? The viscountess will order ino 
to be thrown out of the window.’* 

“That is quite possible. But you must, novcrtholcss, threaten to carry 
your bill to her husband. She will order you to leave tho house, but, in- 
stead of obeying her, you must seat yourself insolently, and declare you 
won’t budge until you have tho money.” 

“ But that’s atrocious conduct*” 

•*I quite agree with you. However, the Mai^quis cle Croisenois will put 
an end to tho scone, ffc will throw a pocket-book in your face, and say, 
‘ I'ay yourself, scoundrel I ’ ” 

“And then I nui to slink off?” 

“ Yea ; but having armed yoar.self previously with a well-sharpened 
pencil, you will givc-a receipt iu this form : ‘Received from tlio Marquis 
dc Ci'oiscnois, so much, in payment of Madame do Bois d’Ardon’s account. ’ ” 

Novet did a man look so bewildcrofl and humiliated as the all-powerful 
Van Klopcu. “ If I could only understand,” he murmured. 

“ That is of no consoquenco now — obedience is the essential point. ” 

“1 will obey, of course ; but you understand that wc shall lose, uot only 
the viscountess’s custom, but also that of all her friends.” 

“Well? What of that?” 

Van Klopen was about to rejoin, when the same angry voice, which a 
short time Deforc had ■ resounded in the ante-room, was ag.ain heard ; this 
time, however, in the lobby adjoining the consulting chamber. •• It is out- 
rageous ! ” cried the intruder. “ I have be.eu waiting an hour I Where is 
my sword? What, ho r lacqueys, come hither ! Van Klopen engaged, is 
ho T Go and toll him that 1 must see him at once. When ho knows who 
it is, he’ll free himself to attend to me.” ' 

Those exclamations dispelled, as by enchantment, the clouds that darkened 
the brows of the two accomplices. They glanced keenly at each other, as if 
they both recognized this sharp, falsetto voice. ‘‘It is ho!” whispered 
Mascarot. 

At the same moment tho door was flung open, and in burst young 
Gaston de Gandelu. Ho wore, that day, even a shorter coat than usual, 
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tighter and brighter trouaera, a higher ahirt-collar, and a more start ing 
ncektie. Ills face was red, and swollen with anger. '* It is I ! lie cx- 
claiinecl. “Ah! you can’t stomach it, can’t you I I’m liko*that you " 
know ; a good fellow, but straightforward—* to the point,* as Achille at 
\'ac}icttc’a says. Wait more than twenty minutes 1 I ? Oh, no. You 
won’t catch me at it.” 

Tilts intrusion, so out of keeping with the rules of the house, almost con- 
vulsed Van Klopen with rage ; but then Masearot was present, and had 
given him orders to ensnare young Gandclu. hlowtho tailor knew that 
Hies cannot be ^caught with vmegar ; and so, with an alt but superhuman 
elfort at self-control, he prepared to rcccivo the intruder with perfect 
cunitcsy. “ Believe me, sir,” ho be^n, “that, had I known — ** 

Thesefew words delighted the brilliant youth. * *I accept your apologiea,”he. 
replied, * * I shan’t need my sword . However, don’t lot us have this again. My 
horses are standing at your door, and have probably taken cold. You know 
my lioi-sos, I think 1 Magnificent creatures are they not ? To think that 
Zorfi preferred waiting ! She’s in the salon now I Ah, she’s very young, 
but ril style her, you shall see. One minute, I’ll fetch her.” So saying, 
he ran to the lobby crying, ** Zora I Madame de Chontemille I Dear 
viacoiaitc.sa 1 ” 

Tho great tailor seemed aa much at hi8 case as a man on red-hot coals. 
What, a disgrace to his establishment I He east a despairing glance at 
Maacarot, who was standing near the door, but the agent retained an im- 
passive attitude. As for Paul, he was inclined to take this young gentle- 
man, whoso carriage was waiting at the door, for a refined specimen of tlie 
graocs and culture of the fashionable world, and his heart ached as he 
thought of what was about to befall this interesting being. He indeed felt 
so strongly on the point, that he approached Masearot and asked him in a 
wliisper, “ Is tliore no way of .sparing this poor follow ? ” 

Masearot sniilcd one of those sinister smiles which always seat a cold 
rhill to the hearts of those who knew him and his ways. “ Before a 
(ju alter of an hour has elapsed,” said ho, “ I will ask you this same qucp- 
ti jii, leaving you to decide the point os you please ! ” 

“ In tliat case — ” 

“ Kiiah 1 This is your first real test. If you are not as strong a man as 
I believed— good-bye. Stand steady j a thunderbolt is about to pass over 
your head 1 ” 

These words were trivial enough— they might mean much or litth;; but 
the tone in which they were spoken w’as so expressive that raiil was 
startled, and gathered himself together. It was as well ho did so ; for with* 
: some trouble he was able to stifle an exclamation of surprise and rage at' 
sight of tho woman who now entered tho room, Tho Viscountess, young 
Gandtlu’s Zora, was his, Paul’s Rose — Rose clad in a toilette which, althougn 
X^urchased ready nmcle,, was none tho less dazzling. 

She was evidently growing accustomed to her new station ; and advised 
by her intelligent lover, would soon win a reputation for eccentricity. In 

S roof of this she wore on her nose a pair oi glasses, which she had some 
ifiiculty in keeping in position. 

However, she was still somewhat intimidi^ted, and M, de Gandelu had 
: almost to drag her along. “IIow absurd!” he cried. “Whkt are you 
\ afraid of ? Come on ! Klopen is only angry that we have been kept wait- 
s' ing by his lacqueys.” 

As soon as Zora-Roso was installed In an arm-ohoiri the interesting youth 



100 


THB SLilVES OP PATITS. 


tiiniecl towards the celebrated tailor. ‘‘Well,** ho asked, '‘have you de- 
cided ou a toilette that will do justice to madame’s beauty ? " 

Vtan Kfopen did not at oiico reply. With his knitted brow and eyes 
fixed on vacancy, lie looked like Tircsias seated on tho tripod, awaiting in- 
8pi ration, “lliavc it 1” ho cried, at last, waving his band majostically ; 
“ I seo it before me ! ” 

“Ah ! ” said Gaston, much impressed, “ what a man ! ” 

“Listen,” continued the tailor, whose eyes sparkled with tho fire of 
creative genius. “ AValklng costume, to bomn with ; a polonaise, frogged d 
la penamnnaire ; body, sleovcs, and uuderakirt of full coloured maroon. 
Upper skirt of tho Cheveux de la Heine tint, slashed in oval fashion. 
Piinievs of course — ” 

Ho might have gone on speaking for an hour, Zora-Rosc heard not ono 
word. She had just caught sight of Paul; and despite her new horn auda- 
city, her terror was so great that she nearly fainted. What would come 
of this unexpected meeting? How could Paul remain there motionless, 
when she, who knew him so well, read tho most savage threats in his eyes. 

Her own entotion was so evident, that finally young Oandelu perceived 
it ; but not knowing Paul, indeed, hardly noticing his presence in the 
room, and especially not being quick-witted, he was entirely deceived as to 
the cause. “Stop ! ” he exclaimed ; “stop, Van IClopcn ! she is overcome 
with joy. I am ready to bet you ten louia that she is about to go into 
hysterica ! ” ' ' 

During this scene Alascarot had kept his prot^gd well in sight ; but now 
seeing him all primed for an explosion, he considered it would be absurd 
and unwise to prolong the trial. “1 leave you,” ho said, turning to Van 
Klopon ; “ domt forget our arraiigomcuts. Madame, gentlemen, good after- 
noon.” 

Knowing how to leave tho house witho'ic passing through the salon, he 
took Paul’s arm and dragged him. away. It was quite time that he dhl so. 

It w'as only when they readied the stairs, and were out of hearing that 
the worthy agent breathed freely again. “ Well, what do you think now ? ” 
he asked. 

So painful liad been Paul’s self imposed restraint, so groat his agony of 
wounded vanity, that his teeth were ground together, and he could only 
answer with a groan. “Tho deuce,” thought Mascarot, “he takes it 
harder than I expected. No matter I The fresh air will bring him to 
again.” 

This was not the case, however ; for, on reaching the street, Paid felt his 
limbs fail him, and was obliged to lean on Mascarot for support. The 
agent was sorely perplexed, when he espied a little cafiS hard by. “Let us 
go in there,” said h«.'iJ'“ You must drink something to revive yon.” They 
sat-' down in a little salon, nionieutarily void of other euatoniers, and at 
Alascarot 
■ brought 

says the proverb ; and the agent having stunned his man, now deemed it 
advisable tO finish Jiim. “ A quarter of an hour ago,” he said, “I promised 
to remind you of your views in favour of M. do Gandolu,” 

“Enough ! ” interrupted Faul4n a violent tone, “ enough 1 ” ' 

Mfiscarot smiled with paternal benevolence. “ You see,” said he, “what 
dilFercnt views we take of things, according to the position wc stand in. 
Now you are beginning to be reasonable,” 

“Yes, 1 aih reasonable— that is to say, 1 mean to bo rich also. There 


s advice Paul drank a couplo of glasses of rum, which speedily 
the colour hack to his cheeks. 'Strike the iron while it e hut,’ 
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ia no necessity now for you to urge mo on, I am ready to do procuscly 
:is you desire. I don’t wish ever to bo exposed again to such a humiliation 
as I have iimlcrgono to-day.” 

B. Mascarot shrugged his shoulders. “You arc angry,” he said. 

“ Aly anger will pass away, but my intentions will remain the same.” 

As fast as I’aul now advjuiced, just as rapidly did the agent retreat — 
such are the usual tactics in such eases. “l)on’t decide without mature 
<loJiberatioti,” he said ; “ you are still your own master. To-morrow, if you 
abaiulon yourself to me, you must resign your dearly loved liberty.” 

“ I am ready fotf anything,” 

Tlio agent had won the day. 

“ V(3ry good," said ho, with affected coldness. “ Dr. Ifortebiso will pre- 
sent you to Monsieur Martin Rigal, Madcmoisolle ^'lavia’s father, and a‘ 
w eck after your marriage, 1 will give you a ducal coat*of-ams to paint on 
your carriage panels.” 


XII. 


WiiKN Sabino do Mussidan told Andrd she meant to throw hoi-sdf on' M, 
fib Hrculh-Favcrlay’s generosity, sho had consulted the impulses of her 
t rather than her strength. She recognised this fact, W'hen eho asked 
herself liow she could keep this promise. Her whole nature revolted at the 
idea that sshc must ask for a rendezvous with any man, tuid allow him to 
read to the bottom of her soul ; and in this respect she would have dreaded 
a Rtrangcr less tkin M, de Breulh, for it seemed to her, that aa ho had 
asked for her hand, he had certain rights over her, oven over her very 
llxtughts. 

All the way home in the cab withMod^tc, Sabine never opened her lips, 
On her arrival, the dinner table awaited lier presence. The boll was 
bounding just us she entered the house. The meal was a dismal ojk;, 
t'A’ W'hilsb Sabiuo herself was tortured with cruel anxiety, the count aiid 
♦ onntesa w'oro oppressed by fcmembraiicc of the tlxreats of Dr. H-ortebize 
and tho honourable B. Mascarot. In the magnificent dining room, th' 0 \Sci’- 
vuuta went to and fro, fulfilling their duties with the superficial attention 
and mock respect which habit imparts. What did they care for their 
master’s sadness, why should they take any interest in it ? Were they not 
well fed, w'cll lodged and regularly paid ? They cared for littlo else. Tho 
superb and well appointed establishment was really theirs. How many 
houses tlicro are in Taris where the masters seem to be their servjinta’ 
loilgcrs ! 

At nine o’clock, Sabine was alone in her own room, struggling with her- 
self, and trying to reconcile herself to this interview wifli M. do Breulh. 
She did not sleep all night, and iu the morning sho felt utterly worn out ; 
but, neyerth clews, slie had no idea of evading her promise, or even of post- 
poning its fulfilment. She had sworn to accomplish it at once, and Audr<S 
u as naturally awaiting a letter with feverisli impatience. The more she. 
studied^ her situation, tlio more imperative seemed the necessity of a prompt 
determination. To let things take their own way, would be to run tne risk* 
of encountering insurmountable obstiiclca. 

A young girl, it is said, cannot be married without her consent. This is 
a mistake, and so Sabine knew. And she could not confide in her faiier, 
atiU less ill her mother. Without ever having been taken into theii* coufi- 
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(Ienc0, sho divined that their estrangement mu.«3t have some bitter cause, 
and that misfortune loomed ahead in the future. Already, on leaving the 
convent where she had been educated, and returning homo, she had been 
conscious of being in the way — of being de trap. Sho now, moreover, had 
the firm beliet^that her parents would look upon her marriage as the re- 
storation of their liberty. They would then be free to sei>aratc, to fly from 
each other to tho uttermost ends of the earth. She was the Only link that 
held them together. 

Realizing all this, her angiiiah became the greater, and she soon reached 
that state of mind when young girls take the most desperate resolutions, 
yes, it seemed to her less painful, less hard, to abandon the paternal I'uof, 
than to face M. do Breulh and tell him the whole truth. Fortunately, frail 
'as sho looked, she had a certain amount of energy, and bv force of circuiii- 
^stauces had learned to dqiond upon herself. For AndrA*a stdeo, even more 
than for her own, she was anxious to remain within tho limits of social laws, 
.Unlawful happiness, which one must hide with shame, would entail ajiy 
amount of moral suffering, and provoke the sneers and contempt of hypo- 
crites. What she longed for was that legitimate felicity which may be dis- 
played in tho open sunlight wibh the full approval of Uod and Tn.'in. At 
noon, yet undecided as to her course, sho was still weeping and praying. 
Ah ! why was she motherless? At one iiiorrtcut she thought of M'diing, ])ub 
slio realised it would bo folly to confide to paper words ono scarcely darns 
pronounce. The time passed, and Sabine was bitterly reproaching herself 
for what she deemed her lack of courage, when suddenly .ihe heard the great 
iron gates being opened. A carriage was entering the courtyard. Naturally 
enough, she went to the window, looked out, and gave vent to a joyful cry. 
She h^ad seen Monsieur do Breulh- Fa vorlay alight from a phaeton, which he 
had bcon driving himself in spite of the oxcossive cold. 

“God has heard me,” she miy^mured, ^*and in answer to my prayers 
has sent Ifira here ! The worst is over 

What do you intend to do, madomoiselle ? ” asked the faithful Modeste. 

Do you intend to speak to the gentleman hcroU’ 

“ Y es. My mother has not loft her dressing-room, and no one will disturb 
my father in tlio library except by his express ordera. If 1 stop Monsieur 
du Breulh iu tho hall, and ask him to go uito the salon, I shall have fifteen 
minutes without interruption, and that is more than I need.” Then, sum- 
moning all her courage, and mastering her lost hesitation, she left the room. 

Audr6 might well nave been proud— he, the poor painter, the foundling — 
to sec himself preferred to the man whom the Count do Mussidan had 
chosen for Kis daughter. The Baron de Breulh- Faverlay was ono of the few 
men outside of the olil^al world whom Paris cared to talk about ; and this 
was not aurprisiug, for he had been singularly favoured by fortune. He 
was not yet forty ; he was remarkably good-looking, cudoweil with superior 
intelligence and wit ; and finally, he was one of the richest landowners in 
France, lie was often asked how it happened that ho took no part iu puldio 
life. “I have al^ea^iy enough to do,” he was in the habit of answering, 

without making myself ridiculous I ” Was his inodosty real or feigned ? 
Ko one could say. One thing was certain, that he seemed the last real in- 
carnation of the old French nobility. His loyalty was unblemished, his 
courtesy chivalrio, his wit exquisitely refined, and his disposition highly 
generous. He had had, it was said, ^eat success witii women ; however, 
even if the on dito mre true, he had ^ways discreetly refrained from com- 
promisiug any His presbigo was Lcighlcucd by a mysterious cloud 
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wliieh hung over his oarlior years. He. bad not always been wealthy ; an 
orphan, with a very insigiiiticant patrimony, M. de Breulh had embarked 
fur South America when he had barely reached his majority. He had ire* 
mained there twelve years, sometimes fighting os a soldier of fortuuei at ’ 
others cTEidoring the country, leading much ^le same ac^nturous life as 
contributed to the notoriety of Baouaset-lionlbon, and Rndray. On his 
return to France, ho was sciircely richer than before, but his undo, the old 
Marquis de Faverlay, died, bequeathing him his immense fortune, on con- 
ditions that he added the name of Faverlay to that of Breulh. The baron 
had but one strong passion, and that for horses ; but he showed his tostea 
Like a true gi*aud seigneur, not after the fashion of a groom. Such was all 
that the world knew of the man who held in his hands the destinies of Audrd ’ 
and Salune <le Mussidan, 

lie had just reached the hall, and was approaching the footmen, udio had 
risiiii at his approach, wlien, seeing Sabine come down tlip stairs, fie made > 
Licr a deep bow. bbe walked straight towards him. ** Monsieur,” said she, 
ill a voice that was almost imiutelUgible from emotion. '*Mayl ask f or | 
tlic favour of a few miuutoa’ conversation with you alone.” 

I>c Iheulli concealed his astonishment under another bow even more pro- 
found bhaiL the first one. , ** Mademoiaolle,” he replied, gravely, “1 am 
entirely at your orders.” 

At a sign from Sabine one of the footmen threw open the door of the 
same salon whore 1 )r. Hortebize had »een the hauglity Cointesso de Mussidan 
almost on her knees before him. The ypung girl preceded her visitor in 
utter caVidcHBuesa of the conjeotures and opinions of the servants. She dhl ' 
not ask M. de Breulh to tsJke a chair, but, standing herself, and leaning 
against the marble mantelpiece, as if she feared her strength would fail her, 
slm strove to master her agitation, and at length, after a long pause, em- 
barrassing for both of them, succeeded in doing so. My extraordinary 
conduct,” she began, ** will prove to you, sir, better than all onplanatious, ; 
how sincerely 1 respect your character and what absolute confidence l,havd " 
ill you.” i^he hesitated, but De Breulh ofiered no remark. Wliat was the ; 
girl about to say to him, he wondered ; so far he hadn’t the slightest idea. . 
“You arc a friend of my parents,” she continued. “You have been able 
to form some opinion of the discomforts and unhappiness of our home. You ' 
know that, though my father and mother are living, 1 ^ni quite as forsaken 
and desolate as any orphan — ” 

Bho paused, confused with shame. Tho idea that M. de Breulh might 
misunderstand her, and think that she was seeking to excuse herself ny 
blaming others, revolted her pride. So, with a shade of haughtiness, which 
iiiight have seemed misplaced under tho oircumstances, she resumed. 

1 do not projxisc to justify myself. In venturing to ask for an interview 
with you, sir, it was simply because I wished to ask you — to entreat you to 
relinquish a project wLiich is in contemplation, and to talce upon yoorself 
all the resjiousibility of the rupture.” 

This declaration was so utterly unexpected by M. de Breulh, that, great 
as was his self-control, acquired by constant intercoursh with the world, ho 
found it imposatble to conceal his astonishment as well as a certain amount 
of mortification. " Mademoiselle—” he began. 

But 'Sabine interrupted him. **lt is a great favour,” she said, tliat 1 
ask at your hands. Your generosity will spare me a bitter grief.” Then, 
as a dreary smile flickered over her pale face, she added, “ Thp sacrifice I 
ask can be but a tri^ug one to you. 1 have tlic honour of being but slightly 
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known to you, and it ia iinpoasiblo that you can bo other than indifferent to 
me.” 

The baron looked grieved, and answered gravely, “You are mistaken, 
madeniolHoUe, and you judge me ilL I have long einco passed the ago at 
which a man Ifilitly takes haphazard resolutions. If I asked for your 
hand, it was because I knew how to appreciate your noble qualities of head 
and heart. Tho man whose name you may condescend to .accept will bo 
liap]^ above all others.” Habinc'a lips parted, as if she wished to speak, 
but Ue Brculh went on : “ And now, mademoiselle, how have I displeasccl 
you to be so dismissed ? I do not know. Ordv, believe mo when I tell you 
tliat I shall deplore it as a misfortune for the rest of my life.” 

The sincerity of M. do IJrenlh^s grief was so evident that Sabine was 
really touched. “ You have not displeased mo, sir, and you honour me far 
1>eyond my merits,” she answered. should have been proud and happy 
to become your wife if — ” 

She stopped short, choked by her tears, but M. do Breulli was cruel 
enough to insist ou'her continuing. “ If ? ” he asked. 

iSabi no turned her head away, and in .a faint voice replied : “If 1 had 
not given my heart and promised my hand to another.” 

“Ah ! exclaimed the baron. 

Jealousy, accident, or intention, imparted to this cjncuhition a sarcastic 
tulle Vidiich W’onnded Sabine sorely. She tiumcd quickly, and, with uplifted 
head, bravely met I)e Breulh’a questioning eyes. “Yes, sir; another — 
chosen by myself, without tho knowledge of my family. Another to whom 
1 am as dear as he is to mo.” 

Tho boron did not speak. 

“And this should not in any way offend yon,” continued Sabine ; “for 
when I met him I was as ignorant of your existeneo as you wore of mine. 
There is, besides, no possible comparison between you. He is at thci foot 
of the social ladder ; you stand on tho highest rung. You arc noble ; he 
liclougs to the people. You are proud of having a title — tlie world speaks 
of the Do Breulhs as it docs of the De Coucys ; he lias not even a name, 
y our fortune is beyond all your desires; he labours in obscurity for his 
daily bread. Yea, sir, such is his position. He may have genius, but tho 
cares of life weigh him down to earth. To obtain the means of studying 
ai-t he learned a mechanic’s trade, and if you ever take his hand you will 
find it hard with toil.” 

Had Mademoiselle do Mussidaii purposely wished to grieve the gallant- 
man whom she asked to serve hoi*, she oonld hardly have spoken differently. 
In her inexperience, she thought cntlro frankness would beat heal the wound 
she infficted. Kever, howevor, had she been so lovely as at that moment, 
W'licn her whole nature was sulfused by the glow of piassion. Her voice luid 
acquired a fuller, richer ring, her soul seemed to emerge from tho windows 
of her eyes. “Now, sir,” she said, “do you understaud my preference? 
Tlie wider and, to appearance, the more impassable the chasm separating 
us, the greater must bo my fidelity to my oath, I know my duty. A 
woman, worthy of the name, must be hope and faith, the worker of miracles 
for tho man who loves her. 1 may be called headstrong, no doubt. Maybe, 
evun, the future has some terrible chnstisement in store for me ; but no one 

will ever hear one word of complaint from my Ups. For—” . She hesitated 

for one moment, and then, with quiet firmness, added, “ For I love him ! ” 

M. do Breulh listened to her, apparently unmoved, but in Tc.ality the 
most frightful of all passions— jealousy— was gnawing at his heart. Ilu had 
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given Sabine a hint only of the truth : ho liad really loved her for a long 
time. It was the edi&e of his whole future that she had unconsciously 
shattered. Yes, he was noble, he was rich ; but ho would have given 
everything— title and' fortune— to have been that other man, who.toilcd for 
his bread, who Avas nameless, but who was loved. Many ^ther man in 
liis place would have shrugged his shoulders and explaincPSabiue'a con* 
duct with the one word — romantic ! ” But he did not ; his nature was 
sulliciently noble to understaAd hers. And what ho admired the most in 
her was the frankness with which she went straight to her object, without 
apologies or liypocrisy ; he appreciated her courage and honesty. Ko doubt, 
she was imprudent and reckless in a certain way, but even in this respect 
again he liked her. As a rule, the young ladies edueaU'd like Sabine at 
the noble aiul moral Convent dea Oiseaux are not wanting in prudence, , 
iiiiesBc and skill. In these days of shallow gallantry, of low and vulgar 
love intrigues, when the notary who draws up the matrimonial contract re 
Rumes in liis person almost all the poetry of marriage, M. do Breulh found 
liimself in face of a true woman, a woman who might inspire and share 
a great passion* He had liopod to make this woman his wife, and now 
olio escaped him. Still he longed to question her, to know the whole 
triitli, pt^rliaps because he still retained some faint ray of hope, or perhaps, 
hucauKo ho took a savage delight in prolonging his suDcrings. ** And this 
oUkt,” he asked, “ how is it possible for you ever to see him t ” 

** 1 meet him out walking,” she answered, and 1 have even been to his 
I'wms — ” 

“To his rooms — ” 

“ Yes, I liave given him repeated sittings for my portrait, and,” she • 
added, haughtily, “ 1 hav^ nothing to blush for.” 

M. do iireulh looked utterly coiifoun#bd. 

“You now know e vorthiiig, sir,” resumed Sabine. ‘ * It has been very hard 
for luo, a young girl, to tell this to you — to tell you what I dared not tell 
my mother. What ought I to do, and what will you do ? ” 

Only those avUo have heard a wotnau, whom they madly love, say, “ I 
do not care for you ; I have given my life to another ; I can never love 
you ; relinquish all hope ” — only those few can form a just idea of M, de 
ih'culli’s state of inuul and sufferings. Certainly, if he had indirectly 
heard of Sabine's love affair, ho would never have retired. He would have 
accepted the contest with the hope of triumphing over the happy mortal 
w horn she preferred to himself. But noAv, when Mademoiselle deMussidan 
personally ayked his assistance and advice, it was impossible to take advan- 
tage of her ctmlidcnco. 

“ It shall be as you wish, mademoiselle,” he replied, not without bitter- 
ness. “I will write to-night to your father to give him back his promise ; 
and it will he the first time in my life that 1 have ever broken my own, I 
have not yet decided what pretext I shall advance. 1 am sure that your 
father’s indignation will he great, but 1 will obey you.” 

By this time Sabine hod no strength left. “1 thank you, sir,” she said, 

“ from the Ijottom of my heart. Thanks to you I shall escape a contest, 
the very thought of which filled mo with dread, for 1 had decided to resist 
my father’s wishes. Now, however — ” 

M. de Breulh did not seem to share Sabiue’s feeling of security, for 

hastily interrupting her, he exclaimed, “Unfortunately, modeinoisello, 
you do not seem to realize the uselessjicss of the sacrifice you exact from 
me. Permit mo to expUtiu. So far, you have been very little in society, 
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and OS fioon as you appeared, the intentioas of your parents concerning my- 
self and you wore well known. Couscquently you attracted comparatively 
little attention. But to-morrow, when it becomes known that I liave re- 
tired, twenty suitors will spring up in my place,” 

Sabine sigh^ for this was the same objection that Andr4 had made. 

“And, rcnffliibcr,” continued Do Breulh, “your situation will be in- 
finitely more diiticult. If your uoblo qualities are calculated to awaken 
the most elevated sentiments, your great fortune is equally likely to arouse 
cupidity.” 

Why had l)c Breulh used those words, fortune and cupidity ? .Wero 
they an allusion to Aiidr<^ ? Hr bine looked earnestly at the baron, but she 
Tcail no irony in Ids eyes. “It is true,” she said, sadly, “my dowry is 
very largo.” 

“ What udll you reply to the nai;t person who presents himself ? ” 

' * I don't know ; but, no doubt, 1 shall ^nd some plausible reasons for my 
refusal. Besides, if I act in obedience to tlie voice of my heart and con- 
science, 1 cannot do wrong. God will take pity upon me !” 

This ktst phrase was a dismissal, and De Breulh, a tboroiigh man of the 
world, could not fail to understand it as such ; nevertheless, ho ilid not 
move. “If 1 dared, mademoiselle,” he began, “ if 1 could hope that you 
would allow me, as a friend, to otfer you a word of advice — ” 

“ Spoak dir, 1 beg of you.” 

“Well, then, why not remain on the same terms as at present ? So long 
as our ruptmv.is not known, your (icaco is secured. It w*ou]d be a \ci'y 
simple thing to postpone all decisive steps for a yoar, and I should be ready 
to retire on the day you named.” 

Was there anything concealed behind this gciimroaity ? Ko ; and Saltiiio 
did not for a moment doubt tlieUbaron, Still she aiisw^ered, earnestly, 
“ No, sir, no, this would be taking a most shameful advantage of you, ami 
would place you in a mortifying position. Bosidcs, ruiiect for a moment, 
this subterfuge would bo unworthy of you, of iiic, and of him.” 

M. de Breulh did not urge the point. To his first feeling of wounded 
|)ride had succeeded a certain tcndemei9S-~^a plan worthy of his chivalric 
character had ocouri'cd to him ; bat his respect for the young girl was so 
great, that he was anxious to word it in a w^ay that would not offend her. 

“ Would it,” he began, hesitatingly — “would it be taking advantage of 
the confidence you have so kindly placed in mo, if I wore to express to 
you the happiness 1 should feel if 1 were permitted to make the acquaii: 
tance of the jnaii you have chosen ?■" 

Sabine coloured deeply. “I have nothing to conceal from you,” she 
said. “ Hia' name his Andrd ; as 1 told you he is an artist, and he resides in 
the Rue do la Tour d’ Auvergne, No. — ” 

De Breulh made a mental note of both the name and tlic address. “And 
now,” said ho with more firmness, “ do not, I entreat of you, mademoiselle 
attribute my request to more curiosity. 1 have bat one wish, that of 
seiwing you. It vrould be very sweet to me to become your ally— to count 
for something in your life. 1 nave pow^erfnl friends and relatives who give 
Urge sums— His earnestness betrayed him into a false step. With the 
beat intentions in the tvorld, he had deeply wounded Sabine. Did he 
propose to patronize Andrd, and thus make his own superiority of position 
and fortune all the more apparent? No woman could stand that. 

“Thank you, sir,” she replied, coldly. “But I know Audrd so well. 
Any offer of assistance would humiliate him frightfully. I am absurd, 
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yon think ? Excuse me, hut oar peculiar position requires wo should bo 
most reserved. J?oor follow I his pride and self -respect are hia aolo titles . 
to nobility.” So saying, Sabine touched the bell rope, wishing to bring this 
painful interview to a close. 

A servant at once appeared. “ Have you informed my-^other of this 
gentleman's visit ? **>Bhe ashed. 

** No, mademoiselle ; for both my master and mistress gave orders this 
morning that no one was to bo admitted.” 

Why did you not tell me that before ? ” asked M. do Breulh, sternly ; 
.anil without ivaiting to liear tlio footman's very obvious justidcation, ho 
bowed coromonlously to Sabine, excused himself for having iilvoluntiirily 
intruded uiwn her, and went off, allowing the servants to see that ho con- 
siilored they had ^eii wanting in their duty. 

“Ah !” said Sabine, to herself, “that man is worthy of some good 
M Oman’s love.” 

She was about to regain her own room, when hearing a noise in tlie hall, 
fr'ho drew back. The salon door had been left ajar, and she could hoar 
.Momo one insisting on seeing the Count do Muasidnn, despite the objections 
o’f tlic servants who politely but firmly refused to show the visitor up-stairs. 

“ What do I care about your orders ? ” said the intruder, “ They are of 
111 consequcuco to me. Am I your master’s intimate friend or not ? Well, 
Im'ju go and tell liirn at once that I'm here— that I‘m waiting to see him. 
[I i. i\ him this, or I shall go up-stairs myself 1 ” 

'I'liu visitor’s obstinacy was greater than the servants* resistance, and iu 
proof of this, he succeeded in entering the salon. Ho was none other than 
M. dc Clinchan, the comrade of the Count de Mussidan’s earlier years, and 
with Ludovio the keeper, a witness of the doiitli of the unfortunate 
Montloiiis. M. do Clinchan was neither tiill nor short, neither thin nor 
stout, neither handsome nor ugly. His iierson was thorougly common- 
place, just like his mind and his attire. There was but one Uiing notice- 
aide about him, and that a trUle — he wore on his watch-chain a large coral 
liand. He feared the evil eye. When young, ho was already of a methodi- 
cal turn of mind, and as he grew older, ho had become almost a maniac. 
At twenty, he regularly counted the beating of his pulse, and at forty, ho 
daily chronicled full particulars concerning his digestion. If Paradise 
were really the realization of our disappointed wishes hero below, M- do 
Clinchan would certainly be a clock iu the next world. 

For the time being he was so disturbed that ho did not even bev^* to 
Sabine. “What a shock,” he murmured; **and to como at this time, 
when 1 h.ail ejitcn more lieavily than usual. Even if 1 don’t die of it, I shall 
certainly feel its effects for the next six months.” 

At the sigiit of M. do Mussidan, who at that moment appeared, ho inter- 
rupted his soliloquy, and, nmnliig towards him, exclaimed, “Octave, save 
us d)oth ! We are lost if you don’t break off your daughter’s marriage 
with—” 

M. do Mussidan hastily placisd his hand over M. de Clinchan’s lips, 

* * Arc you crazy ? ” asked the count. “ Don’t you see my daughter ? ” 

In obedience to an imperious glance from her father, Sabine fled from the 
room. But M. de CUnenan baa said enough to fill her heart with alarm 
and distrust. 

What was this rupture he spoke of, and with whom, and why ? And 
how could her marriage affect her father and his friend? There was some 
mystery, certainly, and the eagerness with which the count had chccl{.cd 
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his friend proved this clearly. She readily tjuossed that the name which 
M. de Cliiichan had been prevented from uttering was that of M. de Breulh. 
One of those sinister preaentlnients, tho truth of which it would bo puerile 
to deny, warned her tliat the phrase which had been so summarily dealt 
W'ith contained the key-noto of her destiny. She felt certain that the con- 
versation which her father and M. dc Glinchan were about to have together 
was destined to affect her happiness. Ah ! if it only possible for her 
to hear it. She longed to do so, not through curiosity, but tormented by 
an anxious fear. But then, wliat means could she devise ? While glancing 
round, she suddenly Tomembered that by passing through the dining-room 
she iniglit roach one of the card-rooms, meredy separated from the giand 
salon by a xtorfh're. She at once acted on this inspiration, and, instt'illcd 
behind the heavy curtain, found that she could hear everything that M. do 
Cliuchan was saying. ^ 

Ho was stiJl complaining. M. de Mnssidan’s gesture had been so violent 
that he had hurt his friend and almost made him fall. “ Good heavens ! ” 
moaned Al. de Glinchan. “How violent yon arc ! Ah 1 what a day this 
has been ! Just fanty I to begin with, a far too copious luncheon, then a 
violent emotion and a rapid journey here. Then your servants must make 
me aiigi-y 1 I see you, feel overjoyed — but you almost knock mo down, and 
I lose my breath. W hy, at my age, it’s ten times more than is necessary 
to provoke a serious illness.” 

Altlioiigh the count was generally most indulgent regards his friend’s 
oddities, ho was not now disposed to listen to him.' To facts, if you 
please,” he said, in a sharp, decided tone ; “ wliat has Imppened ? ” 

“iJapx)ened 1” sighed De Glinchan. “Only that tho lUvroii affair is 
known. An mionymous letter, which I received an hour ago, threatens mo 
with tho most frightful misfortunes if I don't prevent you from giving your 
daughter to Dc Breulh. The rascals write that they liavc every proof — ” 

“Where is this letter ?» 

De Glinchan drew tho missive from bia pocket. It was as explicit and 
threatening as possible, but it told M. dc Mussidan nothing more than )lc 
knew already. 

“Have you looked at your journal? ” asked the count ; “ and are there 
really three leaves gone?” 

“Yea.” 

“How was it poRsiblo for them to be stolen ? ’* 

•* Ah ! how ? If you could only tell me.” 

“ x\re you sure of your servants ? ” 

“Certaiidy. Don’t you know that Lor in, iny valet, has been in my 
service for sixteen years ; that he wras brought up by my father, and that I 
have fashioned him to suit my roquireznciits. None of niy other servants 
ever entered my private rooms. And besides, tho volunies of my journal 
are stowed away in an oak escritoire, the key of w?'ich is always in my 
possession.” 

“ Nevertheless, some one evidently had these volumes in his hands.” 

De Glinchan thought for a moment, and then suddenly clapped his fore- 
head. “I have it I” ho cried. “Some months ago, one Sunday, Lorin 
went to a fete in the environs of Paris, and drank too much wine with some 
men whose acquaintance he had made in the train. After drinking, they 
all began to qiiapel, and he was so ilUused hy his new friends that he was 
obliged to remain in ;>cd for some weeks. He liad a deep stab from a knife 
on one shoulder^” 
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** Wlio was with you while he was laid up? ’* 

“A young man whom iny coachman procured from an employment 
agency.” 

The count fancied that hero was a clue. He remembered tL-it the man 
wdio had called on him had been impudent enough to leave a card on which 
was inscribed, “ B. Moscarot, Employment Agency for Both Sexes. Hue 
Montorgouil.” 

■ “ Do you know,” he asked, ** where the agency your coachman went to is 
situated ? ” 

“ Certainly ; in the Rue du Dauphin, almost opposite my house.” 

Tho count uttered a cry of rage. “Ah 1 tlio scoundrels are cunning,” 
f^aid he, “very cunning. However, my friend, if you feel as I do, and arc 
ready to brave the storm, we two w'ill lace it together,” 

'Fhe mere idea sent a cold chill to M. do CHneban's spine. “Never 1 ” ho 
cried, “ never 1 My mind is made uji. If you intend to resist, just tell me 
so frankly, and I will go home and blow out my brains 1 ” 

Ho was the sort of man to do precisely as he said. In spite of his many 
ppopoateroiis little ways, his personal bravery^ w^as incontestable, and lie 
would ten times rather have gone at once to tho last iaxtremity than have 
jfiniaincd ex^iosed to constant annoyances, wdiich would end by ruining his 
digestion. 

“ Very well, then, I will yield I ” replied the count, with sullen resigna- 
I lon, 

Clinchau drew a long breath. As he was in ignorance of w hat his 
friend had passed through, he had supposed it a matter of far more dilfi- 
culty to bring him to this decision. “ For once in your life you arc reason- 
able,” he saui. 

“'J’hat is to say, I soem so to you, because I listen to your timid advice. 
A curse on your habit of confitling to paper, not only your own secrets, but 
other people’s as well.” 

Now, if M. de Clinch.aii was at all “ touchy,” it was certainly in reference 
to his journal -his m(if/n?m opiis and favourite hobby. “ Good heavens ! ” 
cried he, “ don’t talk in that way. If you had not committed a crime, I 
should not have registered it ! ” 

A long piiuso followed this cruel retort. Quivering with horror behind 
the porithx, Sabine hud heard every word. ^J’he reality had surpassed her 
pniscntimenta. A oriino 1 — a crime in her father’s life ! 

However, tho count had recovered from the shock occasioned by Dc 
Clinchan’s words. “ What is the use of reproaches?” he said. “ Can we 
nrulo tho jiast ? No ; wo must submit. And so, this very day, I give you 
luy word, I will write to De Breulh and inform him of the rupture of our 
plana.’* 

This answer mCvant peace and security for M. de Clinchon ; but after all 
his suspense he was unable to boar such joy. From red he bec.'iine livid, 
tottered, turned round, and sank on a sofa, murmuring, “ Too copio.iis a 
meal — violent emotions — it was inevitable 1 ” Another moment and ho bad 
.fainted. 

M. dc Musaidan was extremely frightenodf and pulled like a madman at 
the boll roj) 0 . TJie servants at once rushed in fi'oni every part of the house, 
and behind them came the countcas herself. It was only with great difti- 
culty that M. do CUnchan was revived. He at last 1)ogan to move, opened 
one eye, then the other, and finally raised himsolf on his elbow. 

“ 1 am bettor,” he said, with a sickly Bmilo. “ WeakneBB'-dizziness—l 
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knovT what it is, and what I ought to take. Two spoonfuls of Elixir dea 
Qirmes iu a glass of sugar and water, wdth entire repose of mind and 
body.” 

As he spoke he staggered to his feet. ** My carriage is here, fortunately. 
Pray be prudent, Octavo ; ” and leaning ou the arm of one of the footmen, 
ho went out, leaving the Count and Countess do Mussidan alone together. 
In the card-room Sabine was still listening. 


XIII. 

Since the previous eycning, that is, since raising his cane with tlie intention 
of punishing worthy 11. ^Tascarot, the Count de Mussidan hod been in .a 
pitiable state. Forgetting his injured foot, he had spent the night walking 
up and down his library, pii7.zHng his brain in vain efforts to find sonio 
means of freeing himself from virtual slavery. He felt the necessity of 
prompt action, for ho had sufficient experienoo to understand that, iu spite 
of Mascarot*a protestations, this exaction was but the drat of a long scrie.'s 
which would liecome more and more exorbitint. Various plans occurred 
to him ; but on reflection he abandoned them one after the other. At one 
moment he thought of going to the Prefect of Police and confessing every- 
thing. Then he thought of appealing to some, private detective, and follow- 
ing his advice. But the more he deliberated, the more ho realized the 
solidity of the net he had been caught in, and .the extent of the scandal 
which would take place if be ventured on a plan of resistance. 

Twenty hours of this sort of thing had in some degree toned down the 
violence of his anger, and so, when M. de Clinchan was anhonneed, he re- 
ceived his old friend with some degree of calmness. The aaonymoua letter 
hod not surprised him ; in fact, it might almost bo said that he had looked 
for something of the kind. The villains who held bis secret had acted right 
cunningly in writing to his friend. They wew plainly well acquainted with 
Pe Clinchan’a weak character. » 

Now tliat the baron liad gone, M. do Mussidan, still oppressed with 
gloomy forebodings, paced restlessly up and down the drawing-room, pay- 
ing no hoed to his wife's presence, and lotting disjointed phrases fall from liis 
lips. Ilia unintelligible soliloquy soon instated the countess, whose curiosity 
bad been excited by what sho had heard M. de Cliuchon say. Was it not 
natnr.'d for her to be always on the qui she whose position wa<i so 
threatened ? 

“What. has so disturbed you, Octave?” she asked. “Are you worried 
about M. dc Gliiichaii’s indigestion ? ” 

The count had been accustomed to that sharp, high-keyed voice of her’a 
for many years, and had borne that satirical smile with comparative com- 
posure ; but this very poor jest at such a time was more than he could Ixiar. 

Don’t speak in that way 1 ” he aagrUy exclaimed* 

“Dear mo 1 how rough you are ! Uome,^ what is the matter? Are you 
ill os well ? ” 

“Madame!” 

“ Well, will you have the kindness to explain the meaning of all this ? ” 
The colour rushed to the count's face, and his anger biased forth, 
all tho more terribly on account of the self-restraint he had previously 
imposed upon himself. He paused in front of the countess, and with his 
eyes flaming with liatp ana passion, exclaimod, “I simply wish you to 
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tinflcratand, madame, that our daughter will not marry Monaieur do. Bi'oulh- 
Faverlay.” 

This utterly unexpected declaration natumlly delighted Madame de Mus- 
sidan. Half of the task imposed on her by Dr. llortebize was accomplished 
without an elTort on her part. Still, she naturally ofrei*ed some objections. 
Women invariably begin, Byatomatically and instinctively, by opposing even 
the designs they approve of. It is their way. Rightly or wrongly, they 
consi<ler that resistance and argument are bound to further their views. 

“Are you jesting, air?** she asked. “ How could wo ever devise a moro 
biilliant alliance? It was a piece of unexpected good fortune when M. de 
Bre\ilh came forward.** 

" Oh ! you need not bo afraid,*' answered the count bitterly ; ** another 
suitor will be furnished yon.’* 

This phrase, prompted by the count’s intense fears, almost terrjficd the 
countess. What had he meant,? Was it an allusion ? Had her husband 
n^fevred to the Marquis do Oroisenoia ? Was he aware of the influence 
whiclx had been brought to bear upon her ? However, she was a brtivo 
woman, one of those who prefer actual disaster to unlimited suspense, ainV 
HO she determined' to ascertain the truth dt once. “ What other suitor do 
yen mean?” she asked with affected carelessness. ‘‘Has any dfie 'come 
)'• rward, and how ? And besides, may I ask, who presumes to dispose of my 
f hild without consulting me ? ” 

I do, madame.” 

The countess smiled contemptuously, and the count, who was watching 
ln';, now fairly lost his head. “Am I not master?” ho cried, angrily. 
“Am I not driven to this exercise of authority by tJhe threats of the 
scouiulrela who have ferreted out the secret of my life — my crime — and m'Iio 
po.ssoss the proof they need to dishonour my name 1 ” 

The countess started to her feet, asking herself if her husband had not 
lost his reason. “A ciimo 1 *’ she gasped. “ You !*’ 

“Yes, I ! Ah, it surprises you j and you never suspected it. And yet 
it’s trxio. You will perhaps romomber that accident at a shooting party, 
which saddened the first months of our married life. That young man — in 
tho woods of Bivron ! Ah, well, it was no accident. I duliborately aimed 
at liim, shot him, murdered him in fact. And it is known now ; the truth 
can be revealed and proved.** 

The countess, white with terror, recoiled with extended arms, as if to 
ward off danger, 

“Ah, you are shocked, are you?” sneered the count. “I inspire you 
with horror, possibly. But don’t tremble, there is no blofQd ou my 
bauds I*’ 

And pressing them to his heart, as if he could barely breathe, he continued, 
“ It is here that the blood is, and it stifles me. I have endured this for 
twonty-three years, and even now I wake in the dead of night — I wake, 
batlied in sweat, for in my dreams I have heard the poor follow’s death* 
rattle.” 

Madame de Mnseidaii sank on a chair. “ How horrible ! ” she gasjxed. 

“ Yes ; but you do not yet know why I killed him. Do you know what 
he dared to tell me? why, that tho young wife I ivorshippcd had a lover.” 

The countess started up with vehement denials on her lips, but os her 
hu8l>and coldly added, “ And it was tnxo-^I learned the facts later,” she 
fell back half fainting, hiding her face with her hands. 

“ Poor Montlouis/” continued the count, slowly, “ he was really loved-— 
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Ho hcsitalcil ; what could ho the reason of tliis hesitation after all he 
' had said V Madame de Mussidan repeated his words iuteri'Ogatively— And 
yot?»* 

“Never 1” ho cried, with a fearful explosion of rage, “never once have 
1 kissed that child, without feeling this horriblo doubt : Is Sabine really iny 
daughter ? 

The countess rose indignantly. No, this she could not boar. “ Enough,” 
she cried, “ enough 1 Yes, Octave, I have been guilty, frightfully guilty, 
but not as you believe.*’ 

“ Why do you attempt to defend yourself ? ” 

“ liccuusc it ia ray duty to defend Sabine.” 

The count shrugged his shoulders disdainfully. “ It would have boon 
better to have thought of that earlier,” he answered. “ It would have been 
better to have watched over tho development of her character, to have 
■ shown her what was rigiit and noble, and lo have learned to read her young 
heart — to have been her mother, in a word.” 

The countess was in such a state of agitation that, had her Irusband 
noticed it, hew'ould certainly have been surprised. “Ah! Detave,” she 
cried, “ why did you not speak sooner — ^if you knew ? But 1 will tell you 
everything— evei*y thing. ” 

However tho' count, unfortunately, stopped hor. “ Snare both of us tlicso 
explanations,” he said. “ If I have at l.-ist broken the long silence of years, 
it IS because X know that nothing you could say now could touch or move 

lUC,” 

Madame do Mussidan fell back on tho sofa, realiisiiig that there was no 
longer any hope. In the card-room ail was silent ; tho sobs had ceased ; 
Sabine had had strength enough to drag herself to her own room. 

The count was about to take refuge in the library again, when a servant 
knocked at tlio door. lie carried a silver salver, in the centre of which lay 
a letter. 

M. de Mussidan hastily broke the seal ; the missive was from M. do 
Broulh, who asked to be released from his promise. Coming after so many 
shocks, this proved the crowning blow, iftiawaro of his daughter’s inter- 
view with the baron, M. do Mussidan fancied ho could again detect tlui 
hand of that mysterioiis agent who had threatoued him, and the power of 
those unknown folks, wliose slave he wOpS, absolutely tern lied him. How- 
ever, he had little time for reflection ; for at that moment Modeate, his 
daughter’s maid, rushed into the salon, crying^ “ Help, Monsiciir le Comte 1 
help, madaxne I Mademoiselle Sabine is dying ! ” 


XIV. 

Van Klopbn, the illustrious “ ladies* tMlor,” knew Paris — men and things 
— thoroughly. Like all tradesmen whose operations are based on a system 
of extensive credit, he constantly needed information respecting people and 
their fortunes-— real and prospective. He, never forgot anything ho hoard, 
and by dint of research, memory, and practice, his brain had become a per- 
fect post-offlcG divcctoiy. So when Mascarot spoke to him of the father, of 
the pretty brunette, Flavia, whose beauty had so impressed Paul Violairio, 
th^ arbiter of fashion unhesitatingly replied, “ Martiu-Rigal f Yes, I know 
mni; a banker.” 

a banker Martin-Iligal was, to bo sure. Ho lived in a superb Imuse ^ 
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iu tho Hue Montmartre, almost opposite tlm church of St. lElustaohe. He 
resided on the second storey, whilst his offices occupied the whole of tho 
first floor. Although M. Martin>Rigal did not figure among the financial ; 
princes of Paris, he was, nevertheless, thoroughly respected. Ho tnainly 
carried on business with those petty tradespeople, so numerous in the 
b'rciich capital, who only subsist thanks to innumerable shifts and devices, 
anti remain porpotually in terror of settling days. 

The biinkor held almost all tho persons whom he did business with in hho.j 
hollow of his hand, as it were. What would have become of them had ho, 
some line morning, taken it into his head to close his doors ? They could j 
not have met their engagements; judgments would have been issued; failure \ 
nud ruin vrould have followed. The power ho possessed was wielded by « 
Mavtin-Ki^al in tho most arbitrary fashion. He admitted no restraint to 
Ills despotism. When he had settled on any measure, any one audacious 
enough to ask, “ Why ?” was answered, “ Because,” purely and simply. It 
was the cashier who made this reply, ho it understood ; for tho banker 
Iiiinself was hardly over seen. 

In the morning he was always invisible, shut up in his private office, , 
and not one of the clerks had sufficient courage to knock at the door ; be- 
sides, even had they done so, no reply would have been elicited. The ex - ; 

i jerimeut had boon tried, and it was believed that nothing short of a cry of 
ire would have aroused their master. 

The banker was a tall man, with a remarkably bald head. Ilis face, 
with its high cheek bones, was always scrupulously shaven, and his little 
gray eyes twinkled with a restless light. When he talked, if ho were in 
doubt respecting a choice of words, or if a wrong one escaped him, he had 
a peculiar hobby, tliat of raising his right hand to his nose. Ilis urbanity 
was perfect. Ho said the cruellest things in a honied tone, and invariably - 
escorted to the door, with re£)cated apologies and bows, the unlucky appli- 
cant whom ho had refused to oblige with a small loan. Despito his years, 
he dressed with youthful elegance, after the fashion of the rising financial 
schoqj. Axjart from bitsinesis, be was said to be amiable, obliging, and even 
wilt^.' It was reported, moreover, that he in no wise despised tliOBO good 
things of life which enable us to travel through this vale of tears. He by 
110 means turned up his nose at a good dinner, or turned his hack on a young* 
anil pretty face. He was, however, a widower, and had but one serious 
passion in the world— his only child — ^Flavia. It is true that in his passion ■ 
there is one fanatical trait— that of the Indian who crushes everything 
under his idol’s Vhariot-wheels, and is even prepared to immolate himself. - 
M. Martin-Kigal did not keep up a very expensive establishment ; but in 
tlic neighbourhood it was said that Mademoiselle Flavin’s tcofch were ahai'X) 
I'nongh to cnin'ch millions. The banker himself always walked, it was more 
healthy, he said ; but his daughtel^had a carriage and two fine horses to 
drive in the Bois under the protection of a duenna, half companion, half 
relative, who was somewhat touched in tho head. Flavin’s father had never 
yet ventured to deny her anything. Sometimes a kind friend pointed out 
to him that this jicrxictual a*doration might ill fit Flavin for the future;* 
but upon this i)oint he was intractable, and invariably replied that he 
knew what he was doing ; and that, if he worked like a dog, it was 
simply that his daughter might have all she needed, and a great deal more 
besides. 

It is certain that he did more work than aU his employes put together. 
After remaining since early moniing at his desk, busy with figures, at four 
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in the afternoon he would open the door of hia private roonij and grant 
audience to all who might wish to see him. 

Thus it happened that a couple of days after Paul and Flavia had mot in 
Van Klopeii^s Bolony at about half past o’clock, M. Martin>Rigal sat in 
hia private office listening to ono of his clients. She was pretty, very 
jvretty, young, and dressed with chaming simplicity ; hut she looked very 
sad, and her beautiful cyca wore brimful of tears. “ I must acknowledge 
to you, sir,” she was saying, “that if yon refuse to renew this note, we are 
ruined. I can manage its payment in January. I have disposed of all my 
jewels, mid there isn’t a silver spoon left m the house.” 

“Poor little woman ! ” interrupted the banker. 

These compassionate words raised her hopes. “And yet,” added sJic, 
“ our trade has never been so promising ; wo have finishca paying for the 
‘ good-will,’ and new customers arc constantly coming in.” 

She expressed herself in such clear terras that Af. Martin-Rigal listened 
w'ith pleasure. A real Parisienne shines in a position of this kind ; loss 
easily discouraged than her luisbaud, and more self-reliant, she keeps a 
steady head when he would lose his. 

As he heard this cxx>laniitlon of a situation which he thoroughly under- 
stood, the banker nodded his bald pate, as if approvingly. None the less, 
however, he finally exclaimed, “All tlmt is very W'cll ; bub it docs not" 
iiiake live endorsements you oiler mo higher in value. If I had any con- 
lidence, it would be in you.” 

“ But, sir, wc ha^e more than thirty thousand franca’ worth of goods in 
the establishment. ” 

“I don’t mean that.” 

lie underscored these words with such a singularly expressive sniilo that 
the poor woman coloured to the roots of her hair, and almost lost her sclf- 
possessiou. 

“Don’t you understand,” he resumed, “that your merchandise inspires 
me with no more coiilidencc than the endorsements you offer 7 Suppose you 
fail, for instance ; Avhiit w'ould the goods be sold for? And besides, as you 
know, lan<llords have certain privileges as creditors—” 

lie stopped short, for at this moment Flavia’a maid, profiting by her 

mutrcBs's despotic power, entered the office without kuovUing. “iirir,” 
said she, “ mivdemoisollc wants you at once.” 

Thu banker rose immediately. “ I am coming I ” he exclaimed ; “ 1 am 
coming 1 ” and iiiking his pretty client by the hand, to escort her moi c 
rapidly to the door, he added, “Como, don’t be low-spirited ; we will ar- 
riingc all these difficulties. Como again, and we will talk the matter over.” 

She 'i^ished to thank him, but ho wa.^ already half way up the stairs. 

Plavia had sent for her father so that he might admire her new toilette, 
just sent from Van IClopeu’s, and whiej^ after trying on, she was immensely 

T T? 1 . t ^ j 1 rni. _ -cirf*-;! j... t.i 




had Btirpassed eveu his usual achievomouts. Flavia’s dress was one of those 
chrjH‘d\cuvre of bod taste— unfortunately fashionable— which give every 
woman tlic same odious, doll-like aspect, and socm intended to deprive 
them of ail natural grace and distinction. The robe in question was a mass 
of trimmings, x>uffs, and flounces, of various tints, oddly contrasted and all 
but revolting to the artistic eye. Van Klopen had been faithful to his 
for he has a system which can bo summed up in these two axioms : 
First : Cut each d^isea in snch a way that it shall be utterly useless as soon 
slightly rumfded. Second ; Employ some cheap stuff as the main 
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material (this ia particularly pleasing to husbaQds)i and multiply the number 
of costly trimminga. More than ono dressmaker has profit^ by thC very , 
same theories. 

Flavia cared nothing, however, for the economical side of the question. 
Standing in the centre. of the salon, where the chandelier was lighted, for 
night was now coming on, she was studying some new steps and turns, re- 
hearsing, in fact, Bo~ as to show her dress to the best advantage ; and she 
was really so naturally pretty and graceful, tliat Van Klonen’s inasterpicco 
failed to spoil her looks. Suddenly she turned ; for in the mirror before 
her she had caught a glimpao of her father, who came in quite out of breath 
from having rushed so quickly up the stairs. 

" liow long yoi^ have been ! ” she exclaimed. 

Kow ho had not really lost a second, and still ho nervously began to 
apologise. I was with a client,** he said ; so that — ** 

‘‘ You ought to have sent him away at once.’* 

lie attempted another explanation, but she at once cut him short, ex- 
cl.iiiniiig, “ Never mind; but now, open your eyes wide, look at mo, and 
tell mo frankly how you think I look.” 

'J’hcro was no need of the banker replying in words, for a look of absoliito 
unreaMoning admiration appeared on his face. Nevertheless he fervently 
ejaculated, “ Charming ! Ijivine!” 

Accustomed as she was to patomal iucenso, Flavia appeared delighted. 

“ Thou,” said she, you think I shall please him ? ** 

The him ** was I’aul Violaine, as the banker knew right well. Ho 
rdghcd deeply, as he answered, “How is it possible for you not to please 
him ? ’* 

“Alas I’* she answered with a pensive air, “if it were anyone else, I 
shouldn’t have a doubt, nor one of these cruel misgivings that now disturb 
my peace.” 

jM. Mariin-Rigal had sat down near the cliimnoy, and now placing liis 
arm around, his uaughtur’s waist, and drawing her towards him, lie pressed 
a kiss oil her brow, whilst she, with coquettish, feline ^raco, glided to a 
seat on his knee. “ Suppose,” she continued, “that he suouUlu’t like mo. 
•lust think of that, father ! I should die of sorrow.” 

The b.ankcr turned away his head to conceal his sad impression. 

“ Do you love him really so much? ” ho asked. 

She hesitated. 

“ More than mo ? ” he added. 

Flavia took her father’s head in her hands and shook it gently, as with a 
clear belMike laugh, slie answered, “Oh, how stupid you are, poor papa ! ^ 
Jlow can I compare you ? I love you first, because you arc my father. I 
love you, too, because you aro good, because you alw.ays do precisely as I 
wish, because you always tell mo you love me, because you arc lik^ tlic en- 
chanters in fairy-land, you know~^hose old, old men with long beards, who ' 
always give their god-children everything they want. I love you for all 
the happiness you give me : for my carriage, my pretty horses, and my bean- | 
tiful drosses, for the bright .gold pieces you give me, without countii^, for 
the pearl necklace round my neck, for this new bracelet — for everything, in 
fact.” 

The enumeration was desolating. Bach word evinced her absolute, in- 
tolerable selfishness ; and yet the banker listeneii with a smile, charmed 
and delighted, in a state of mireasouing beatitude. “ Well, and why do 
you love himi ” he. asked. 
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'* Bcccausc,” said Flavia, suddenly becoming very serious— ‘‘because i 
love him; Arati because ho is himself, and then — and then — I love 
him I ” 

Her tone revealed such intensity of passion, that the poor father with 
difficulty restrained a gesture of despair. 

She saw the expression of his face, and burst out laughing, “You are 
jealous, I do verily believe,” she exclaimed, in the tone a parent adopts 
towards a child who lias committed some trifling fault. “Fie for shame I 
That’s very naughty, sir 1 You don't even like that window, because 1 first 
saw Paul from it. That’s vci*y wrong, very bad indeed 1 ” 

Still, like a scolded child, the father dropped his head. 

** Ah 1 well,” resumed Flavia, “i love that window, for it rccjills to me 
^ the strongest, a weetost emotion of my life. It was four months ago, and 
yet, father, it seems to mo as if it were only this morning. I had gone to 
the window, without a motive — ^purely by chance — yes, chance, anil yet we 
arc told we are tlie masters of our own destinies. What utter nonsense ! 1 
! looked out <^arcleKsly enough, when suddenly, in a window of the house over 
*tho way, I saw him. It was absolutely like a flash of lightning. 'I’hat 
one second decided my life. I, wlio neyer felt a thrill here before ” — and, 
so saying, slie laid her hand on her heart — “now felt the most intolorahh? 
pain, ’twas like a red hot iron.” 

^J’ho banker seemed to be in agony, but his daughter saw nothing of it. 
“ All day long,” she continued, “ it seemed to mo us if there were no air to 
. breathe ; ns if tliere were an immense weight on my heart, and a band of 
I; iron round my head. It was not blood that circulated through my veins, 
j but liquid lire. At night 1 could not slcoi>, ^ shivered with cokl^ I was 
bathed in sweat ; and, without knowing why, I felt frightened,” 

The banker shook his head sadly. “ Flavia, poor, dear, foolish child I ” ho 
said, “ why did you not confide in me then ? ” 
wanted to do so, papa, but I w’.'ia afraid.” 

M. Martin-Kigal raised his eyes in mute surprise to the ccilin^j as if 
calling on heaven to witness that this fear of his child was utterly without 
, foundation. 

“ You don't undoi'stand it ! ” said Flavia. “You arc the beat of fathers, 
l; but you are a man. Ah 1 if I htwl a mother she would understand.” 
i “ Ah ! what could your poor mother have done that I have omitted ?” 
' sighed the banker. 

“Nothing, probably ; you may be right, for there are days when I hi-rdly 
understand myself ; and yet I Lave been very, very firm and courageous 
since then, for I swore to myself thiit never again would I open that win- 
dow. For throe days I resisted every temptation, on the fourth, I looked 
out, and there he was, loaning with his forehead against the wiiidow-pano, 
and looking so sad, that I turned away and began to cry,” 

1 The banker, the hard-hearted man of business, whom a luckless client’s 
' misfortunes hod never touched, had his eyes full of tears, 

“After that,” resumed Flavia ill a softer voice, “I resisted no longer. 
* > Why struggle against destiny ? F]ach day I went to tho window. It did 
' not take me long to discover what he was doing. I soon found that he was 
, giviii g lessons to two tall thin girls I had often seen in tho street. Poor fellow ! 
: 1 watched him each day as he went in and came out of the house. Ah ! 
papa, if you only knew how sad he looked ; sometimes he was so pale, and 
seemed so weak, that I asked myself if he wore not almost starving ! Think 
of it ! Ho suffering with hunger, and I so rich I I learned the meaning of 
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each expression in his face, and found, when ho was happy, he made this 
gesture,” find, bo saying, she imitated one of Paurs TnoveiiiGnta with which 
all Ilia acquaintances were familiar. 

“ But one day, alas 1 ** she resumed, “ he disappeared. For a whole day 
I jcmained at that window, waiting and hoping— all in vain. Then I fell 
ill, as you kuow, and told 3 'ou everything, and said besides, that 1 would 
never marry any other man.” 

It was in gloom and sadness that the banker listened to this narrative, 
which was by no means new to him. 

“ Yes,” he murmured, “it all happened just as you say. You were ill, 
and ras I thought dying, when I promised that 1 would lind out wlio thU 
young fellow was— r ” 

with a joyful iini)iil 3 c, Flavia flung her arms round her father’s nock and 
pressed kiss after kiss on his forehead. “And it was like that,” she ex- 
claiiricd, “ that you cured me I And you will keep your word, dear papa, 
will you not? Ilarling ! I lovo you more for this ttian for anything else in 
the world. And, to think that> that very day, merely with the informa- 
tion I gave you, you went in seardi of ray mysterious artist 1 ” 

“ Alas ! my child, I am your slave !” 

k'hivia drew* herself up, and gaily shaking her dainty little fiat at her 
father : “ What doea that ‘alas 1 * mean, sir?” she asked, witli a pretty 
aflcctation of btornnesa. “ Do you regret your gootlncsa and obedience? ” 

He did not answer, for she was correct in her snnnises. 

“I would give my prettiest necklace,” cried Flavia, “to kuow what 
means you took to find out all about him, for you never gave me any 
jvirticnfars. Come, don’t hide anything, liow did you discover him, and 
how do you intend to bring him here without arousing his suspicions ?” 

Her father smiled a kindly smile. “That is my secret, little one,” he 
answered. 

“ Very well ; keep it. After all, I care little for the moans now that 1 
know that you were successful ; for to night — just think of it — to-night, 
pcrh.aps in an hour, perhaps in a few minutes, Dr. ITortchize will bring him 
licTC, and he will sit at our table, where 1 can look at him at my ease. I 
shall hear liim apeak — ” 

“ Silly little girl,” interrupted the banker. “ Unhappy child.” 

She looked at him and answered, earnestly. : “ Silly — perhaps so ; but 
why do you call nic unhappy ? ” 

“You lovo him too much,” said her father with profound conviction, 
“ and ho will take advantage of it.” 

“ Ah !” replied Flavia, with all tho sincerity of passion, “he, take advan- 
tage? Never 1*' ^ 

“1 hope to God, my darling, that my prcsciitimenta deceive mo. But 
he is not the sort of man I intended for you. He is an artist— ” 

Flavia now really angry, rose from her father’s knees. “ And is that any- 
ihiug against him? An artist I Judging by your tone, one would think that 
a crime. Why don’t you reproach him with his poverty ns well. He is an 
artist, to be sure, but he is a genius. 1 can see that in his face. Tie is 
poor, I know ; but I am rich enough for both. Ho will owe everything to 
me— so .much the better then. When my fortune is his, he will not Iw 
compelled to give pianoforte lessons, lie will be able to make a worthier use 
of his talents. Ho will write operas, like those of Fclicten David, like that 
heautifiil Desert, operas more beautiful than Gounod’s, They will be per- 
formed, and the theatres will bo crowded. And I shall be in my box, 
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I glorying in the choice of my heart. Hia poetrv will belong to the world no 
t aonm, but the poet will be my own. And if I choose, he shall sing his 
|.jdivine songs for mo alone.” 

I She was in a state of such extraordinary exaltation, and seemod so con- 
’ vinoed of the reality of the scene her words had conjured up, that the cx« 
; citeinent brought on a congh which seemed to rend her dolioa'^ chest. 

Her father looked at her with an expression of intense grief. Flavians 
5 mother had been carried away at twenty- four by that pitiless malady, 
^popularly known as a ** galloping consumption,” which is the despair of 
I modern science, and which in less than a montli transforms a blooming 
’ young girl into a corpse. “Are you in min, Plavia ? ” asked the banker, in 
} a tone which betrayed the anxiety ho Mt. 

f •* I in pain ? ” she rejoined, with an ecstatic look, “ Can joy hurt inc ? ” 
By the sun in heaven,” cried Martin-Rigal, with a threatening gesture, 
“ if that wretch ever makes you shed a tear, he is a dead man ! ” 

Tho girl ivaa startled at the flcrcenosa of hia tone. “ What is the matter, 
Ijdcar father?” she asked. '‘What have I said to make you so angry? 
^ Why do you call Paul a wretch ? ” 

■\ '‘Because,” answered tho banker, unable to restrain himself— “ because 
i'il tremble for you. He has robbed me of iny child’s heart, and I can ciily 
, forgive him if you live even more happily with him than w'ith your olil 

father. I am frightened, because vou do not know him, whilst i do. 

^Prom the hour when you iwinted film out to me in tho ci'owd, all iny 
j friends, all tho people who aiHs under obligations to mo, have watched hini, 
'.'From that moment .npica have followed him night and day. 1 Jin vo not 
^bcon satisfied witli loaniing every particular of his present life ; I have also 
. made inquiries respecting his past. He has hardly had a thought' I luivo 
not learnt, hardly uttered u word that has not been brought to me. T 
have studied him faithfully, or rather my friends have studied him witli tho 
greatest possible care ; bo that he has not a secret at the bottom of his 
conscience which wc do not know of.” 

“ And have yon found nothing against hfm ? ” 

** No, nothing ! Only, remember this, ho is weaker than the veriest twig 
that grows, and more inconstant than the withered leaf blown by tho 
faintest breeze 1 No, nothing 1 But he is one of those neutral charaoters, 
as undecided for good as for evil, who go wherever tlioy arc bid, without 
aim, energy or will.” 

“So nuich the better. My will will be his.” 

Her father smiled drearily. You are mistaken, my daughter, as many 
another woman has been before you. You all think tliat weak characters — 
: those that are timid and vacillating— are easily govcnicd, l^t mo tell yon 
that this is a great mistake. It is oiily strong characters that can really 
; he influenced ; it is only upon solid foundations that we lean for support. 

' Close your hand on a bit of marble, close it firmly, and it is still there ; but 
do the same with a handful of sand; and it slips through your fingers.” 

Flavia did not open her lips ; her father drew her again gently on his 
knees. “ Listen to me, little one — to your old father,” he said solemnly ; 
' “ you will never have a better friend then he. You know that every drop 
- of blood in my veins would be gladly shed if it could do you any gooci. 
f Paul la coming ; be prudent Guard yourself against a momentary illusion, 
a pahsing fancy— ” . 

“ Oh r papa.”g ' ' 

M Very woll-i^ut hewl what 1 say, Eomomber that your happiness do- 
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{ )enda upon your conduct now. Bo careful and hide your fcelinga. Banot 
ct them be suspected. Mon are so made that, while finding fault with 
women for their duplicity, they complain still more of their frankness. 
Trust in my experience ; remember that absolute security kills a man’s 
love, and even a woman's.” 

He stopped short, for the .sound of a boll was hoard— tliat of the dopr of 
their apartments. ITlavia’s heart gave a great leap, and her whole l)ody • 
vibiuted like the bell itself. It is he ! ” she gasped ; and makings great 
effort to regain composure, she added, I will obey you, door father ; I 
will not ax>pear until 1 have recovered my self-control and Qur other guests 
have arrived. Don't be anxious ; I intend to prove to you that your 
daugiiter can bo as good an actress as Other women.” 

(She fled os the door of the safon opened ; but it was not Paul who entered. 
The first annvals were friends of the house— a atoiit manufacturer and his 
wife, exquisitely dressed, but otherwise totally insignidcant. Tliat evening 
1h<3 banker had invited a painty of twenty. A great dinner more easily ex- 
plained and justified Panrs invitation. 

A.t that very moment, Jl. Mascarot’s wa,s ringing at the door of 

Of. nortobi/c, who w'as to act as his sponsor regarding his introduction 
into society. Paul had just loft the hands of a fashionable talloi% and it 
was this that had delayed him. Thanks to Mascarot’s inihieiice, this tailor 

iiiul ill (orty-eijjht hours, prepared one of these evouing aulta, the mere 

of which is more conducive to matrimonial success than anything the 
iiio.’t cuainoured suitor could say. The glossiness of the materia), the 
(liiintinoBs of the cut, in fact, the perfection of the whplc “got- up” greatly 
t idi.nnced Paul’s natural good looks and air of ^dmuction. He was, 
p^si'haps, .*<omowhnt ill at ease in this elcg.'mt attire; bht at his ago, or 
! atlicr at tho age ho seemed to have, his ombarrassment might e^mily be 
iriiatakcn for timidity, and this made him appear even additionally 
interesting. 

At all cVents ho looked so well, so prepossessing, that, on seeing him, tho 
doctor smiled approvingly. ** Flavians taste is to be decidedly commended,” 
ho. murmured. And then, interrupting Paul, who was apologizing for being 
HO late, he added aloud, “ There is no harm done. Sit down j I will be ready 
ill a moment.” 

Hurtcbi/.e went into his dressing-room, while Paul Violaino let himself 
fall on to the lounge. He was utterly worn out with fatigue — for five 
nights he had had no sleep. Each night he bad been soized with fc-ver, 
and had risen and |iaced lits room, a prey to anxiety and mental torture. 
This cannot bo wondered at ; for his situation was most unexpected, most 
increiliblc. His honesty, which he had so boasted of to Rose, had been 
weighed in the balanco and found wanting. When, on leaving Van Klopen’s, 
Paul had said to Mascarot, “1 am yours,” he had but obeyed the impulse 
of wounded vanity. , Ho hod, moreover, been dazzled by Maacarot’s myste- 
rious power, and Flavia's beauty, and i^scinated by the millions of dowry 
she was reported to have ; but in tho evening, when again alone, he was 
terrified at tho remtmlnunco of his-impnidenoe, and thought with dread of 
the demands Which migh t be mode upon him. ^ What myatorious designs 
was he to further T Would he ever recover his liberty, his self-contiul? 
However, on the following day he dined with Masoarot at Hortobize’s 
roBldcnco, and the certainty of the doctor’s ^ complicity had decided 
him to stifio tfio last lingering qualms of conscience. It is often thus ; 
according to its spherOi vice, or crime eveii| becomes a temptation or a 
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losfion. When it ia vulgar, and coarse, it repels one, and hesitating 
honesty wins the clay. But wcaltb\% witty, fortunate and triumphant, 
it rouses in fceblo minds a furious longing, fanned by the hope of im- 
punity. 

The doctor’s luxurious abode and surroundings, his air of a. man of the 
world, his ingenious paradoxes and cou tempt of the law were bound to 
complete the work of corruption which ivorthy B. Mascarot had begun. “ I 
should be a fooi,” thought Paul, “ if I hesitated or struggled any longer, 
when this physicum, whom I see rich, happy, and rcspecte«l, has no scruples 
whatever,” 

He would have liesitated, however, had he known what was enclosed in 
that gold medallion which dangled on the watchgiiard of his new associate 
and patron. But this Paul could not know, admitted as ho was for the 
first time to the doctor’s magnificat apartments, which comprised the 
whole first floor of a lino old housQ in the Rue de Luxembourg near the 
Madeleine. In the very aute-chamlicr, a visitor could divine that tin's was 
tlio abode of some aimablo egotist, some witty epicurean, who considered 
that the time and money spent in feathering his 'nest was by no means 
thrown away. “I mean to be lodged in the baOnc style,” Paul liad mur 
inured to himself, with jealousy gnawing at his heart. 

He was still reclining on the lounge when the doctor re-appeavt'd, as 
oai’efuliy attired fia was always his wont when ho Wtis going into .society. 
“I am ready.” he said to Masearot’s proWgiS, now in some measure his 
own. ** Oomo, we shall arrive just in the nick of time.” 

Tlie doctor’s “pill box,” drawn up by a superb trotter, was waiting at the 
door, and as Paul settled himself comfortably inside, ho inwardly rellected, 
** I will have a bi'Oiighara of iny own like this.” 

Moweyer, if the youn^ fellow forgot the present for the future, the 
doctor who had received his instructions, was on the qui mve. “ Ooino, let 
us have a few words of conversation now.” ho said, as the carriage rollccl 
rapidly along. You are now oflered an opportunity such as rai oly falls 
in any young man’s way, no matter v/hat his social connections may be ; 
you must take advantage of it. Don’t let the chance slip,” 

“ Oh, you may rely on me,” replied Paul, with a self-Batisficd smile. 
Bravo ! my dear boy ; 1 admiro your youthful audacity, only you must 
allow me to fortify it with my oxperiemse. And to begin with, do you 
really know what an heiress is T ” 

“I think---” 

“Let mo spe^ik, please. An heiress— and still more if she is an only 
child — is generally an extremely disagreeable young person, headstrong, 
capricious, and filled with a sense of her own importance. She is com- 
pletely spoiled, moreover, by the adulation she has been accustomed to 
from infancy. Certain of suitors because of her dowry, slio thinks she 
may do everything she pleases.” 

“ Oh 1 ” said Paul, singularly crestfallen by this description. “ Are you 
sketching Madcinoiselle Flavia’a portrait?” 

The £)ctor laughed frankly enough. “ precisely,” ho answered, 
“only X ought to warn you that our heiress has her fancies and whims. 
For instance, 1 believe she is quite capable of doing anytliing to turn a 
suitor’s head, simply with the object of ultimately rejecting him, and en- 
joying his disappointment.” 

Paul, who had ao far seen only the bright side of hia 'adventure, was 
overwhelmed on learning that the modal had two sides, a point which ho 
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had not onco thought about. ** If it bo like that,’* he said sadly, what is 
the use of introducing me T ” 

** Why, so that you may succeed. Haven’t you everything requisite for 
success ? It may bo that Mademoiselle Flavia will receive you with ex- 
treme cordiality, uevertholoss don’t draw any favourablo oonclusious from 
this. Even if she should fairly throw herself at your bead, 1 should still 
say beware; it may only be a suave. Between ourselves, a girl who 
possesses a million is quite excusable in trying to find out whether yon 
have lost your heart to her money or herself.^’ 

The carriage stopped ; they had reached the Bue Montmartre. After 
giving his coachman orders to return at midnight, the doctor, with his pro- 
tc'gc^S entered the house. Paul was so perturbed that he with difficulty 
drew ou his gloves. 

There were some fifteen persons present when the footman announced 
Dr. llortcbizc and Monsieur Paul Violainc. However much the banker 
may liavo disliked the man his daughter had chosen, there w<as no indica- 
tion of it iu his reception, After pressing the hand of his old friend, the 
doctor, he thanked him most effusively for having brought such a talented 
:.nd desirable acquaintauoc as M. Violaiuo. This reception iu some degree 
toKtored Panl’s self-possession. But he tired his eyes in vain, in trying to 
Verccivo Madomoiaelle Martin-Kigal. The dinner hour was seven o’clock ; 
it was only some five minutes beforehand that Flavi.a appeared, to Ik) 
t once surrounded by the other guests. She had succeeded m concealing 
>1 r feeJiuga, and no matter what may have been her inner thoushts, she 
looked at Paul with an air of utter indifterence as be bowed before her. 
Fler father was delighted, fci’ho had by no moans anticipated so much self- 
]i(jss('ssioii. But Flavia had thought much of his last words, and had re- 
cognised their justice. Seated at some distance from Paul, she courageously 
alrntnincd from even one glance in his dirooiion during the meal. 

* It was only after dinner, when the whist tables wore made up, that she 
\cnturcd to approach him, and in a voice that trembled, despite all her 
< fforts, ask him to kindly play on the piano a few of his own compositions. 
^VI^:^iJevor may h.avc been Paul’s proficiency 'as a composer, ho was by no 
mo.Tua a rcmark.ablo performer, and yet Fhavia listened to him with an Jiir 
of bee titudo as if some celestial sympathy resounded through tlio room, 
.^e.'itcd side by side, M. Martin-Rigal and Dr, Hortobize watched her with 
kindly solicitude. 

*‘How she loves himl” murmured the banker; “and yet wo really 
know nothing of tlis effect she has produced upon him.” 

“ Pshaw I Moscarot will draw it all out of him to-morrow.” 

Q'lic biuiker made no reply, and the doctor resumed, “ Ifow I think of it, 
poor Mascarot has a full my’a work before him. At ten o’clock, tliere’h the 
council general, Hue Montorgueil, when we hope to find out what’s at the 
j bottom of Catenae’s bag. I am curious, too, to learn what the Marquis do 
[ Croiaeiiois will say when he discovers what is expected of him.” 

I Mcanwiulc the hour was growing late, .iiul the gucbta wore gradually rc- 
I tiring, The doctor made a sign to his xjrot<jg(3, and they loft togethei*. 
K Flavia, as she bad promised, had played her part so well, that Paul asked 
wiimsclf whether ho might hope or not. 
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WnsNEVEB B. Mascarot called hia partners together in solemn council, 
Boaumarchef was in the habit of arraying himself in his best clothes. Not 
merely on such occasions was he often called into the nrivate room to 
answer questions, and thus desired to appear to the best advantage, 
but, moreover, as a retired sub-officer, bo h:^ a great reject for rank, mid 
realised what was duo to his superiors. He reserved, therefore, for these 
^I'cat occasions his most superb trousers of the htissar pattern, with a black 
fixiok'Ooat showing both his chost and waist to advantage, and a pair of high 
hoots, garnished with gigantic spurs. Moreover, he was particularly caro 
ful to stiffen the points of those long moustaches of his, which in their time 
had pierced so many feminine hear&. 

On this particular occasion, howover, the sub-oJTiccr, although ho had 
rocelvod duo notice of the expected meeting, still wore his everyday clothes 
at nine o’clock A.M. He was seriously distressed thereat, and only copsolod 
himself by constantly repeating that Ins irreverence was entirely involuu- 
tary. It was tho truth, moreover ; for at daybreak ho had been roused to 
make out the bills of two cooks, who, having found situations, wove aboiit 
to leave the establishment which Mascarot had organised for servants out 
of place. As soon as this was settled, he hoped to have time to array him- 
sell ; but just as he Was crossing the court yard, whom should ho meet but 
Toto-Ohupiu, arriving to report himself. Bcaumarchof at once went with 
him into the outer omcc, thinking, no doubt, that the youngster’s rex>ovt 
would, as usual, only bo a matter of some few minutes. He was grievously 
mistaken. There was little cliango in Toto’s appearance. He still wore his 
dirty gray blouse, his old misshapen cap, ana his face had its habitual 
knowing grin ; but, on the other hand, his ideas had oousiderably changed. . 
In fact, when the cx-sub-ofCcer asked him to state briefly what he had done 
on the previous day, Toto unexpectedly interrupted him with a cynical 
grimace and gesture full of meaning. 

** 1 haven't wasted my time,'* he said ; 1 havo even made some new dis- 

coveries, only before telling you one word — 

“Well, go on.” 

‘ ' 1 wish to make my conditions.” 

This remark, enforced by an expressive movement of tho hands, no sur- 
prised Bcaiimarchef, that at first lie could make no rejoinder. Condi- 
tions ? " ho repeajied at last. 

“ Certainly—^ymi can do as yon please, of course 5 you can take it or leave 
it. Do you thi^ that 1 am going to work like a^og, lose my sleep and all 
. that, for a mere thank you ? X am worth more than that. ” 

Beaumarchef was exasperated. 

“ I know that you are not worth the salt to your bread,” he exclaimed. 

“All right.” 

“And you arc an ungraMul little scamp to talk like that, after all tho 
kindness M. Mascarot has shown you.” ' 

Chupiu burst out loflghmg, . “ Kindness 1 indeed I” ho cried. “One 
would think my employer had rained himself for me. Poor man 1 1 should 
like to know^ what this wonderful kindness is.” 

“ Ho picked yen up in the street one night in a snow-storm, and has given 
you a room in the house ever sinoei ” • 
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** A kennel, you might call it.*' 

He gives you your breakfast and your dinner every day—” 

** 1 know that, and half a bottle oi wine at each meal that has been so 
well watered that ic can't even stain the table-cloth t ” 

“ You arc an ungrateful boy,” rejoined Beaumarchef 5 “ you forgot that 
you have also been set up in business as a chestnut vendor.” 

“Yes, under the poHe-each^e, I am allowed to stand there from morn- 
ing till night, fro/^en on one side and baked on the other ; and what do 1 
cam ? Perhaps twenty sous. Come, I’ve had enough of that ; and besides, 
just now the trade isn’t worth a curse.” 

But you know that in summer you will have aU you need given to you > 
to sell— fried potatoes.” 

** Thank you ; 1 don’t like the smell of the fat.” 

“ Then what do.yoii Mrish to do?” 

** Nothing ; 1 fed that I was born to live on my income.” 

Beaumarchef was at a loss for a retort. All right,” said he at fongth ; 

** 1 shall tell all that to the governor, and then we’ll see.” 

This threat made no impression on Toto. ** I don’t care a fig for tho 
;;ovi!ri)or,” ho ajyawcred. “Wliat con old Masoarot do? Diamiss me? 
All right ; I'm prepared.” 

“ You young scamp I ” 

** Scampi Why’s that? Don’t you think I ever cat before I met 
Muscarot ? 1 lived a deal better, let me tell you ; and 1 was free. Why, 
merely with begging, sinking in courts, and under doorways, I made my 
tlirco francs a day. We drank them together, iny pals and I, and tlicn w^e 
went oH: to sleep at Ivry in an old tile factory, where the bobbies never ‘ 
showed their noses. It was jolly there in winter time, near tho furnaces. 
Ah I what larks wc used to have ; while now — ” 

“Well I What are you grumbling about now? Whenever you’re told 
off to M’atch anyone, don’t I give you your five francs every moruing ? ” 

“ Just so. And I find those five francs ain’t enough.” 

“Not enough, indeed 1 ” 

“ Eh ! ’taint worth while for you to get waxy, I ask for a rise and you 
refuse it. All right ; I’m going on strike.” 

Beaumarchef would willingly have given a fivepenny bit from his own 
pocket for Mascarot to have hoard master Ohupiu’s impertinence. ‘ * You’re 
a young rascal I” he cried. “You’ll go far with the company you k('ep. 
Oh, don’t deny it I ,A fellow named Poly to, witti a shiny cap and a jwir of 
Ncwgiite knockers, not to mention a red scarf, came here tho other day to 
a&k after you. I^m sure—” 

“ In the first place,” rejoined Toto, “it’s no business of yours what com- 
pany I keep.” • 

“Oh, I say it for your own sake, I give you fair warning you’ll come to 
grief.” 

This prediction sounded like a threat to Toto. “ How ? ” he answered 
angrily ; “ how can I come to grief? Do you me<ui that Mascarot will in- 
terfere? Pshaw 1 I’d advise him to keep <iiiiiet.” 

“Toto, you young scamp 1 ” 

“ But, dash it all, you’re beginning to play too much of the master. 
’Rascal’ here, ‘scamp’ there, 'aoouudrcV ‘blackguard,’ and soon. 1 
won’t stand those names. What are you and the governor, 1 should like to 
knowt Do you really take me for a fool? Do you think I don’t under- 
stand your trickery? Do you think I believe all the oock-and-bull stories 
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yon tell mo ? Como, come, I’ve eyes, and ears, and brains as well. When 
you tell mo to watch this one or that one for a week or more, it isn’t to help 
them home if they happen to fall. If ever Tin nabbed I know what I shall 
tell the police, and you’ll see then that a good workman is worth more than 
live francs a day.” 

Boaumarchef was an old soldier, and a brave man to b^ot. He was most 
expert at fencing; but in argument ho was easily disconcerted. Toto’s 
surpri^g impudence led him to believe that the young scamp had been 
ad\^e(l by some experienced counsellor ; and if that were really the cfwe, 
it was impossible to calculate the exact meaning of these threats. I^Tot 
knowing how to act in this emergency, being wholly without instructions, 
the retired sub-ofticer judged it best to act prudently. “ Come,” asked he, 
‘‘ how much do you want ’ ” 

“ Well 1 I sjioiild say seven franca to begin with.” 

^ * The devil you do ! Seven francs a day ! Upon my word you are cool 
indeed ? Well, well. I’ll give them to you to-day, and advise the master to 
increase your allowance for good ; so now you can begin your report.” 

However, Toto received this conciliatory proposal with unmitigated dis- 
dain. “ Mj’ report ? ” said he. Go to blazes tor it ! ” 

“Ell ! what are you saying ? ” 

“ Saying I why, do you think I’m going to open my mouth for your extra 
two francs ? Not for Joe, oh dear no ! To begin, I swear I won’t say a 
word till you’ve handed me a hundred francs I ” 

“ A luindrod francs 1 ” answered Beaumarchef, fairly confounded. 

** Yes, just that j neither more nor less.” 

“ And why, jiray, ath I to give them you ?” 

“ Because I’ve earned them.” 

Beaumarchef shrugged his shoulders. “Yon’ro mad,” said he; “your 
demand is utterly preposterous. Besides, W'h'vt could you do with so much 
iiioaoy ? ” 

“ Never you mind that. One tiling’s certain : 1 shan’t spend it in buying 
pomade like you do, to put on your moiisiivches. ” 

Impudent Chupin 1 he dared to attack those sacred moustaches I and so 
he was about to receive the kick he so richly deserved, when a noise at the 
door attracted Beaumarchef ’& attention. Ho turned and bolicld our old 
friend father Tantaiiie. Yes, Father Tan taino, the w'orthy old fellow, who 
looked much the same as on the evoninu when he befriended Faul in the 
attic at the Hotel du F^rou. Ho wore the same long .overcoat, shiny from 
long usage, and grimed with successive layers of grease and dust. If is 
eveiiastiug smile was on his withered lips. “ Tut, tut ! ” he exclaimed ; 
“what does all this mean? You were gettin^^ angry, I think. Never 
quarrel with the doors open.” 

In his heart, Beaumarchef thanked the lucky star that had sent him tljis 
unexpected reinforccineut. llo at once indignantly began : “ Toto-Chupiii, 
sir, protends — ” 

“ I have heard every word,” interrupted Taiitaiiic in a soft voice. 

At this news, Toto thought it best to put some little distance between 
himself and the old clerk. He was an acute observer, this overgrown 
Parisian ragamuffin. Daring the years that he had earned hia living in 
the gutter, necessity had sharpened his natural powers of observation; 
and, moreover, by dint of having to pick hia doily dupes out .of the crowd, 
he had become no mean physiognomist, like all those whose sulisistenoe 
depends on siramters* whims. Toto-Chupin scarcely know B. Mascarot* 
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and distrusted him ; hut he thoroughly despised Bcaumarchef, rightly 
iiidging that his bounce concealed a miicity of brains. At the same time 
lie feared this sweet^spoken Tantaiue tike fire ; for ho recognised in liini a 
spirit that would bear no trilling* He hastened, therefore, to offer his 
apologies. “Just let me tell you, sir,” ho said. 

“ Tell me what ? ” interrupted Tantaine. “ That you are an intelligent 
fellow ? 1 know ft. But never mind, youll come to a bad end.” ^ 

“But, sir, I only wanted — ’* 

“Money? Ah 1 that is but natural ; and, upon iny word, you are too^ 
useful for us to think of relinquishing your services. Como, Beaumarchef, . 
hand this hue fellow the hundred francs he wants.” 

The ex-sub-Oiiicer was astounded at this unheard-of generosity, and his\ 
lips parted with an objection ; but ho was silcnccel by a gesture, which* 
'1 obo, however, did not boo ; so having unlocked the cash-box, he-prOducOd' 
live napoleoiia and otTored them to the young scamp. 

I'oto looked at the money, then at the faces of tlio two men, but did not 
rlaro take the coins. Suppose they were mocking him ! Suppose there was 
borne snare ! He had been so pressing a moment before, and yet now he 
wAfi all hesitation. 

“ 'J'ake them,” s.aui Tantaine. “ If your information is worthless, I shall 
. oclaiui them. And now follow me into the confessional, where wo shall 
JiCitbo disturbed.” 

'I'hc confessional, as it was c.'illcd in the cilice, was darkened by green 
air'iO cartaina, and contained as funuturo a small sofa, two arm-chairs, and 
.) tuhlc. Tantaine seated hiiiiaclf on the sofa, and, turning towards Toto, 
who stood twirling his cap in his hands, exclaimed, “I’m listening.” 

The young scamp bad by this time regained his habitual imperlinonco ; 
did he not feci the hundred francs in* his pocket? “ Five days ago,” ho 
began, “I was told to watch Caroline Schimmel, and I know her now iw 
well .18 I know my aunt. Tiiat wouitin, sir’s, a rcg'lar clock, and the little 
drinks she takes, murk the hours.” 

leather Tantaine smiled. 

“ She gets up,” continued Toto, “at ten o’clock in the morning, taltos 
her absinthe, breakfasts at the nearest eating house, sips her colTce, and 
plays a game of beziquo wdtli any one who comes to h.and. So much for the 
<lay time. Then at six o’clock she goes to * Turk ’ and stops there till 
they shut up, when oil' she goes to bed,” 

“ ‘ 7Vtc Turk,' W'hat do you mean by that ? " asked Father Tantaine. 

“ What, don’t you know, sir? that’s how they call the great grub shop in 
tlic Bue des Poissonniers — and ^ fine placo it is too. You can cut and 
drink and dance as much as you like there. It seems it’s awfully swell 
inside.” 

‘ ‘ It seems, do you say ? Haven’t you been in then 7 ” 

Toto pointed disconsolately to his dirty blouse and ragged trousers ; 

“ 'Ihcy wouldn’t let me in like that,” said ho, “ but never niiiid, wait a bit. 
i licivo my plan.” 

As they talked, Tantaine took down the address of '*TA(i Turk” When 
ho had niiisbed, he looked up and asked severely, “ Well, Toto, do you 
tliink this information is worth a hundred francs ? ” ■ 

“ Wait a moment,” answered Toto, making a grimace like a monkey. 
“Ho you think Caroline can live this sort m life without money? Sbo 
ain't a laudownov. However, I’ve found out where her money comes 
from I ” 
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The comparative darkuoss of the cOnfcBsional enabled Tantaine to con- 
ceal the intonse satisfaction those words caused him. ‘ * Ah \ ” ho answered, 
with feigned indifietonee, ** you have Icaiiiod tliat ? ” , 

“ Yos, and several other things besides. Just listen I Yesterday, after 
bniakfaat, Caroline began to plEby cards with two blokes, who had been 
eating at the next table. As soon as 1 saw the way they shufiled the cards, 
I they were old hands, and said to myself, ‘ HullO| old woman 1 they 
ari, going to clean you out 1 ' 1 was right^ too; for after an hour’s play she 
> hadnlt 'pven enough coin to pay her score, and oiTcred tho landlord one of 
her rings as security. But he refused to take it, whereupon she rejoins, 
‘All rirat ; 1*11 just go to my place, and come back again.* 1 saw and 
heard hetV ^or I was at the counter drinking a glass of wiuo.’* 

“ And did/she go to her lodgings I ” 

, “Not she I She went oat, crossed Paris as fast as a guardsman could 
walk, Opd went straight to the dnest house in the Rue de VaFeiiues— a per- 
fect pataoe it was. She knocked at the door, a porter opened it, and then 
8^ went in. Of course I waited outside.” 

“ Well, do you know who lives in this house ! ” 

“ Of course 1 do. Tho grocer at the corner told me it belonged to tlio 
Due dc — wait a minnto-^the Duo do Ghampdoce ; yes, that’s tho name, 
Champdoce — a nobleman whose ocllais, tt seems, are brimful of gold, like 
those of the Bank of Prance,” 

Tantaine was never so indifferent in manner as wlien he was really in- 
^terested. “ Go on, my lad,” said he. “ Cut it short.” 

Toto, who had counted on making a great impression, seemed extremely 
annoyed on hearing this. “ Give me time,” he muttered, “Well, in half 
an hour or so out came Caroline looking awfully lively. A cab passed by ; 
she scrambled in, .and off she wont. Luckily I’ve a ^ood pair of legs, and so 
1 cached the Palais Royal just in time to see her go into a money changer's 
and change a five imndred fniuc note.” 

“ How did you find out that? ” 

“ By mv eyes, of ooune. Tho plftce vas all lighted np, and I could seo 

through the window. ” 

Tantaine smiled pleasantly. “ Y ou know bank note^, then ? ” 

“ Yes, when I see ’em ; but I never touched one. kt’s said they’re a.*i 
. soft 03 satin. One day 1 wont into a changer’s and askW tho boss just to 
let mo take a thousand franc qoto in my hands. 1 only^:jpranted to know 
what it felt like. But he gave me a box on tb^ ears; and squeaked, 
‘Clear out 1 ’—‘you old beast 1’ says I, ‘why do you show such piles of 
notes in your windgwauthen f Is it to rile poor people ? ’ ” 

’ Father Tantaine wa« no longer listening, “Is that all ? ” he asked. 

“ Not quite, Pve kept the tit-bit for tho finish. Do you know wo’rc not 
the only folks who are watching Caroline T ” 

This time Toto hod every reason to be satisfied with the effect he pro- 
duced. The old man started so prodigiously that his hat tumbled off. 

“ What’s that you say 7 ” he exclaimed.. 

“I say what IVe seen, governor. ^ For three days, a big chap, with a 
harp on his back; baa been at her hcela. 1 didn't like the look of him at 
' ouce, and right ! was, He fqUowed Caroline to the Rue do Varennes just 
as I did.'* ^ 

.Father Tantaine. was tefieotSni^ ^*A,big diap,” bo muttered. “A 
ma8lcian---hum I Perpignan must have, a hand in that, or elsc/riir greatly 
inUtakca-4 mu^ know what it moans.** Then looking at Toto, he 
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added. '^Yon mqat drop, Oaroliiie, m)r Ud* aod stick to this hamist. 
Mind you^re prudent. You can go now you Vo earned your hundred 
francs. , ' * 

Chupin at once went offi and the old man shook his head.- '*Tl^at 
lad’s too.intelligent by half/^ he muttmd.; ^'he will^heVer make old 
bones. ’ 

Beaumarchof 'vetie at this moment opening his mouth to ask Father Tan- 
taine to mind the office while he went to. change his. olotb^ but the old 
clerk forestallod him by remarking ** Although the governor d^ll^'t like 
to be disturbed. I’m going to see him. And lAen the gentlein«> who are 
expected, odme, Beaumar, mind you show them in at ottoe \ pear is 

getting BO ripe, so ripe that if it huft gathered immediately IjFwill fall to 
the ground iviid rpt.** 

With these words, Father Tantaine waBced towards B. MwstoOtV private 
room, and went in without knocking. 
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Tt was Dr. llortfihize who was the first to arrive rtt the appointment which 
S’. Mascarot iiad given to his honourable partners. It was hard indeed for 
bi.ri to rise before ten o’clock in the morning ; but after all, businbt^Si was 
I noincMS. When lie reached the agency, the outer ofiFice was full of clients, 
uiiarcat Boauniarchef rejoiced exceedmgly ; for auJiTOundeii as ho was by 
a, plioants, he escaped tho doctor’s censure respecting his neglected attire, , 
as well aa his usual anoor, “ You’ve bd^n at the brandy again, BeallIna^,*^ 
**M. M^carot is in hla offico,” exclaimed the ox-BUD''oflicor, os soon as ^ 
he saw tho physician. ‘'He’s impatiently waiting for you. Father Tau: 
taino is with him.” 

Tlierc was a humourous twinkle in tho doctor’s eyes, but nevertheless ho 
answered with perieot gravity, “ Indeed, I shall bo delighted to see tho 

Old fellow.” 

However, on entering tho agents sanctum, he fou^ B. Mascarot alpne, 
us usnnl engaged in sorting those eternal cards of Ids. Well,” asked Dr. 
Hortobizo, “ what’s the news ? ” 

“ There’s none.” . , ' 

‘ ‘ Haven’t you scon Paul ? ” ‘ . 

“No.” 


“WiUkewwno?” 

“Yes.” 

I’he estimable agent is generally laconic, but not to this degree. 

“ WhatV tho matter ? ” asked the physician. “ Our greeting is absolutely 
funereal. Are you ill?” 

*‘I am simply preoccupied, whioh is excusable on the evo of a decisive 
battle,” auswer^ Mascarok But he only told part of the truth ; there was 


shivers to atoms. Totd talght Im' tbn’gmin pf 'sand wlnCh, gluung mto the 
niaohine, stops its working imd'Wnderk it.w^urthlcsa^ How, MaG{W<^.Wa0 


T^rm -r-T ^T-r r- t" T . 

; Pduiw t ” Mlid m M -%• n^> 

^ sliaU .ttccMd^' Wbat fii'tiMm' i ’ front Piwuit' 

B. Siucai'ot thruggad hU shonlden disdninfolly. "Fiuil wilt 

vou i; I . 
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SO little/' he answered, "that I have decided ’he shall assist at our 
stiance to-day, althoiiffli it will bo a stormy one. Wo might measure 
out the truth to him like drops of wine to an invalid, but I prefer a full 
dose." 

The deuce you do I Suppose ho should take flight and disappear with 
our secret 7 ” , 

" He won’t disappear in a hurry 1 " said Mascarot, in a tone which would 
have horrified Paul had ho been present. " Ho can’t escape from us any 
more than.a cockchafer can free itself from the string a child ties round it. 
Do you understand those yielding natures like his ? He's the glove, and X, 
tlie nervoui^'jiAand underneath." 

’ The doctoj^'did not attempt to discuss the point, but blandly murmured, 
"Amen." 

" If we meCT witli any resistance,” resumed Afascarot, " it will coinc 
from Catenai^" I may be able to obtain apparent co-operation froju him, 
but not really sincere assistance. ” 

" Catenae 1” interrupted the doctor in surprise. "I thought yon 
moaned to dispense with his services.” 

“Yes, that was my idea.” 

“But why have you changed your mind ? ’ 

“ Simply because I satisfied inysclf, that we couldn’t deprive ourselves 
of his services, for if we did, wc must admit some other legal man into our 
confidence, reveal the secret of our paiiiicrMhip, and ” he stopped short, 
listened for a moinenb. and then exclaimed — “Hark ! he's coming now ! ” 

In the pa.ssagc outside a husky cough could be heard, such a cough as 
usually overlakes a fat juaii wlicn he passcis from the cold air of the street 
to the wanner iitjnoMpliere of indoors. “ Yes, it’s he,” iiiutlored HorteloKc. 

At the same moment tlic door opened, and Catenae appcvired. Ho either 
naturally possessed or had acc^uired that air and manner, tluityc nc nfftiki q^toi 
which atfirsl sight elicit the remark, "Thercgocsanhonestirian 1” Inlact, Ids 
.nppearaiice inspired unlimited confidence. Tartafe would not bo Tartufo 
if he liad restless eyes, a hard moutii, and a fleeting forolicad, for then ho 
. would inspire distrust, and distrust is out of keeping 'with his c’liar.ict*n\ 
Thus Catenae’s glance was frank and open, Jic always looked you full in the 
face, ills voice too was full and nicdloW, and lie bad that jovial easy man- 
ner which always xiroducea a favoiirablo impression. At the Calais de Justice 
he was greatly esteemed for his leaniiug, altliough ho seldom pleaded. 
If lie made aoiiie thirty thousand francs a year by liKs profession as an ;id- 
vocatc, it was because he hiul a 6|)ccialty. He arranged aitahs which 
people dared not bring into coini, lest they and their ad vci sarics were alike 
donsignod to the galleys, or at Icfuit diahonourcil. Actions of this kind are 
begun every day in Paris. The most violent of the adversaries iaslitntes 
procGcdinjj^s, and the iniblio, sniffing a delightful scandal, impatiently aw aits 
the pleadings. But the matter never conics into court. At the eleventh 
hour the opponents have consulted some legal adviser of Catenae’s descrip- 
tion, and everything hag been quietly settled. Catenae bawl over and over 
again brought rogues to reason, showing them w'hat would be Iho result of 
their mutual denunciations. He had effected compromises between mur- 
derers quarrelling over their spoils, and had even had a hand in still more 
foul intrigues. He himself had often' said, “ My life has been spent amid 
mud and mire.” In his private room, in the Hue Jacob, confessions which 
ought to have brought ilown the ceiling had been whis]»crcd in his ear, 

^ In couciliatieu of this kind, the mediator naturally fixes his own terms. 
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The client who ozpases his conscience to him belongs to him as much as 
the patient to the doctor, as the fair penitent to her father confessor. 
Thus Catenae's business was a lucrative* one. The exorcise of his specialty 
had, moreover, endowed him with a frothy, diffuse redundant style of speech, 
buch as is essential for mediators, who, before aught else, must calm the 
adverse parties. 

" Here lam!” he cried from the threshold, “ You summoned me, friend 
Raptlstiii, convoked me, called for me, wrote to me, and here I come, all 
haste, all obedience, all willingness to know what you require, what you 
want, what I can possibly do for you— ” 

Take a chair,'^ interrupted Mascarot, gravely. 

*' Thanks, dear friend, many thanks— a thonsaud thanks -hut 1 am in 
great haste. Very busy, expected on all sides, positively bijgand, engaged, 
without a moment to spare ; a thousand matters on hand : 'matters of life 
and death.” 

“ Well,” exclaimed tlie doctor, “you can sit down all tlikjMmc, What 
Baptistiu has to any to you is quite as important as any engagetn^it.” 

Catenae complied with a genial smile, but at heart he was intensely 
angry, and felt not a little uneasy. “ What is it then ? ” ho asked. 

Masoarot had risen and bolted the door, and on resuming his seat again, 
he })egan. “ These arc the simple facts : llortcbizo and 1 hilVo decided to 
liumoh the great aihtir which 1 vaguely spoke to you about some time ago. 
AVe have an imporUnt man — the .Afarquis de Croisenois — ” 

“ JMy dear fellow — ” interrupted the advocate. 

Wait a moment. Your co-operation is essential, and — ” 

Catenae started up. “Knoiigh!” he exclaimed, “ sufficient, the cause 
is huii-d. If it was to propose, to offer mo an affair that you wrote, asked 
me to call, you did wrong, you made a great mistake ; for 1 have told you, 
assured you, sworn to you, repeated a hundred times”— He was alrcaJy 
turning, hat in hand, fully deteriuined on retreat, but between the door 
and lilmsolf stood worthy Dr. Hortobheo,cwho was looking at him in ilic 
most singular fashion. 

Catenae wa.s certainly not easily frightened ; but Hortebizo’s attitude 
w’as so significant, and Mascarot's frigid smile so threatening, that he was 
fairly taken aback. “ What do you mean? ” he stainmcred. What do 
you wish — what can I do for you ? ” 

“We wrish, first of all,” said the doctor, speaking very slowly and dis- 
tinctly, “that you should take the trouble to listen wneu you are spoken to.” 

“ I am listening, I should say.” 

“Then resume your seat, and open your mind to our friend Baptistiu's 
prwosala,” 

Catenae’s face in no wise revealed bis impressions. He had so drilled 
every muscle, and so exercised himself in self-control, that a ship cn iJio 
face would hardly have brought a drop of blood to liis cheeks. However, as 
ho sat down, he made a gesture with his right hand, which showed how 
irritated be felt at being treated in this fashion. “ Well, let Baptistin ex- 
plain himself/' hff said. ' ^ ^ 

Mascarot’s only movement had been to raise his hand to lus spectaelos as 
if to make sure xhat they were safely on his nose ; othc-rwisfe he had not 
stirred. “ Before going into details,” he said, coldly, “ 1 wish first of all 
to ask oar worthy friend and partner if ho is with us or not,” 

“ Why should there be the shadow of a doubt on that point? ” inter- 
rupted the advocate ; “ do all my assurances go for nothing ?^* 
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**Exoiiao tins is not a time for mere assurances, What wo now 
need, is loyalty and active co-operation.” 

“ Can it be, my friends— ” 

“ 1 ought to warn you,” continued Mascarot, without heeding the inter- 
ruption, “ that in the enterprise we are starting on, we liave every prospi ot 
of success, and if we succeed, it will be to the tunc of nearly a million for 
each of us.” 

Hortebizo, who was not endowed with the agent’s patience, now hastily 
exclaimed, Como, Catenae, give ua your aiiswor is it * yea ’or * no ’ ? ” 

Catenae, as his friend suspected, was in a cruel state of indecision. He 
did not spcajk for a full minute. He was relleotiiig. Well then — ‘ No ’ !” 
he suddenly eiKlalmed, with a violence that betrayed his agitation . ‘ ‘ After 

due coiisideratiion and proper study, having reflected and weighed every 
continueucy— r Mswer you with a sijuare ‘ No.* ” 

B. Mascarot ^d Hortebizo ejaculated, “ Ah ! ” at the same moment. 
It vras not 80,nf^h that they were surprised, they rather experienced that 
indefinable sehsation which comes over a man when he finds his anticipa- 
tions, even should they bo of a redoubtable character, realised. 

“Allow me to explain,” continued Catenae, “whut you will probably 
call my defection— ” 

Say treason — that would be more correct/ 

“ Very well ; I woi/t bandy vrordar. I’ll be frank.” 

Oh I” muttered the doctor. “ That isn’t your usual style.” 

“ But it seems to me that I have never concealed my opinion from you. 
.More than ten years ago I spoke to you of breajting ofl‘ our connection. 
‘!|3o you recall what I said? Bo you remember my words? I said to you, 
.* Only our extreme need, our bitter poverty, justified our acts— now they 
are mcxcusablc — ’ ” 

Yes,” remarked Mascarot, “ I recollect you mentioned your scruples. 

“ So you see then ? ’* 

“ Only your scruples have never prevented you from coming regulaily to 
receive your share of the profits.” 

“ That is to say,” interrupted the doctor, “you repudiated tlio rislcs but 
accepted the proh ts. You wished to win money without staking anything. ” 

Although there seemed no po.sBlble reply to this argumejit, it in no way 
disconcerted Catenae. “ It is true,” he answered, “ I have always received 
imy thirds. But didn’t I do quite ns much as you towards putting the 
. agency on its present prosperous footing 7 Doesn’t it work now smoothly 
. and noiselessly like a perfect machine ? Haven’t wo succeeded in impart- 
ing a comm^cial aspect to our operations ? Every month a handsome pLolit 
: comes in, without the least exertion, and 1, uA((uc3tiouably, have a right to 
' a third. Let things go on, quietly, at their little jog trot and I’m your man. ” 

Very kind of you, to be sure,” drawled the doctor. 

“ But now,” resumed Catenne, “ you talk of drawing me into incalculable 
, dangers and I cry * Stop.* I’ll have nothing to do with all that. I can road 
. in your eyes that you think me a fool. I hope to God that events won’t 
prove to you how much I’m in the right. Just think of it I Chance has 
' favoured us for twenty years. What is needed to make it turn against us ? 

A more nothing. Believe me, it’s never w'ise to tempt Fortune. Sooner or 
, later she invariably revenges herself on those who, instead of paying court 
. to her in a decorous manner, carry her olT perforce.” ^ 

** Oh, pray, don’t let us have any sermons,” pleaded Br. Horfccbi/e. 

^ “ All right, I’ve done. Only, once more, believe me, refiect while there’s 
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yet time. Impunity can’t last for ever. Frodigiona as your hopes and ex- 
pectations may be, they are as nothing in comparison with ttm risks you run.” 

This cold loquacity was more than the doctor could bear. “ It is all very 
well for you,” bo exclaimed, “ to reason in this way. You are a rich man.” 

have enough to live on, I admit ; ai»art from what I earn by my pro- 
fession, I havo a couple of hundred thousand francs, and if you can De in- 
duced to renounce your projects by sharing this sum with me, you have but 
to say the word.” 

11. Masearot, who all this time hod sat in silence, leaving the dispute to 
the other two, now judged it time to interfere. “ Poor follow,” said he, 
you really a couple of hundred thousand francs ? ” 

Vei'y nearly at all events.” 

“And you oiler us each a third I Upon my word, you are very liberal, . 
and we should be most ungrateful if we were not jprofoundly touched ; 
only — ” He imuaed, settled nia spectacles, and then m a decided tone re- 
sumed, “Only if you were to give each Of. us fifty thousand francs, you 
^^'<)ulrl still have more than eleven hundred thousand remaining.” 

Catenae burst into such hearty laughter that a casual observer would have 
boon thoroughly deceived. “ Ah ! ” said he, “ what a pity it isn’t true.” 

“ And if I proved to you 1 wa.s speaking the truth ? ” asked Masearot. 

“ 1 jaUould be greatly surprised.” 

'riie worthy agent opened a drawer, drew from it a small account book, 
iind handed it to his partner, exclaiming, “ Well, look there ; there’s an 
f* vact statement of your fortune up to tlie end of last Hecembor. Sinco 
tlicu you have made various piirclxases of stocks and shares through M. 

'r . I have not add(Kl them to the total thoi^e, but I havo a note of 

them. Shall I show it yon ? ” 

[Now, at least, there came some expression into Catenae’s hitherto im- 
piwj&ive face. He started up with his eyes flashing fire. “ Yes,” ho ex- 
claimed, “you are right. I havo precisely the fortune you mention y and 
for that very reason I don’t choose to belong any longer to your associa- 
tion. I have sixty thousand francs a year ; that is, sixty thousand excellent 
1'c.usons for not compromising myself, and I won’t do so — I sw'car I won’t. 
You arc jealous of my 8ucce.sa. Of course you are ; but am 1 to blame for 
tlm incfpiality of our foiijunes? Wasn’t I as penniless ns yo\x when wo 
began together ? The only difference is, 1 haven’t lived like you*. You 
have been spending money on all sides ; I’ve been economising. You have 
only thought of the present, while I have had an eye to the future. Horte- 
bizc has done his best to get rid of his elienfs, Avhile I, on the. contrary,' 
l;avo held on to mine, and attracted others besides ; and now, because I am 
rich and you poor, you insist on my sacrificing everything. Tin's won’t 
do, my friends ; it won’t do ! When I irnch the goal of my ambition, you 
expect me to turn back and crawl over the road again with you, do you ? 
Never ! do your ways, and let me go mine. I will havo nothing more to 
do wy^h yon ! ” 

fie had again risen, hat in hand, when a gesture from Masearot de- 
tained him. “Suppose I told yon,” said the agent, “that your services 
are indispensable to us ? ” 

“ I should simply say, * So much the worse for you. ” 

“ But suppose we insist — ” 

“Insist ? And how, pray ? You hold me ; but I hold you as well. Try 
to do me harm, and you fall with me ! ” 

“ Are you tpiito sure of that ? ” 
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“ So sure of it, that I repeat that from this day forth I will have nothing 
more to do with you.” 

** I think you will find yourself mistaken.” 

“ Indeed — and why, pray ? ” 

“ Because, for the last year, I have fed and clothed and sheltered a young 
girl immod Olarisse. l)o you happen to know her 7 ” 

It was not unintentionally that B. Mascarot liad allowed his fiicnd 
Catenae to exhaust himself in struggling as fruitlessly as a iish taken in a 
net. He wished to learn what were his partner's intentions, and find out 
what strings he might have to his bow. If he liad purposely irritated him 
and encouraged Hortebizo’s ironical remarks, it was because he know right 
well that an angry man allows his tongue indiscreet freedom. Kow, how- 
ever, being sufitciently enlightened, ho had again resumed the reins. 

On hearing this name of Olarisse, the advocate had started back, throw- 
ing out his arms — his eyes dilated with fright, and hw whole frame quiver- 
ing with a nervous spasm. Glorisse T* he stammered ; who told you ? 
how can you have learned — ” 

But the sarcastic smile on the lips of both of his companions lashed hii 
pride so cniclly that he almost instantly regained bis self-control. Upon 
iny word,” he said, “ I am losing my mind. Why should 1 ask tlicse men, 
whom I know so well, how they learned a secret ? Haven’t they the moat 
infamous methods always at work 7 ” 

** I had jiidged you rightly,” remarked B. Mascarot. 

** In what respect, pray 7 ’’ 

“ I foresaw that the day would come when, considering yourself strong 
enough to stand alone, you would attempt to break the tifjs that unite us. 
To-day you wish to throw us over, and you w ould betray us to-morrow, if 
you could do so without danger to yourself. But I am ready for yon.” 

The worthy doctor rubbed his bands together with more than customary 
earnestness. ** That’s it,” said he ; ** nothing like being prepared.” 

“However, one thing I don’t understand,” continued Mascarot, “and 
that is, that you, Catenae, a man cl more than average mtolligencc and 
shrewdness, should have dealt us such a fine hand against yourself. What ! 
It only occurred a year ago ; you hated us, longed to betray us, and yet 
you deliberately went and made yourself vulnerable ! Come, it’s quite 
incredible.” 

“ Yes, incredible,” irmeated the doctor, like au echo. 

“And yet your — folly, shall I call it? perhaps imprudence would be 
tho better word— is of the most ordinary description. We sec and he;ir of 
it every day. Don’t you ever rood tho Gazette des Tribuiuiux ? I saw a 
story in it yesterday i one might swear it was your own. An ambitiouH, 
hypocritical znau of the niiddio classes^ supposed to bo highly respectable 
ana honest, engages a pretty, buxom young girl from the country as liis 
servant, and amuses himself in seducing her. For some mouths matters 
go on pretty smoothly ; but one fine day the girl finds it impossible to con- 
ceal her situation any longer. Our good man is naturally distuibcd ; for 
what w'ould the neighbours and the concierge say? Well, to make a long 
story short, the child is supx^ressed — yes, suppressed is a good word — aj^d 
the mother thrown on tho streets.” 

“ Baptistin, have mercy ! " 

“ It’s a simple thing to do, no doubt, but an awfully imprudent one. 
Tliese afTalrs are always found out. If Crime has its combinations atid 
Qraitiness, Justice at its service those chances which we always call 
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incredible, although they turn up at each step in life. You have a gardener 
at your house at Chtainpigny. Suppose this pian took a notion into his 
head to turn up the earth round the well at the bottom of the garden ? 
Do you know w'liat he would find there ? ** 

“ Knough ! ” muttered Catenae ; “ I surrender.” 

B. Miiscarot adjusted his spectacles, as he always did in decisive monicnts. 

“ You surrender, do yon ? No, not yet. At this very moment yon are 
seeking to parry my blows.’* 

I assure you — ’* ; 

** Spare yourself the trouble. If your gardener did as I say he would j 
find nothing at alM ** I 

A cry of rage escaped the advocate. Tie was beginiiing to realise what 
a horrible snare ho hod fallen into. , 

“lie would find nothing,*’ repeated Masearot slowly. “ And yet, it is 
nevertheless true, that, one cold night in January last year, you dug a liole 
iu your garden, and in that hole you laid the body of a child, roiled up in 
a shawl. And what shawl ? VVhy, the very one which you, Catenae, 
bought for Clnrisso, when you were trying to seduce her. You thought; 
that gift w’ould make some impression on her. No doubt it did. How-, 
ever, you boiigl\t that shawl at the Bon Marche, and the shopman who sold 
it you will identify it, if needs be. Well now, go and look for the child and 
shawl, and you’ll find nothing at all.** 

“ Tl)on it was you, you who carried them olf? ’* 

“ By no means,” replied Masearot, in a tone of combmBed sarcasm ; “ it 
was i’antaiue. I’m not quite so imprudent ; but f know where the body, 
is —and you don’t. Don’t be troubled, how’ovor, it is perfocJiy safe ; but? 
one single act of treachery on your part, ainl tlio very ne\t day you vvill 
liiul iu the morning papers, under the heading, ‘ ^ Yesterday, w’hiUt 

c'reavating such aiul such a place, the workmen i'omul the body of a new- 
h(»)M child, which had evidently died a violent death. Active steps ^are 
being taken to bring the criminal to justice. * Ws, that’.s what you’ll rca»l ; 
and you know me well enougli to be sure, beforehand, that justice will fake 
its course. Besides poor Clarisae’s shawl, I’ve a4lded sullicicnt to the bundle 
for the police to fiml you out with the greatest ease.” 

Catenae’s anger liad given way to absolute mental prostration. This man, 
whom nothing ought to have surprised, seemed as if ho were stunned, as if 
be had lost the power of reficction or deliberation, lie did not conceal bis 
de.spair ; indeed, rather the reverse, as if ho actually hoped to soften the 
hearts of his implacable associates. 

You are killing mo,” he gasped; “killing me dt the very moincnl 
when T was about to grasp the reward for which I have toiled and stinted 
myself for twenty years I ” • 

“ That word ‘toil ’ is good ! ” observed the doctor soTitontion.sIy. 

But there w-ris no time to lose. Paul and the MarqiUB dc CVoisenois 
might arrive at any moment, and Masearot doomed it udviaablc to revive 
In's demoralised partner. “ You complain as if we wished to liang you now 
and here ! Do you suppose for a moment that we are so utterly simple as 
to expoaeV)urselves to these great perils without an almost absolute certainty 
of success? Hortebize was almost as disturbed as yourself when I first 
spoke of this great stroke of business to him. However, I explained it 
fully, and then he was thoroughly satisfied.” 

“ Thoroughly satisfied,” echoed Hortebize, 

“ I really think,” resumed the agent, “ that there is nothing whatever to 
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fear for any one of us — least of all for yourself ; and I trust you won’t have 
any resentment for whafe has just been said.’* 

Oh, I’m not angry,” answered Catenae with a forc^ smile. ** Tell mo 
what you want me to do.” 

B. Mascarot refleuted for a moment. What we desire from yon,” said 
he, “ ean in uo way compromise yon. I want you to draw up an act of 
partnership on a plan I will tell you by-and-bye. You will have no osten- 
sible connection with tho affair.*^ 

“ Very well.” 

**But this is not everythiim. You have been entrusted with a most 
difficult mission by the Due dc Champdoce. You ai'e engaged in a search — ” 
What ! you knew tliat too? ” 

“ I am ignorant of nothing which can in any way serve our ends. For 
' insianoo, I have ascertained that, instead of coming at oucc to me, you 
r foolishly applied to tlie only man in the world wliom we have any reason 
j to fear — Perpignan, who is almost as clover as we are, and a great deal 
] liardei* in his terms." 

» “ (4o on," said Catenae impatiently ; “ what do yon expect of mo on this 

) point?" 

. ** Very little. You will simply keen me informed as to the progress of 

^ your researches, and never say a word to the due which wc have not pic- 
'• viously agreed on.” 
f *‘Sobeit.” 

I. Tho quarrel seemed to have come to an aniicablo termination, and worthy 
[ Br. Hortebize looked overjoyed. ^*Now," said he, insinuatingly, “oonfcsvS 
I that it was not worth while making as much noise as if you were beinn 
I flayed." 

I •* I admit I was in tho wrong,” answered Catenae meekly ; and so saying 
S, he held out his hand to his two friends, and thon with a wan smile added, 
I “ let it all be forgotten. ” 

Was he sincere? A swift glance, exchanged by B. Mascarot and tho 
. doctor, was full of suspicion. Howevei*, a mqniciit previously, already, a 
knock had been Jieard .at the door^ Hortobize rose to open it, and i’aul 
h appejwcd, bowing vrith respectful a/&ction to his two protectors. “ First, 
y my ))oy," said B. Mascarot, **lct me introduce you to one of my oldest and 
: best friends." And turning to Catenae he added, "I wisli to ask your 
kindness for my young friend, Paul is a good fellow, who has ncitlicr father 
nor mother, and whom we are trying to push on in the world." 

' At these words, emphasi/cd by a strange smile, the lawyer started from 
his seat. ‘ * Good heavens I ” ho exclaimed, “why did you not speak soonr-r ? ” 

0 Catenae was the Due de Champdoce’s confidant, and os such he now 
y understood Mascarot’s plan, 

XVII. 

; Tue Marquis de Croisenois was one of the worst men in the world to keep 

1 an appointment. In fact, hia lack of punctuality formed part of a system 
; of his, and almost amounted to a mania. Perhaps he thoughlj he might 

thus assort his own importance ; but in this he was, very much mistaken. 
^ A man of keen perceptions doesn't trouble himself about being late or early ; 
I his only care is to arrive at the very moment when he is expected or desired. 

To arrive then, and then only, is the secret of many a man’s good fortune. 

!■? M. do Croisenois had been summoned by B. Mascarot for eleven o’clock ^ 
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bufc it w.as past twelve when he at last preaeuteil himself, in yellow kitjs, 
with a glass in his eye, and carrying a switch-liko Ccine, which ho twirled 
with that air of familiar impernnenco that fools assume when they think 
they are condescending to something very much beneath them* At thirty - 
five, ITcuri de Croisenois affected the youthful air of a stripling of twenty. 
Ifis careless frivolity was Ida armour^ the inevitable excuse for hia greatest 
follies. Folks said of him after each fresh escapade, " He’s a scatterbrain, 
quito a school boy ; but you can’t be angry with him, he’s so good-natured.” 

No doubt the marquis laughed at this in his sleeve. This omiablo young 
nohloniaii had never had a good impulse in his lifo. He was always oxer- 
cising himself in resisting Ins first inspirations.. Under his indifferent air 
ho concealed considerable astuteness. He had oven nonplussod many a 
pettifogging lawyer* and had duped the usurers who had lent him money. 
If he were loilncd, it w^as simply because he had chosen to live in the same 
style os those of his friends who wer^ ten times as wealthy as himsclf-»hy 
no means a new story. 

He was' one of that brilliant group of vttiet/rs, of whom the Count do 
'rrcinorel was long the paragon, and, hke his associates, had set up a racing 
stable — one of the surest plans a man can devise to get rid of his fortune. 
'Vho frivolous marquis soon found this out, and after resorting to all kinds 
of oxpedienta, he was about to plunge for the last time, when B. Mascarot 
oiToved him a liclping hand. lie clutched at it as a drowning man might 
.•!utch at a bar of red hot iron. However, whatever may have been his 
'.iixietio.s, he still bit tw'ardly maintained au air of oomposnre, and on the 
p.>..rticular day wo are referring to, ho entered Ma.scarot’s private office Mth 
au oa.sy, jaunty stop, and after nowing to the assembled company, exclaimed, 
“ I have kept you waiting, but, ’pon my word, I couldn’t help it ; my time 
is really not my own, you know. But here I am at last, and entirely at 
your disposal ; quite ready to wait until you have liniahcd With tllCSC 
gontlomcii,” Thercuflon, having held his lighted cigar between' his fingois 
as lie .spoke, ho began smoking again. 

His manner wa.s cxcossivel/ impertinent, and yet the estimable Bnptistin 
by no means looked offended , Tie didn% even protest against the cigar, 
afthoiigh, as his friends well knew, ho positively abomin.ated the- smell of 
tobacco. However, strong men are often patient. Something may, in 
cliarity, bo granted to the simpleton wliom one can crush with one’s little 
nugcr. And, moreover, B. Mascarpt had need of Henri de Croisenois. The 
Hiar<j[viis was an indispensable pawn in his g.amo of chess. 

** We were beginning- to despair of seeing you,” ho answered. say 
wo, advisedly, for these gentlemen are here on your account.” 

Tile marquis did not take the trouble to hide a pout of vexation. 

‘‘Those gentlemen,” continued Mascarot, “are my partners — Ur. Tlorto- 
bi^c, M. Catcu.ac, of the Parisian bar, and our secretary,” hero he de.signatcd 
Paul. 

This presentation was delightfully solemn. If M. do Croisenois was an- 
noyed at iindiug' four oonfldants, when he had only expected to find one, 
Catenae was furious at discovering that tho secrets of the society were to 
he abandoned to the mercy of a stranger. A secret, be it remembered, is 
a very subtle thing ; it is more volume than ether, which evaporates no 
matter how hermetically the phial obtaining it may be sealed. Even 
Ilortcbize, despite of his blind confidence in ^lascarot, felt surprised. As 
for I'anl, he stared and listened with all his might. 

Mascarot alone retained the iinporturbahlc assurance of a tnan who, haV' 
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iiig but one object, goes straight towards it like a bullet, crashing through 
ev<^ry obstacle, aud turning neither to the right nor to the left. 

As soon as Cruiaenois was seated, the agent began. “ I don’t intend,” 
said he, to leave you for a moment in uncertainty. Diplomacy would bo 
absurd between such folks as ourselves.” 

This phrase, and especLally the plural ‘^ourselves,” struck the marrpiia 
as being bo extraordinary, that with uplifted brows ho drawled, “ loii 
ilattcr me — my dear sir.” 

If the frivolous mar(]|uia had been more attentive, he would have remarked 
how B. Masearot’s apcotacles jerked on his^nose — a jerk which plainly 
implied, “ You poor fool.” Hoi*te}nze always asserted that the hononrable 
agent’s spectacles were gifted with the power of speech, and he was right. 
It is in vain that a man wears glasses with the view of concealing his iin* 
pression^f. Spectacles soon become part and parcel of the wearer, and con ■ 
Jess what the eyes they hide would themselves confess were they only seen. 

“I must first tell you, Monsieur lo Marquis,” resumed Mascarot, “that 
your marriage is now a cfirtainty, providing niy nartnere and myself .agree 
to liclp you. Wo are certain of the Count and Countess de Mussidtin’s as- 
sistance; the only point in abeyance is the young lady’s consent.” 

Croisenois shrugged his shoulders with an air of superb conceit. “Oh i 
there’ll lie no dilliculby about that,” he answered. ** I can answer for it. 
I'lach epoch has its temptations, and Tin expert in those of nowaihiys. f 
will pioniiHe the tliiest horses in Paris, a box at the Opera, unlimited credit 
at Van Kloixin’s, and absolute liberty. No young girl could ask for more. 
Yes, I shall succeed, depend upon it. Of course, I must be presented ami 
backed by some utie whom she likes, and who enjoys a certain iniiueuco 
with her parents.” 

“Do you think the Vicomtesso do Bois (VArdon would be a snitablij 
patron.? ” 

“ T should think so ; she is a relative of the count’s.” 

“ Very well, then, on the day we decide Mailamo do Bois d’Ardou will 
support your prelensiciis and sing your praises.” 

The marquis .looked triumphaut. “ All right ! ” ho exclaimed ; ** that 
decides the matter.” 

P.aiil asked hlmsidf if lie were quite awake. Ho had been promised a 
rich wife, and here was another man who seemed to bo carc<l for in the 
same way. These people,” he said to himself, “besides keeping an 
ordinary employment office for servants of both sexes, seem to have a 
matrimonial agency as well.” 

Meanwhile tho marquis gave Mascavot a questioning glanco, n« if he 
were hesitating to say something lie had on his uiind. “ Oh ! spoak out i ” 
exclaimed the woi-thy agent ; “ wc are among friends.” 

“ It only remains now, then,” resumed tho marquis, “to fix the amount 
of — the — the cominission, shall I call if? ” 

“ I was about to broach that question.” 

“ Very w'ell, then. As I have ab'cady told you, I will give you a qinartor 
of the dowry ; the day after the wedding 1 will hand you a due bill for that 
amount.” 

Paul now thought he had a glimmer of light. “ I see,” said he to him- 
self ; ** if I marry Fla via, I must sfcarc her dowry wit^i these honest gentle- 
men. I now understand why tliey take so much interest in me.” 

Hut the odvr m;ule by the marquis did not se<?m to satisfy Mascarot. ! 
“ No ; that wUl not, do.” 



THE ST.AVES OJP PARIS. 


139 


N’ot do ? Well, then, I will add to that the amount of my debt to you.” 

B. Muscorot shook hia head, to the great despair of Croisenola, who re- 
sumed, “ You want a third of the dowry ? Well, take it then.” 

“ Ko,” said Mascarot, “ it is not a third— no, nor even the half— the en- 
tire dowry would not do. You may keep the whole of it, and also tlio 
amount of your debt to us, if wo can arrange everything as 1 desire.” 

“ \V ell, what do you want ? For heaven’s soke, spe.'^ 1 ” 

Mascarot assured himself tliat his spectacles were all right. will 
speak,” lie answered ; ** but, first of all, it is absolutely necessary I should 
give you a brief history of the association I preside.” 

So' far, (Catenae and Hortebi/iO had listened without moving, as grave and 
silent as Roman senators on their cnnile chairs. They thought they were 
assisting at one of those comedies which B. Mascarot had accustomed them 
to — comedies in which the catastrophes varied, although they were always 
fatal. They took much the same pleasure in listening to the discussion as 
they would have taken in watching a cat play with a mouse before devour- 
ing it. But when B. Mascarot announced that ho w.ib about to disclose 
their dangerous secret, they both started to their feet in mingled anger and 
(dMTiay. “Are you mad?” they cried together.” 

B. Mascarot shrugged hia shoulders. “Not yet,” he answered calmly ; 
“ and I beg you to allow me to continue.” 

“But you have no right — at least,” stammered Catenae, * ’ wo have a voice 
hj the decision.” 

Eimugh ! ” exclaimed Mascarot angrily ; “ I am the hcail of our society, 
fini I not? ” And in a tone of bitter irony he resumed, “Do you think wo 
(•.‘innot speak openly bcifore the marquis ? ” 

As the physician and the lawyer sank back in their chairs in a rcsignocl 
sort of way, Croisouois thought it politic and conducive to hia own intercsta 
to try and reassure them, “ Between honest folks — ” lio bcgjin. 

“ But wc arc not honest,” interrupted Mascarot; and tlicn, in answer 
to the marquis’s air of stupefaction, he looked him full in the face and 
added in a crushing tone, “ nor are you eitliei* ! ” 

This brutal language brought the blood to the marquis’s brow. The 
rules of good society <10 not allow people to R.^y face to face precisely udiat 
they think of each other, lie hod more than half a mind to show his 
anger, but policy prevailed ; he could not throw away that chance of future 
wealth which Mascarot offered him ; so, bowing his head under the insult, 
he pretended to regard it as a joke. “ Your paradox,” lie said, “ is bOiiic- 
what rough.” 

ihit the worthy agent took no notice of this moral cowardice, which 

brought a smile to the doctor’s lips. 

“ 1 shall be obliged to you, Monsieur le Marquis,” continued Mascarot, 
“ if you will lend me all your attention ; ” and then turning to Paul he 
added, *‘and you, too, my dear fellow.” 

There ensued a moment of almost solemn silence, and the buzz of voices 
in the outer ollico could be heard through the closed door. If Hortebize 
and Catenae wore confOiiiicled, Crpiscuoia was so stupefied that he allowed 
his cigar to go out, and Paul shuddered in advance. Mascarot seemed 
utterly trans%ured. He had nothing left of his usual benignant look. 
The sense of ]iowcr seemed to have adclcd to Ills height, and his spectacles 
literally flashed. “ My ])artners and I, Monsieur le Marquis,” he began, 
“ have not always been what wc are nowailays. Twenty-five years ago wo 
were young, wc w<irc honosfc— all the illusions of our youth u^ere iu full 
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force; wo had that faith which snstaina through every trial ; we had the 
com’iige which inflaniGS the soldier as he marches to the assault. Wu lived, 
alt three of us, in a miacmblo garret in the Kuo do la Harpe, and wo loved 
each other like brothers.’* 

How long ago it was ! ” muttered Ilortebizo. “How long ago ! ” 

“Yes, it is long ago,” continued Mascarot ; “ and yet the lapse of years 
does ^ot prevent me from seeing things as they were, and my heart aches 
as I compare the hopes of those times with the realities of to-day ! Wo 
were poor then, marquis, very poor ; and yet the world encouraged us with 
vague promises and approval. The manager.^ of all those estimlishments 
consecrated to the development of nascent talent had iniirnuired in the 
oars of each of us those magio words : ‘ You will succeed— Marcdlm 
cn^r'J 

Croisenois reijressbd a aniilo. He did not find the story exciting, “You 
uiidorstand Latin, I see,” ho said condescendingly. 

“ I understood it once, at all events. As 1 w'aa sajring, each of us antici- 
pated a brilliant destiny. Catenae had received a prize for his thc-sis on 
“I'he Transmission of Property.* Hortebizo had written an essay on tl»o 
analysis of poisons that had met with the approval of the illustrious Orfila, 
and I was by no means without my successes, having just passed my ex- 
amination for tlic degree of ‘ Doctor of Sciences and Letters.’ Unfortu- 
iintely, Ilortebizo was on bad terms with his family ; Catenae’s people wero 
poor ; and I — ^well, I had no family — stood alone. Wo wore, therefore, 
slowly but surely dying of hunger. I was the only one of the three wJ»o 
earned a penny. 1 prepared pupils for the examinations of ISaint Cyr and 
the Polytechnic School. For thirty-five sous a day I endeavoured to cram 
the princlplos of geometry and algebra into the brains of a number of yOimg 
follows who poked fun at my rusty clothes and my excessive thinness. 
Thirty-five sous i There were three of u.® to feed, and besides, T had 
mistress whom I passionately loved, and who Was dying of conaumniiou.” 

Who would have ever thought that, of that bluo-spectacled spliiux, 15. 
'Maac.arot ! 

“ But to the point,” he resumed. “A day came wheiv between ns tlirco 
we could not raise a halfpenny ; and Hortebize had just confessed to mo 
that for laolw of, substantial food, meat and wine, my poor Mario would die. 
“Well,” cried I, “wait for mo, my friends; I’ll find some money aoine- 
where.” So saying, and without knowing where I was going, I nislied 
from the house ! I was hedf mad I t asked myself if 1 had better beg for 
n few sons, or spring at the throat of the first man I saw and doiaand hia 
purse ? I wandered along fche quays, talking incoherently all the while. 
All at once 1 had a gleam of light. T rememberod that it was Wednesday, 
the half holiday of the Polytoclmio School, and I said to myself that if I 
went to the Caf6 l^mblin or the Palais-Boyal, I might, no doubt, find one 
of my old pupils who would, periiaps, lend me a five franc piece. A five 
franc piece 1 It w'asn’t much, eh, Monsieur le Marquis ? but that day it 
represented the life of my beloved Marie, the life of my friends, and my 
own. Have you over auffored from hunger, Monsieur le Marquis ? ” 

Croisenois started. No, he had nevei' suiTered from hunger ; but how' 
could he tell what the future might have in store for him — mr him whuso 
resources were so nearly exhausted that, on tlie very morrow even, he might 
have to resijgn his fictitious prosperity and drop to the foot of the ladder. 

“ When I reached the Cafe Lemblin,” resumed B. Mascarot, “ I did not 
900 a single pt^il of the school. The w'aiter to whom I spoke looked at 



TUB SLAVES 01? TAKtS. 


141 


m<i from head to foot with profound contempt, for my clothes were in rags ; 
i)Ut, on learning that I was an under tutor, ho condesuouded to say that 
the young gcnueinen had hoen there, and were coming back. I said 1 
would wait for tliem. The w'aiter asked if 1 would take anything. I 
answ'crcd, * No,’ and siit down in a corner. 

** My brain had been on lire ever since leaving home, but for the moment 
I was coiiip;irativoly happy, for 1 had a gleam of hope. Among tlio names 
the waiter liad mentioned were those of two young fellows whom 1 had al- 
ways found courteous and obliging, and whom I thought I could depend 
upon in this cviiol emorcenoy. I had been waiting some twenty minutes or 
so, when suddenly the door of the caf4 opened and a man entered— a man 
whose face 1 should never forget were I to live a hundred years. He was 
dc'.adly pale ; his features were contracted and his eyes haggard. He was 
< vidcntly suffering intcuso agony, cither of mind or boily. 1 saw tliis in- 
stantly, and also realised that his sufferings wore not caused by poverty. 
When ho dropped, as it wero, on the divan, every waiter in the establish- 
ment ran to ask what he wanted. Li a hoarse voice which the waitcr.s 
could scarcely understand, he called for a bottle of brandy, and pen, ink, 
and paper.” 

It was a true story that Mascarot w’tis tolling, and truth makes its mark. 
>onc of the agent’s listeners dared to say a word as lie now paused, and 
1:11 looking round he noted that even tlio over-smiling HorLebiac had be- 
'■ Jinc gloomy and perturbed. 

“The sight of this man,” resumed Mascarot, “in some way consoled 
, We are so constituted that the grief of others isTn some degroc :i 
solace to ourselves. It was very evident to me that he was suffering icr- 
nbly, aud I said to myself w’itfi unhealthy satisfaction, ‘It isn’t only the 
I'oor who ourso tUeir uuUappy fates ; the rich have their share of torture 
tfio.* However, in the meantime, the waiters had placed the brandy and 
the wi'itiiig materials in front of the new comer. He began by pourijig out 
a 1,1 rge glassful of spirit, and swalloweil it as if it had been mere w'atcr, 
riic cJl'cct was sudden and appalling. Ho tniiied crimson, as if he were 
riliuiit to have an attack of apoplexy, and seemed idl but unconscious for a 
minute or two. 1 w'atchcd him with intense curiosity ; for it seemed to me 
ati if the voice of conacienco whispered that, somehow or other, that man 
’ would be connected with my life. There was, it seemed, somo mysterious 
link between us, and a presentiment warned me that his influence would bp 
fatal for my futuro. Xh^ a fear seized mo, and 1 was tempted to leave 
the cafd ; but my curiosity was too strong, In the meantime, this man had 
recovered. He seized tlie pen, and quickly traced a few lines on a sheet of 
letter paper. What he wrote did not satisfy him, however ; for he sud- 
denly stopped, lighted a match, and burned the paper. Then he drunk 
another glass of brandy. A second letter proved no more satisfactory than 
the lirst one ; for he crumpled it up and slid it into his waistcoat pocket. 
However, he began agaiu for the third time, and as 1 watched him, I saw 
him hesitate, then write a word, then erase one, then <add another, as if he 
uere preparing the rough draft of some commuuication, each expression of 
which required careful study. He had plainly lost all recollection of where 
ho w'as ; for he gesticulated, and let occasional incoherent remarks escape 
him, as if he were in the privacy of his owm office. At last, however, ho 
seemed satisfied with the draft he had drawn up, and proceeded to Copy it 
out on a fresh sheet of paper. This only took him a minute or so, and 
tlieu, tearing the draft into tiny pieces, ho flung them under the table. 
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Having carefully sealed and directed his letter, he stuuinonod one of the 
waiters and exclaimed, * Take these twenty francs, and carry this letter to 
its address. Biing me the answer — ^for there will bo one — to my house. 
Here's my card ; come, make haste.'' 

The; waiter hastened olf, and the gentleman settled his ecore and then 
immediate^ retired. 1 asked myself what drama it was that 1 had just 
witnessed f I divined that this must have some connection with one of 
those dark intrigues carried on in private life. This man might bo a dis- 
honoured husband, a ruined gamester, or a father whose son liad just dis- 
graced his name* I tried .to think of something else, but all in vain ! 
The little bits of white ];>aper scattered under the table fascinated me, 1 
burned to pick them np, collect them togetl&r, and know — But as I said 
before, at that time 1 was honest and honourable, and such an act shocked 
all my instincts. 1 should, no doubt, liave conquered temptation, but for 
one of those trilling circumstances which often decide a man’s whole life. 
A door was opened, and the draught wafted one of these scrax>s of paper to 
my very feet. I was dazed and comiuered. I stooped, i)ickc.d the paper 
up, and at once deciphered tiiose four words : ‘ BIoud out my braim.^ 

“1 was not mistaken, then. 1 was in presence of some terrible enigma, 
with the means, moreover, of discovering its meaning. After yielding to 
tins first temptation 1 was lost, and struggled no longer. The waiters 
piiseod to and fro, but no one paid tlie smallest attention to me, and so I 
quietly glided to the chair where that man had sat, and, uupcrceived, ob- 
taiutd pusBcssiou of two more scraps of paper. On tlie first of them I read : 
* shame and horror ^ and on the second: 'this very nhjht-^om huudixd 
thoiisand francs.' 

“ 1 had it all now. Tiie secret was mine. I'hcac impo feofc phrases wore 
clear as daylight to luo. You may ask why I troubled myself any furtlier. 
I don't know ; but, at all events, I certainly succeedeil in finiling ovei’y 
scrap of that letter. £ fitted them all together, and then read as follows : 
‘ Charles, — I must obtain this very night one hundred thousand francs, and 
you are the only person to whom 1 can apply, without making the shame 
and horror of my position public. Can you get this sum together in a eouj>Le 
of hours? My fate depends on your answer — yes," or “no *; " for I shall 
cither be saved, or else I mu.st blow out my brains.' 

“ You are probably astonished, Monsieur le Marquis, by the prcciaioii of 
my memory. Nevertheless, you ought to know that there arc some things 
one never forgetsj and at this very moment I can see that scrawl before my 
eyes, with its erasures, blots, and very commas. But 1 must continue. 
Below these few linos ran the signature — a well-known commercial i' imo, 
almost a celebrated one. Ho who bore it, one of tho worthiest of n}.m, 
found himself momentarily unable to cope with some financial dilHciilty, 
such as often imperil a man’s life and honour." 

B. Mascarot paused for a moment, as if overwhelmed by his recollections. 
But still no one thought of speaking, and as for tho brilliant Croiscuois, lie 
had long since thrown down nia cigar. 

** 1 can assure you," at last resumed the agent, ‘‘that my discovery dis- 
turbed me greatly. 1 forgot all my own anxieties and thought only of his. 
Wasn’t our anguish of the same kind-^he at a loss for a hundred thousand 
francs— and I for a hundred sous ? By degrees, however, as the conscious- 
uesa of my own bitter misery returned, I was seized with an infernal tempta- 
tion. Might I not bo able to turn this stolon secret to account ? The idea 
was an inspiration. 1 rose, wont to tho comptoir, and asked for some wafers 
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and a directory ; Ihen, having refciirued to the table, I aflixed my scraps of 
paper to a fresh sheet, looked for the merchant’s address iu tjie directory, 
and left the caf6. This unfortunate man lived in the Hue de la Chaussee 
d’Antin. For more than half an hour 1 walked up and down in front of liU 
handsome house. Was ho still alive? Had this iriond of his, this Charles, 
answered yes ? At last I decided to ^ in. A footman in livery abruptly 
told me that his master did not receive any one at that hour ; besides, he 
was at dinner with his family. This lackey’s impertinent mien fairly ex- 
asperated me. ‘Well,* said I, ‘if you wish to avoid a great misfortune, 
just go to your master and tell him that a poor devil has brought him the 
draft of tlie letter he just wrote at the Cafd Lemblin.’ Indignation made 
ray voice so imperious that the servant never thought of hesitating. The 
cticct of the auuouriceraent must have 1>ecn terrible ; for the footman re- 
turned almost at once with a startled look and exclaimed, ‘ Come quick ! 
My master is waiting.* 

“He conducted me to a large, tastefully decorated stud}^ where I j^cr- 
coived the geutlcmon I had already seen at the oaf6. He was deadly pale, 
aud looke<l at me in a threatening manner. For myself, I could "hardly 
sneak ; I was half stifling. ' You picked up the scraps of the draft I hail 
tru*nwn away ? ’ ho asked. I nodded assent, and at the same time showed 
him the fragments wafored to the sheet of letter paper. ‘NVhat do you 
want for that ? ’ he rejoined. ‘1 will give you a tliousand francs.* I swrar 
tf) you, gentlemen, that up to that moment I had no iiitcution of .selling this 
.-♦‘cret. In going to see this man, I had simply meant to .say, * I bring you 
lijss pa])cr ; aoine one else might have taken advtantage of it, I h:l^e 
Htiukretl you a service ; in return, loud me fifty or a liundred fraiic.s.* ''J'Im . 

1 tell you, was what I intended to say ; but seeing huvv he iuteri)r.'i( i 
niy conduct, tlm blood rushed to my head, and 1 retorted, * I, want L\"o 
riiousaml francs.’ Thereupon he opened a drawer, took two n(>ki.s fix.i.i a 
pLk of others, and, throwing them in my face, exclaimed, Micro, suoiiiKUvi- 
pay yourself ! **’ 

]h Mascarot expressed himself with extraordinary vehemence. No one 
would ever have supposed that this mao, usually so calm ami seLi-]^t)ssosMi'd, 
could Ixiconie so excited. His usually unctuous, honey-toned voice now 
iMiig like a bugle blast through the room. He seemed no longer to bo tell- 
ing a story. Perhaps he was pleading for extenuating cirfnini‘d:iuces in 
favour of a lost cause — his owu, trying to exculpate himself in tho eyes of 
his ossociates, to excuse, if not rchabnitate himself before the Lvlbuiial of 
eon.seieiice. Paul and Croisenois trembled with apprehension ns they 
listened to hi II I, 

“ I cannot express to you,” resinned the agent, “ how bitterly t re:,C‘iico«l 
this undeserved insult. I certainly lost all Self-control. I was no lon>,'f.i* 
myself, and if 1 had committed a crime there and then, God kiiow.s [ should 
not have been truly responsible for it. I was, indeed, ou the point of tom- 
mittiiig one. The im^n I speak of could never havo seen death so near be- 
fore. On his desk there lay a long Catalan knife, used by him for ousting 
paper, no doubt. I snatched it up, and 1 was about to strike, when tho 
thought of Marie, dying of cold and starvation, withheld my arm. I threw 
down the weapon, and rnsbed out of the house half insane. I had held my 
head high on entering that cursed mansion ; I had felt proud of my houeidt; 
poverty ; but now I came away dishonoured.” 

With the exception of Paul, all the men assembled m Mascarot’s ollioc 
Were well acquainted with the dark side of life ; the niiue of civilisatiuu 
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had soiled their minds, familiarity with evil had steeled them <again8t sen- 
fiibility, and jet‘ they could not help shuddering ^.s" they listened to this 
narrative. * ' ^ 

^ VLet me prooeed;*^ eoutinued Mascorot. “Once in the streeti the two 
bank notei^ I held seemed positive instruments of torture^ It seemed to mo 
as if they burned my fingers. 1 ran with them to the office qf a moneys 
changer, >irho must riave taken me eitlier for a madmau' or a murderer. 

he did not have ino arrested, 1 have never been able to understand. 
X^emaps I frightened him. At all events he changed tHl^ notes, giving mo 
,not goM-*^for gold, in 1843, was raip-p^but two heavy bags, qaeh ooutaming 
a thousand franca in silver. Thus burdened', {regained our miserable -garret 
in the Rue de la Harpe, Hculebize and Catenae were waiting for me with 
inexpressible impatience and anxiety. You must remember that day, iny 
friends. You know that we were absolutely without a sou. Ton had seen 
me go out in a state qf desperation ; and Ji was I who, so far, had sustoiced 
your courage. You saw that I was utterly distracted by the thought of 
losing the woman I loved better than life itself ; and you asked e^ch other 
if, in crossing the bridges, 1 should have courage ef^ug^to rcsist'tho tempta- 
tion of suicide, if 1 should be able to restrain myself from jplunging into the 
^eine, and thus ending my misery. On my return, as soon as my friends 
perceived me. they rushed to meet me, overjoyed to see me again, but I 
roughly repelled tnoin. * Keep back/ 1 said ; ^ leave mo t6 myself 1 I'arn 
no mngor \vorthy of your companionship ; but, at all events, here is money I* 
and, so saying, 1 threw the bags on the 8oor ; .one of them burst open, and 
the silver rolled forth on every side. Marie started xm on her pallet, raising 
her arms in astonishment. * Money 1 she cried. ^ Money ! We shall have 
food, then-— nnd I shall live ! * 

*.* Jn those clays, Monsieur do Croisenois, my friends were v^ry diffci’ent 
to you see them now. They started back in horror. Thdy W'ere cou- 
viitced I had committed a crime. * No, not a cTxmo,’ I said bitterly.; ' at 
loust,- none that the law can. reach. This money may be the price of our 
honour, but no one will ev(;r know it but oiuselyes ! ’ None of us slept that 
night, marquis ; but when daylight surp! iscd us round a table covered with 
bottles, we, whom the difficulties of Ufe had vanquished, wo had unani- 
mQusly declared war against Society, wo had sworn we would attain fortune 
by fair moans or fOul ; our assochitiou was decided on, its ms'iin features al- 
I'OftUy planned.*' . . • , • , ^ 


XVIII. = 

Aa Moscarot was desirous of leaving Paiil and Groisenbis under the strongest 
possible impression, ho now toso from bis seat and walked up and down tlie 
room, {f his intention had been to. star tie his hearetf, he had unquestion- 
ably sucjBcoded. Paul was actually breathless, and Crdisenois, although he 
tried to struggle, ms quite' at a loss for one of those jocular remarks mich, 
in such c^^reumstanebs, p^s as etddencb of strength of mind. '■ He under- 
stood very well that there inust.be some ooiurection between this narrative 
and his own busixi^ with hfoacarot i bht .what oonn^tion was, be was 
wholly at ,a loss ' tb di'n'ne.' As fi^/Cai^ni^ and Hortobizo, who thought 
they fully d^|^t .,BaptXstiVth^ejrobang^:suipris^^^ tmd 

anxtbito glauLctey^ if asking eaoh' other, .^/Has he beeii speakiiik m tdlg|M>d 
faith/or. w tbap^loguc of sOmo comedy, tbesbxiao of Wnbih esjijapos 
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US?” Witli B. Mascarot, indeed, it difficult, if not impossible, to 
divine exactly his object Or intentions. 

Ho^evoi', the agent aeomed quite indifferent to tho^effeet he had pro-, 
duced. Eeturniug to his desk, he ndjusied hifbspoctacloa in his usual style, 
and tho others were able to see that his features, all a^low with hatred ami 
auger a moment before, had now regaijied their habitually placid cx))rcs * 
siori, “I hope, marquis,” said he, ‘‘that you will excuse this long hut 
indispensable profaee, which you may think seiisatioiial enough for a novel. 
Now, lot us turn to the practical question.” ^ 

Knowing bow much weight the attitude of a speaker imparts to his 
words, Mascarot again rose, and stationed himself erect with his back to 
tho fire. His spectacles certainly concealed his eyes ; but his whole person 
scorned charged like an electric battery with magnetio fluid, and he com- 
manded absolute attention as he spoke. 

“On tho night I speak of,”' ho resumed, “ we — my friends and I — broke 
loose from all obligations of honour and morality, and shook off all tho 
Hhackles of duty. As for the plan which leaped, as it were, complete from my 
brain, 1 can expose it in no better terms than those 1 used twenty years ago 
wlien explaining it to my friends. You know, marqiiin, that as summer 
advances, there is scarcely a cherry without its worm. The finest ones, tho 
largest and reddest, the freshest in appoarauco, are precisely those which, 
when opened, show the worm within. Just so, in tho higliost circles of a 
• iry like Paris, there is not one ^mily — I sa y not one, and us 6 the term ad- 

tlul, however pKOspevoua and wealthy it may seem, however fair 
to look upon, has not some guilty secret, some shameful 'mystery and woun»l 
concealed boncatli tlie surface. Now, suppose a man gained possession of 
all of these secrets ? ‘Would ho not be master of the world? Would ho 
not ho moio. powerful tliaii the most powerful monarch ? Would he not bo 
able to manage everything according to his own fancies and interests? 
Very well, then, I said to myself that I would be that mam” 

Mver since the origin of the Manpiis dc Creisenois’ connection with 
Mascarot, he had had ahiewd suspidons of the nature of the ngeiit^s opera- 
tions. “You fire dt^cribing an elafxirato system of blackmailing I ” he ox- 
claiiiicd. 

I?. Mascarot bowed low with an ironical smile. “ rrcciaely, marquis. 
It is precisely what is called blackmailing. Relatively spc.aking, the word 
may be a new one, but the thing itself is doubtless as old as the world 
itself. The first day^hat a man, discovering some infamous act committed 
by a fellow creature, threatened him with exposure unless he submitted to 
certain demands, was tho day that blackmailing was invented. If all that 
18 old oiiglit to be respected, thou blackmailing surely should not be repudi- 
ated. ifow did the divine Aretino, who so proudly called himself the 
scourge of princes, earn his living, if you please? Why, he levied black- 
mail on kings 1 And What kings? W’'hy, Francis the First to begin with, 
and his great rival the Emperor Charles to boot. However, wt live in 
democratic times, and content ourselves with levying blackmail on the 
people— or, I should say— on every one possessed of means.” 

The avowal was so cynically impudent that a flush came to Croisenois' 
cheeks. “ Oh ! monsieur I ” lie protested. Oh I monsieur ! ” 

“ Pshaw I”, answured Maspardt, with a contemptuous shrug of his 
shoulders, " are you afraid of a word ? Who hasn’t done more or loss of 
this same blackmailing ? Look at yourself. Don’t you remember that night 
this very winter, when you caught a young foreigner cheating at cards at 
VOL. I. K " . 
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yonr chib. You said nothing to him or any one else at the time 5 but you 
found out that he was possessed of means, and you called on him the next 
day and borrowed ^n thousand francs. When do yoti intend to return 
them ? ” 

Groisenois fell back helplessly in his chair. “ Horrible 1 ” ho murmured. 
“Prodigious 1 

But Mascarot lirad already resumed speaking. “I know,*’ said he, “at 
least two tliouo'and poisons in Paris who have no other, means of support 
than blackmail. I have studied them all — from the low-born convict who 
extorts rnoTicy from bis former companion in prison, up to the swell who 
drives a tainhun, and who, because chance has .acquainted him with tJic 
frailt^’’ of some uiilorLiiiiatc woman, compels her to give him her daughter 
in marriage. If ever, one day on the boulevards, you phould see the Prineo 
de Salorge encounter Jail csac — the miui on change who has such a villainous 
reputation that 7 wouldn’t even bow to him — just keep your eyes open ; you 
will see the prince, who is one of the proudest men I know of, walk straight 
up to that iniseraldc defaulter and shake hand^ with him most cordially, 
tsow why docs lie do that ? Ah ! 1 haven't been able to find out ; but I am 
convinced that in all this tlicro is some secret which w'ould be worth at 
least a hundred thousaml francs. 1 know a commissionaire in the Rue de 
Douai, who in five years amassed a comfortable little fortune. Guess how. 
^Vhen he was trusted with a letter to take it anywhere, he invariably 
opened and read it. If it contained a single compromising lino he pounced 
dowm upon the writer. Tlicre is scarcely a business enterprise without its 
parasites -skilful fellows who have discovered something which will not 
boar the light, .and who consequently are paid to keep silence. I know one 
honourable society, the directors of which having once broken their statutes, 
are compelled to' pay a yearly pension to a Br.oundrel decked with foreign 
orders, because he lioids the proofs of their culpability. All these matters, 
it is nece.ssrtry to s.ay, are negotiated witli the utmost care and secrecy, for 
ill regard to IjJackmailiiig the police are alert, and the French courts ex- 
tremely severe.” 

B. Mascarot apparently desired to thrill his hearers with every note in 
the gamut. At the words “courts” and “police,” they f.airly shivered 
from head to foot, and Mortebize and Catenae alarmed at the turn their 
partncr’.s narrative was t*aking, tried by sign and gesture to induce him to 
discontinue. But Mascarot paid 110 heed to them, nor even troubled liim- 
self concciTiiughis protiJgO, Paul, although the latter looked fairly fi-igh toned 
out of hi.s wits. To .all appG.arancc the agent w.as only intcrcsted^n jM. de 
Croisenoia’ demeanour, for leaving the others on one side he rc])e.atLdly 
addressed him by his title as if speaking for him alone. “ Our beginnings, 
marquis,” lie rc.sumcd, “were by no means examples of finished skill. For 
a long time, too, we wore sowing our crops and you come in just as we arc 
about to reap our harvests. Fortunately, the profeitsions chosen by Catenae 
and Hortobizo were admirably adapted to further our operations ; the 
former had become an advocate and the latter a medical man. Catenae 
dealt with the wounds of the purse, Hortebize with those of the body, 
^'^ou can easily understand that in their respoctivc professions they naturally 
became acquainted with many secrets. As for myself, the head of the 
asBociAtion, it was, of course, impossible for me to remain a mere looker-on 
with folded arms. But then what could I do ? There were sevonil altcrna- 
tiyes, but T was uncTecidod, and for several weeks I discussed the qucRtioii 
with myself. Our funds \vcro diminishing, however, a determination be- 
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came urgent, and I at last decided to rent these rooms and Establish and 
employment agency. I rightly considered that aiich a modest occupation } 
would attract little or no attention. In other respects also, my provisions f 
were correct, as the result has proved, and as my friends will tell you.” | 
JHovtobize and Catenae nodded alHnnativcly. | 

“Afc our epoch,” continued the ag«*nt, “and with our manners andf 
customs, it is certain that servants oxerciso very great influence and possess t 
considerable knowledge of every tiling that transpires in tlieir niaalors’ house- ? 
holds. It W'ould be too long to inquire into the why and wherefore, hut it } 
is clear th.atthe rich man in his private mansion in the midst of his servants ' 
is as strictly watched as any condemned criminal. Nothing he does escapes ■; 
the curiosity of his menials. His words, looks, and gestures, are noted, “ 
weighed, <ind analysed. He cannot hide a thought, tnueh les-s an .ict, for f 
ii mere week. The very secret he confides to his wife in the depth of night, ’ 
with closed doors and his lips close to her cars, is more or less di.scovered.” ' 
The Marquis de Oivilaonois w)io, in default of another alternative had now. 
resigned himself, was pleased to srnilc. “'I know that,” he rminniircd. 

“ Quito so,” replied B. Maacarot. “ You must have considered ail this,; ; 
for you liave. never taken a serv.ant from our ollicc.” 'i ‘ 

“ Oh, I’m so lucky in that respect.” 

“I’m aware of it. You have unique servants, improl>ahle ones, men who; j' 
refuse gold when it’s oflered to them. But, do you think for a moment' f 
that I am kept in ignorance of your acta? By no means, At this moment*; 
anfl i.s it prudent? you have a valet ■whom you literally know noiliing 
about.” 

‘ ‘ Oh ! Morel was recommended to me by an intimate friend, Sir Ilichard" . 
Wakefield ! ” i 

“ Indeed ! But this does not prevent me from doubting him. However, ' 


like vapour, and then to employ it as wo might decide ! And it is prociselyv* 
this I have done. This insignificant otneo is really the centre of a stupou 1 J; 
i.ouH spider s web, which has cost mo twenty ycar.s of patient labour, biscjl 
which involves entire Paris in its ramifications. “ I may st.iy here bcfor»4| 
tho fire, but eyes and cars are at work for me in all ilircctions. The poli<*i.d,^ 
spend million.s in fees to their agents, •while I, without loosening my pnr.^i'^J 
string.^, have an army of faithful labourers. Kvery day I receive at 
fifty servants of both sexes. Count for yourselves how many that \voidd>fe 
make at the end of the year. And while the agents of the poli,.c arc com £ 
polled to hover round the houses they wish to watch, mine .are inside, witlil 
far greater facilities for studying the interests, p.aasion8 and intrigues of thciitl 
masters and mistresses. And this is not everythijig. Through the em-'J 
ployi'js, book-keepers, and cashicr.s, for whom I find situations, T have .'i?":] 
foothold in the commercial world, whilst the waiters whom I supply to tho?j' 
rcataurantg, keep me acquainted with whatever transpires in the inostS 

secluded of privato rooms.” 4 

It was in a hone of intense personal Siatisfactioii that B. Mascarot ct-’| 
plained the working of his machinery. His very spectacles glittered witliN. 

“ But don’t imacinc for a moment,” ho resumed, “ that all theso people S 
arc in my secret— by no means I The greater p.art of them arc totally un. 
aware of what they are doing, and in this is my great strength. Bach of 
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them brings me a thread, and I twist the cord which binds my slaves. They 
come here and talk. They are malicious and indiscreet, that is all ; wo 
listen, silt, and piece and patch together all the information they bring, so 
that each evening I have more than one nseful cntjry to make in my note, 
books. The people who serve me in thi,«i nnsuspocting manner, remind me of 
tlkose strange Brazilian birds whose presence is an infallible announcement of .a 
subterranean spring. Wherever one of them sings, the thirsty trax'dler 
may dig, and ho will surely find the water ho seeks. My birds in like 
manner reveal to me the existence of a secret. It is then my business to 
dig. I set my special agents to work, wc search and find. And now, 
'marquis, 1 think you will understand the nature and object of our associa- 
:'tion f 

I ** I may add,’* insisted Dr. Ilortchize, “ that it has some ycaiw brought 
^us in more than two hundred and fifty tliou&aiul francs.” 
f If Monsieur do Oroisenois disliked long stories, he wiis by no means in* 
|8cnsi])lc to the e]o<iuencc of figures. He was too familiar with the life of 
fBaris not to understand that by throwing his net every day into troubled 
Waters, Mascarot was bound to catch many fish —that is, acquire huge sums 

money. And this conviction having entered his mind, it did not require 
^uch urging to induce him to look favourably on the project. So with a 
^ost winning expression, he now asked, “And what must I do to earn the 
protection of the society ? ” 

^ B. Mascarot was too acute not to at once perceive the drift of this fpica- 
Aion. If his lengthy explanation had obtained only this result, ho W’ouhl 
|Kave considered it justined ; but there was more than this, BauJ, chilled 
with dismay at first, had gradually recovered his equanimity as he realised 
|the power of the men who had taken his future in hand. Ho lost sight of 
ithe infamy of the spoculatioJi in his admiration of Mascarot’s ingenious com* 
^inations. 

“ Now, Monsieur le Marquis,” resumed the agent, “ so far wc have 
sailed fairly. It may scoin to you tiiat wc have l^cn rash, but in reality 
,fwc have been exceedingly cautious and prudent. Wc have managed our 
'people properly — we have driven none of them to extremities. We have 
4iever worried «m insolvent vassal, wo have granted time to those who were 
hiomcntarily hard up. X sell secrets by instalments, as Jew dealers sell 
fiu’inturc. And, besides, wro have not always demanded money. Catenae 
l\ns secured comfortable berths for several of his relatives, liortebize has 
^obtained numerous gratifying satisfactions, aiid I myself have not disduiued 
.the little pcrc|uisitea of self*love. No man is perfect. However, liicraLivc 
as our profession may be, marquis, we are beginning to tire of it. We ai-; 
’growing old, my fricuds, and I — and w’e need repose. Wc have, therefore, 
nuade up our minds to retire ; but we wish, first of all, to turn to account 
everything we have left on hand. I possess an enormous mass of documents 
of all kinds, but they arc, generally speaking, of a moat delicate nature ; 
and in many instances it would be difiieult to obtain the real value they 
represent. However, I count on your assistance.” 

At this declaration Croisenoia turned pale. What ! Was he expected 
to go about like some highway robber, armed with compromising letters, in 
lieu of pistols, to say to men whom possibly he know, “Your purse, or 
.your honour 1 ” He had no objection to sharing the profits of an ignoble 
J traffic, but he scarcely cared to pull the cbesmita out of the tire, “ Never I ” 
5 he exclaiined, hastily ; “ no — ^never. You must not count on me.” 

His indignation seemed so sincere, and his determination so firm and 
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decided, that Hortobuse aud Catenae cxcliaiiged anxious looks. But a j 
glance at Mascarot reassured them. ; 

The agent simply shrugged his shoulders and adjusted his spectacles. 

No uonseuac, if you please, sir,” ho said, sternly. “Wait before youl| 
show so much decision. I told you Uiat my dociimenta were of a special [I 
iiat\iro, and this is wliy. One of the greatest difiiculties we have to con- ]a 
tend with is, that wc often sturiible across married people who, although ] 
they are wealthy, have not the free disposal of their own fortunes. Hus- ■ f[ 
bands say, it is quite impossible to take ten thousand francs from my fortune ; 
without the knowledge of ray wife. Women say, I can only procure money s t 
througli my husband. And both are sincere. I Ijuvo seen many of tlicjii ; 
gre veiling at my feet when tliey knew mo to be tlie possessor of some blast- ' 
iiig secret. They have said to me, ‘ Have mercy— I will do all you wdsh. , ; 
You shall have even more than you ask if you will only find some pretext’ ^ 
that will enable mu to obtain the money.* Now 1 have sought forsomo;/ 
suitalde pretext of the kind, and have found it in an inilustrial society whicli - 
you will start before the mouth is over.” i J 

“ Upon my honour ! ” remonstrated the marquis, “ I really don’t see — ” J;., 
“ r beg your- pardon, you see perfectly 'well. A husband who can’t give IK 
us five thouaaua francs without destroying all his domestic peace, will givo''^' 
us ten thousand when ho can say to his wufe, ‘It is an investment.* -r 
And many n wife who has not a penny herself will induce her husband 
to bring us the sum we [demand. And now, what do you think of the 
iilca?”^ 

“ I think it excellent ; but in what respect am I indispensable ? ” ; 

“In the sense that we need a suitable person at the head of this company,” :] 
“ But yourself ? ” 

“Ale you jeating, marquis? Do you imagine that I, the head of a mere I*' 
i.f'Mdoyment ofiico, can have weight enough to start such a company as I 
BiOj'gcfit? 1 should be laughed to .scorn. Hortebizo, a pliysician, ami, 
worse i tiil, a homa'opathist, would fare no better. Catenae, of course, is r|. 
barred by his position and profession from all such speculations; still, he 
will be our legal adviser. Now, to begin with the siuallest possible chance 
of .success, the company must at least appear to bo serious.” ij{' 

'rhe mar<iui^ was embarrassed. “But 1 reiilly see in myself,” said he, 

“ none of the qualities requisite for a financier or speculator.” 

“ You are really very modest. In tlio first place, you have your title 
and your name ; these, I am quite ready to admit, signify very little in our 
own eyes, but they would have a great effect upon the masses, ^'.ro there » 
not companies which pay, and pay weU, for tha names and titles they print t j 
at the head of their prospectuses ? ” 

“ But my position is singularly unfortunate, from a finsaicial point of P 
vic'w.” f 

“It is, on the contrary, cxceUcut. Before starting on this entcrpj'iso r}‘ 
you can pay all your debts, and when tbat’s done the world will conclude 
that you are possessed of a very large capital. The fortune left by your I 
brother, so depreciated at present, will acquire enormous importance. \ 
Your marriage with Mademoiselle do Mussidan* will set you on a pinnacle. 
What more do you want ? ” 

“ My reputation is detestable ; I am called frivolous cind extravagant ! ” u 
“ So much the better. The day you issue the prospectus of your society : 
there will be a general biugli. Men will say to each other, * What do you 1 
think Croiacnois is up to now ? What on eaith has put it into his head to go 





60 


THE BliAVES OE TARIS. 


into biisiiiesa?* Ilowevcr, you can afford to let folks laugh. You will 
lavo Madcmoisello Sabine’s dowry of a million, besides your share in the 
profits of the enterprise.” 

What a prospect for a man to whom existence was a problem ho was 
galled upon to solve each morning ! 

j “Suppose I agreed to accept this i>roposal,” he asked, “how would the 
comedy end ? ” 

^ “ Iti the most simple Wtay in the world. When all the stock is sold you 
nill quietly lock the door and lot things take care of thcmaelvcs.” 

I Croisenois started up. “That is to say,” he exclaimed, “you mciin to 
Sacrifice me entirely. You wish to send me to the galleys ! ” 

“How ungrateful he is,” answered Mascavot blandly, “ when I am doing 
ftiy very beat to keep him from going there.” 

\ “ Sir ! ” 

[ Ihit Maitre Catenae now intervened. Not being able to keep clear of 
the net himself, it was his interest to aid Maaoarot as much as possible. 
M You do not understand, iny dear sh’,” he said to Croiseiiois. “Haven’t 
kou ever heard of limited liability companies ? Now, listen to me. To- 
morrow call upon a notary. Tell liiia you wish to make an appeal to iJi- 
piblligent oapitalists for the dcv<'lopment of some enterprise or another- atty 
Sthc sale of Tyreneau marble, if you like. Hovrever, you open your sub- 
scription liat, which will be immedmtely filled up by Jlaptistin’s clients. 
I^Vhen these funds are in our hands, Avhat then ? We will take care to re- 
^burse all strangers who buy our stock, and wo will write to the others, 
l^hose whose secrets we hold, that the thing has I'jeciL a failure — that we arc 
auined, in shoii:— that the capital is lost. ‘Now, Baptistiii will have oi>- 
Aaincd from each of hia people a discharge in full, so that the thiitg will 
jiblow over quietly, and you will in no wise l)e troubled.” 

" The marquis listened, and thought for a moment. “ But, geutlemen,” 
?ho exclaimed, “all those who subscribe under coinj)ulbioa must neccssaiily 
^know that I have behaved dishonourably,**' 

J “Of course — ” 

* “ They would despise me.’ 

“ Neecasarily— but they would never dare to let you sec it. And ap- 

k araneca are enough, are they not? Who would have thought you so 
fficult — and, between ourselves, who is really esteemed and respeetod 
jnow-a-days ? No one. Consideration is only surfiico deep, and it is really 
;not worth while to go deeper.” 

* The clever marquis still hesitated. “ And are yon sure of your clients ? ’ 
^ho asked at last. “ Are you certain thera are enough of them to imike the 
* operation worth the trouble, expense, and risk w'e should run ? ” 

^ B. M^iscarot was precisely waiting for this question in order to strike the 
^last blow. “ My Ccilculationa are all made,” said ho, “ and they are exact.” 
I As he spoke he took from his deuik a bundle of those slips of card which ho 
* spent his life in arranging. “I have here,” he resumed, “the names of 
, three hundred and fifty persons who will each turn ten thousand francs into 
; the concern.** 

“ Good heavens ! Why, that would make throe millions and a half.” 

“ You are quick at figures, I see. However, you might like to know the 
nature of my weapons. Well, then, just listen ; I wifi take the first ones 
that con'.e.” So sayiug he shuffled up the cards, and drawing one at hap- 

haseard from the pa^j began to read. “ N , civil engineer. Vive letters 

addressed by hun^qthe wife of the gentleman who secured him bis present 
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lucrative post, and who can deprive him of it at a moincni’a notice. Oood 
for fUtecn thousand franca. 

^*P , merchant. Positive proof that his last failure was fraudulent, 

and that he concealed two hundred thousand francs from his creditors, 
lie will bleed to the extent of twenty thousand francs. 

** Madame V . Her photograph in too sciinty a costume. Poor, hut 

will pay three thousand francs. 

“ Madame H . Three letters of her mother’s, leaving no doubt that 

the latter was guilty of frailty before marriage. Letter from a midwirc- as 

corroborative testimony. Mailame H inonagoS her husband, and uiu.:»t 

he made to pay ten thousand francs. 

“L . A song, which is both impious and obscene, in his oNvn Ijitiul 

writing and signed in full. Two thousand francs. 

“S . iLoad clerk in the —— Company. Draft of lui .‘jyiecjiuoit 

specifying the private commission to be paid to him on a certain co)itraet, 
Also a cooked account of his. Can bo made to pay iiftcen thousand francs, 

‘ * X . Part of Ilia correspondence with L in 1848. Three thousand ' 

francs. 

“ Madame M. do M . A true account of her adventuros with Moisir ii i 

J- — - .” 

"riiis was more than suflicient to satisfy M. dc Croisenois. ** It’s enough/ 
he interrupted; “I auiTcndor. Yes, I bow" to your mysterious power, 
which is more formidable than that of the police.” 

** And far more serious too,” added excellent Dr. IIorUd)ize. “ Wo hu\'r 
examined our operations from that point of view. However, <lv) 
jiothing contrary to tlio law, to loyalty and faith, and blackmail won’t he 
levied on you. 8o you see blackmailing, after all, is a means of moraiisa- 
tion.” 

The Marquis do Cro^enois was too disturbed to appreciate tlie doctor’s 
banter. He turned towards B, Mascarot and curtly exclaimed, 1 await 
your orders, Tnoiisiour, ” 

As usual, R. Mascarot won the Jay. Ho haJ successively conquered tlic 
Count dc Mussidan, Paul Violainc, and Catenae, and now he had liic 
marquis at his feet. 

A dozen times during this discussion Croiaenois had been tempted to ro- 
fuac his co operation, but each time the words had died away on hU li])M ; 
for he had realised that he was in the power of this strange man with f!u: 
cynical laugh and contemptuous air, who probably know "far more of hid 
private life than the one dishonourable transaction ho had named. 

Now, tho marquis had enough peccadilloes on his conscience to quiver 
under the look riveted on him through those blue spectacles— a look which 
he rcnlizod Wtas as keen iis that of a judge miestioning a criminal. His 
vanity unquestionably suffered from tho humiliating depciulern’o in which 
he found himself, and the few drops of honest blood left in his veins curdled 
at the thought of his position. But, on the other hand, he was dazzled by 
this myatcrious power, now for tho first time revealed to him, and wus 
stimulated to acquiescence by tho thought tliat he would henceforth fight 
tho battle of life associated with men of such uiiqiicstioimblc strength and 
nerve. At first he had fancied that ho was to be sacrificed, but tlie evidence 
tliat their interests were one had reassured him. All these considerations 
had induced him to speak these words, which, an hour earlier, would have 
burned his haughty lips, “ I await your orders ! ” ‘ 

This humility was needless. Only the inexperienced allow the full weight 
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of their tyranny to be felt. B. Mascarot was nob inexperienced, and he 
knew that, while a conquered inaii may forget his defeat, ho never forgives 
a gratuitous insult. It was, therefore, with perfect courtesy that he replied, 
'^1 have no orders to give, air. Our interests are equals and we must de- 
liberate together and act in oouegrt before we can decide on the most suit- 
able measures.’* 

Croisenois bowed, gratefnl for this uuexpecte<.l politeness siiecceding so 
much brutality. 

It is useless for rnc,” rcsiiincil B. Mascarot, “ to show you the advaubige 
of your resolution. You wrote to me the otlier day that you were at ilte 
cud of your resources, and I know that you have nothing to expect in tlie 
future.” 

“Allow me, I have the property of my poor brother George, who dis.-ip 
poared so strangely . ” 

B. Mascarot shrugged lus shoulders. “ As you art: now one of us, Jiiy 
dear marquis,” said he, “let me .'vusurc you tliat frank uosa between us is 
altogether desirable. ” 

“I don’t SCO,” answered the marquis, with an air of surprise, “ how J .lui 
wanting in frankness.” 

“AVhy the deuce do you talk to us of tins mythical fortune ? ” 

“It is not mythical, sir ; it exists, .and is of couBhUrablc airuninL.” 

“\Vc know that. It can bo fixed at about twelve or fourleeu hujidied 
thousand fnincs.” 

“Well, then, can’t I obtain it? Articles 1*27 and 1*29 of the Code 
Napoleon — ” 

He stopped short, for he noticed au expression of ill-restrained amuse- 
ment on br. Hortebizo’s face. 

“ Oon’t talk such nonsense,” said Mascarot. “Wlicii it was merely a 
question of tiling a declaration of absence and obtaining provisional leave to 
receive tho income, you did everything you could; but your situation li.us 
changed, and latterly you have secretly done your utmost to prevent the 
capita] from being handed over to you,” 

“ What ! Do you suppose — ” 

“Tut, tut! You did well. You have anticipated and discounted and 
rediscounted that fortune to such an extent that it wouhl never sufticc to 
pay your creditors. If it were placed in your hands to-morrow, your credit 
would be gone in four-and-twenty hours ; but as long as it remains wdicrc 
it is you can use it as a bait to allure your tradespeople.” 

Croisenois was a true gamester. Finding that Mascarot was well ac- 
quainted with his little doilgo, he laughed the matter oil, impudently ex- 
claiming, “ A fellow does what he can, you know.” 

Mascarot had now reseated himself in his easy oliair. His animation had 
left him, and he aoomed overcome with fatigue, “ It would bo cruelty, 
marquis,” ho said in a weary voice, “to detain you longer. We will see 
each other again shortly, and arrange our plans in detail. In the mean- 
time Caten.ac will draw up the scheme of the company and drill you in the 
financial ways and language you will need to be acquainted with.” 

Was this a dismissal ? M. do Croisenois and the lawyer evidently took 
it as such, for they at once rose, and after shaking hands witli Mascarot 
aiid the doctor, and bowing to Paul, they departed together, like two old 
friends, rather than .acquaintances of a couple of hours’ standing. 

As soon as the door closed behind them, Mascarot revived. “ Well 
Paul,” ho asked,^ “ what do you think of all you have heard ? ” 
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With soft and pliable natures impressions may be botli keen and deep, 
but not lasting. After being almost overwhelmed by emotion, Paul, ab 
though still a little pale, had now recovered his sangfroid, lie had al- 
most succeeded in stilling the qualms of conscience, and advised by vanity* 
thought of adopting a cynical tone worth^of his honourable patrons. 
tliinlc,” ho answered, in a fairly steady voice, *‘that you need mo. So 
much the better. I am pot a marquis, but 1 will obey you without beating 
al)out the bush like M. do Croisonois.” 

rani’s wonls in no way surprised Mascarot ; but did they please him ? 
It was <lilhcult to tell. A skilful observer would have detected on his hu-.c, 
generally so impassive, indications of a contest between two absolutely op- 
posite sentiiiionts- -'lively satisfaction and intense anuoiiyanec. As for \h\ 
llortebizc, ho was simply wonder-struck at the cool auilacity of thU 
neophyte, who was in some moasuro his pupil, ^i'he exact meaning of th<; 
scoiio which had taken place now flashed into his mind, and he struck his 
Ion head with tho astonishment of a man who wonders that so simple a 
irisitter could have hitherto escaped his comprehension. “ Wliat a fool 1 
aiii ! ho thought to himself. Baptistin was not really addressing hiinsrU' 
Lo tile Marquis de Croisenoi-s, but to Paul, What a wonderful actor be is ! 
With what astonishing dexterity did he measure each word, aa that it 
luiglit .sileuco remorse or awaken cupidity in this vain young fellow’s facile 
Maturo.” 

In tho meanwhile Paul was disturbed by his protector’s silence. Jf at 
lir-^st he had been horrified at finding hinwelf in the lianda of this ex- 
t '.a ordinary man, lie now trembled at the idea of being abandoned by him. 
(ind left to his own rosouroes. 1 am waiting, bir,’^ he said at last. 

“ And for wheat, pray ? 

“ for you to tell me on what conditions I may make a name for myself, 
win a foi taue, and inaiTy Mademoiselle Flavin Higul, whom J love.” 

Mascarot smiled, and a villainous smile it was, too. ** You mean >vhosc 
dowry you covet, I presume,” said he. “ Let us statu things clearly. ” 

" Excuse mo, sir, I said precisely what 1 meant.” 

The doctor, who had not tho same rcas<jns for being serious as his 
honourable friend indulged in a cynical smile. “And Rose?” he asked, 
“ tiiat pretty Rose ? 

“Rose is a thing of tho past,” answered tho young fellow. “I now 
rc.alisbmy simpUcity, and, so far as I am concerned, she no longer, exists.” 
Paul unquestionably spoke the truth, even when he added, “ And I am 
half inclined to tenet Mademoiselle lUgars fortune, which seems to create 
so great an obstacle between us.” 

This declaration dispelled the clouds which darkened Mascarot’s brow, 
and his spectacles emitted a softer light. “Reassure yourself,” he 
answered gaily, “wo will conquer that obstacle, eh, ITortebize? Only, 
j’aul, my boy, I must not conceal from you that the part I wish you to 
phiy is infinitely more difficult than the one assigned to M. de Crohsenois. 
It is also more dangerous by far, but at all events the reward will be in 
coiTcspondenco with tho risk.” 

“Sustained and advised by you, I feel capable of doing everything and 
of succeeding I ” 

“ You will need great audacity, unpar.nllcled self- possession and exceed- 
ing skill. To begin with, you niiiat renounce your very personality.” 

“ Which I do with all iny heart.” 

“ And you must become altogether another person. You must adopt his 
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n.nrut, his past, his habits and ideas, his virtnoa and his vices. You must 
all that you have ever done or said yourself, and must labour to cou- 
\'inco yourself tliat you arc really the person you represent. This U the only 
way in which you can deceive others into a similar belieL The task Will 
be a miglity one. ’* 

Ah I sir,” cried Paul, with enthusiasm, “ do wo trouble ourselves much 
about the obstacles in our road when wo walk with our eyes riveted upon 
the showy light at the end ? ” 

The genial doctor positively clapx>ed his hands, as if he wore applauding 
some actor on the stage. Well said ! he exclaimed. 

“Then,’* continued Mascarot, “ w'e have but to raise the last corner of the 
veil and reveal to you your lofty destiny. This shall be speedily done -in 
a few days from now. In the me;u\whilo summon all your courage — drill 
your features, your eyes and lips so that they may never betray your 
sciii’ct thoughts. Do you understand me, iriy lord duke ? ” 

T he worthy agent stopped short, for after three or four discreet taps at 
the door Jlcauiiiarchef now proseuted himself. He was gorgeous to behold, 
for tfiking advantage of half an hour, when there was scarcely anyone in 
the of'yloe, lu; liad gojic to array hhnaclf in his best clothes. 

** Wliat's up ? ” asked Mascarot. 

“Two letters, sir.” 

“Thanks. Give them to me, and leave us.” 

As the “assistant partner,” accustomed to these brusque coiigc5s, retinal, 
Mascarot oxamijicd the letteia. “Ah!” be said ; “news from Van KIo- 
pen and the Muasidan’s. Let us first of all see what the illustrious hidie.s’ 
tailor has to say.” Ho tossed aside the envelope, and road aloud as follows ; — 

‘ Dear Sir — ^]5e satisfied ; our frieud Verminet has executed your orders 
with extreme cleverness. At his instigation Gaston de Gandelu has 
imitated, on five separate notes ojf a thousand francs each, Monsieur 
Martin Kigal’s .signature — the banker whose 'daughter you sent to mo. 

“ ‘lhave these five notes at your disposal, nnd 1 remain, while awaiting 
new orders in respect to Madame do liois d’Avdon, 

“ ‘ Your obedient servant, — V an Klopj-in.* 

“That’s one of them settled I ” exclaimed B. Mascarot. “ He w'on’t ever 
cross our friend Paul’s road with impunity.” Then opening the other 
letter, he likewise road it aloud; — “I nave to announce to you, sir, the' 
rupture of the marriage between Mademoiselle Sabine and Monsieur de 
])reulll-raVorlay, Madcmoiscllo is very ill, I have just heard the phy- 
sician say slic would probably not live through the clay. — P lorestan 

At this intelligence, which threatened to frustrate all his plans, B. Mas- 
uarot was filled with such sudden fury that he brought his hand down with 
a crash upon his desk. “Thunder and lightning!” he shouted; “Is it 
possible that this little fool will pLay us such a shabby trick as to die now ? 
\Vq should bo nicely situated with Cruisouois on our iiancls. We*^ should 
have all our work to do owor again,” 

Ho pushed back his chair, and walked hurriedly up and clown the room. 

' ‘ Florestan may be mistaken, ” he exclaimed. “Why should Mademoiselle do 
Musaidan’s illness coincide with the rupture of this marriage? There is 
some secret, which we must know, for wo cannot work in the dark.” 

“Do you wish mo to go to the Mussidan’s ?” asked the doctor. 

“ Yes ; it would be a good idea. Your carriage is at the door, is it nOt ? 
You are a doctor, and they will let you see Mademoiselle Sabine.” 

Hortebize hud already donned his overcoat^ and w'as turning to leave 
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when Maacarot stopped him. said he, “I have changefl my mind, 

either of us ought to be scon near the house. I faney, doctor, that one of 
our mines has exploded ; it w'.aa too heavily charged. 1 fancy there has 
boon an explanation between the count and the countess, and betw'ceii tho 
tw’o tiio daughter has been struck down.” 

“ But how shall we know ? ” 

“1 will see Florestan, and by him, I may discover the truth.” 

Thereupon, w'itlmut another word, he dashed into his room and changed 
]iis clotlics w'ith all possible dispatch, at the stimo time leaving the door 
open, so as to be able to continue his' conversation with the doctor. 

“This blow,” said he, ** would be nothing if I had not so much on hai'«l 
just now, but besides Croisenois 1 have to attend Paul. The Ohainpdocc 
matter must bo hurried on ; and Catenae, tho traitor, has put Perpignan ajid 
tlie duke in communication. 1 must see Perpignan and find out exactly 
w hat has been told him, and what he has guessed. I must also see Oandiuo 
Schijumcl, and extract some information from her. Ah! w'hy can’t wo 
iiu ji tw'cuty four hours into tliirty-six.” 

lie was now ready, and called the doctor to him. “ I am ofT,” he said, 
; > ri low voice. “ Don’t lose .sight of Paul for one single moment. W’c •'vro 
<.uL yet sure. ciu)ugh of him to' let him loose with our secret. Take him to 
ibuc at Marlin Bigcirs, and then make some excuse for insisting iipon his 
M-.iying at your rooms to-night. See me to-morrow.” 
thereupon he went out, too pre-occupied to hear tho doctor’s parting 
'^rds : “ (;!ood luck, good luck ! ” 


XfX. 

Oy leaving the Mussidan mansion after his promise to Sal/ipo, M. do 
Brculli-l'averlay did uot enter his carriage which 'was waiting for him in 
tl'.o courtyard. “(Jo home,” said ho, to his coachman, “I will follow on 
foot.” 

A.s often happens after a crisis, he had an imponous longing for motion, 
Jlc wdshed to be alone, to tire^lumsclf out if possible, in Lui>o.'j that he might 
tliu.s collect his ideiis, and recover hia self-possession. He was not merely 
aUbeted, but also sui*prisod, aird for long years bad never experienced any- 
thing amn’oaching hia present feelings. His friends w^omd have bccu 
iiiaaieil aad tliey seen him striding along the Champa Elysiea. Ho '-.ad 

quite lost that superb frigidity of manner “ So-Kuglish-likc ” which idl tho 
young members of his club admired ; bis features usually so impassive bore 
signs of deep emotion, and mingled passion and stupefaction so carried him 
away that as he walked along, he actually ttvlkcd aloud and gcsticuIaUid. 

“ And this is life I ” he said. “ A man fancies he has turned to steel — he 
calls himself biased, aged, hardened— .and lo ! one look froni two )>C‘autifiil 
cyoa makers him a school-boy again ; he ’^lushes and stammers and e^ en - 
confouiul it all ! detects a little moisture in the corner of his eye ! ” 
ilo already loVcd »Sabuio when he asked her hand of her father — but not 
as he loved her, now that ho knew siio could not he hia wife. At this mo- 
ment she appeared to him to be endowed with every charming gift. Who 
would ever have auppoacd that he, the petted idol of society, adored^by all 
the women who knew him, and fciired by all the men as a riv.al, could be 
refused by the girl to whom he oflered his fortune and his name ? 

“Ah I” he said to himself, regretfully, “she is just the companion I 
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dreamed of. Where else could I find such a tcndci' nature, such an intel- 
ligent mind, 60 much innocence and frank fearlessness ? Among the foolish 
dolls around me, who dress, and chatter, and talk slang, and iiuitiito the 
women of the demi-monde ? Is thero another 8abine among the seusclcss 
creatuTcs who look on life as a perpetual cgtiU&n^ and wlio take a hus1)and 
as th^^xjhooac a partner, because — a girl cannot walU alone ? ” He hated 
all otber women at this precise momout. **What a noble expression her 
face bore,” h() thought, ** as she spoke of him. She believes in him entirely, 
and she adopts all his thoughts. With what beautiful pride she said : 

* Wo — we ai-o poor 1 We have no name ! ’” 

However, M. do Brculh tried to battle against hia jealous feclingj<. 
“Bah ! ” said he, twirling his walking stick. “ 'fho long and short of it 
ia, 1 shall certainly die a bachelor. My valet will bo my best friend in iny 
old age. I shall make a god of my stomach. Biu on Brissu declares that a 
man can comfortably c«at four meals a day. That is something to lool^ 
forward to; and to quicken my t\igestion, I sluiU have my heirs, those 
cousins of mine, quarrelling round my chair,” 

Ho shivered, but added presently, with a deep sigh : “ All, my life’s a 

failures I ” 

Meanwhile, cruel as was his deception and his wound, M. de Brculli saw 
nothing extraordinary in the fact that a woman should prefer another man 
to himself. ITe regretted it, but that was all. Sabine had judged 
him correctly wdien she said to herself, tluit he was worthy of any 
woman’s love, M. de Bi-eiilh was indeed deserving of a very dilfereiit 
pedestal to the one on which his friends and enemies, wiuitlly idiotic, Jiad 
placed him. He was superior to his life, to his associates, and to the time 
In which he lived. On tnc death of his uncle he had tiirown hiinsolf into 
what is called the \vbirlpool of fashionable dissipation, but he had soon 
wearied of an empty restless life. This fastidious mortal was not satislied with 
possessing a victorious racing stable, with seeing his “ cracks” made hot 
favourites by all the sporting journals, witli being deceived by some actress 
whom he allowed a few hundred louis a month. For some time already, he 
had been seeking for some positive aim in life, some task to which he could 
devote all his energy and iiitelligeuco. Ho had determined that on the cve 
of his marriage ho would sell his race horses and altogether break away 
frein his old life, and now this long wished for marriage would never take 
place I 

When ho entered his club the traces of his emotion were so i-vidcnt, 
that several young men around the card tables exchanged looks of dismay 
and hastened to ask if by chanoe, his horse “ Chamboraii,” already a hot 
favourite for the Grand Prix, were not laid up. 

“No,^^ ho answered, as he hurried into one of the small saloons set apart 
■ for letter-writinc. “No, Chamboran is all right.” 

“ What ill lu(3c has befallen De Breulh 7 ” asked one of the club men. 

“ ileavon only knows I but ho ardently is in great haste to send oif a 

letter.” 

He was in fact writing a note to M. do Mussidan and as it was to I'etract 
his word and request of Sabine’s hand, the task was by no means on easy 
one. And, on reailiiig his letter over, De Breulh noticed that it had an 
ironical turn, and that its general tenour indicated such mortification on 
his part, that inquiries as to what he really meant must necessarily follow. 
However chivalrous a man may be, he is still human, and some gernis of 
evil ferment undor the most generous resolutions. 
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‘“'N'o,” said tlio baron, “this letter is imworthy of me.” 

And npon this vclleotion, he bc^^an a second note, weighing every word, 
fioekiug for the host reiiscms he could bring forward, s])eriking vaguedy of 
his life, of the difKculty of breaking up old habits, and of a liaison ho could 
not terminate as ho had mtcnded, Tliis little choj fVtvu.m of diplouiacy 
brought to a conclusion, ho hiuided it to a servant, with directions to carry 
it iiiatautly to its address. 

M. do Rroiilh had thought that as soon as this duty was ful/illod, he 
should feel free in niiiid and iKicly. But he was luijstaken. lie took a seat 
at a card-table, but at the end of a quarter of an hour, he felt that ho 
. dcr.idcdly had enough of gambling. Jle ordered dinner, but he had no 
appetite, and could not eat. Tic went to the opera, yawned, and the iniisio 
made him feel nervous. At last ho w'ent homo. The day had aoeiped a year 
long. J fc could not sleep, for he was still worried with thoughts of Sabine, 
whose fair face was ever before his eyes. WJiat kind of man, thonglit lie, 
was the one she preferred to him ? 

He esteemed Madomoiaellc de Mussidan too much not to feel certain that 
her choice was worthy of her. At the same time, ho had too much experience 
of life not to know that there are many seemingly inexplicable passions I 
\\ iicn so many experienced men of the world arc so often delinh^tl and de- 
< « ived, was it not quite possible for a young girl to make o^^iTrTsfcake. 

** Wliat can 1 <lo for her ? ” said M. do Ihoulh to himself, “ Can I open 
i.vi' eyes in any way ? ” And then, to excuse himself prolmbly, for indiilg- 
iu the faintest shaduW' of hope after w'liat had taken place, he added : 

" Jf he be worthy of her, so be it, I will help her to overcome the obstacles 
in her path ! ” 

’riie, idea pleased him, and ho took a bitter pleasure in thinking that he 
might perhaps insure the happiness of the W'omau he loved, and who, not- 
witiistandiiig, had rejected him. Perhaps, without his knowing it, tliero 
was mingled with tliis generosity a vague desire to display his ]g[eucrosity 
to Sabine and awaken her admiration, if not her love. 

At four o’clock in the morning he was still sitting in an ami-chfiir in front 
ijf the dying embers of his fire. TTo had almost decided to go and sec 
Andre. When a man is rich it is easy for him to find an excuse to visit a 
jiainter’s studio. M.do ITroulh had no ideaaa to what hemightdoand say when 
ho got there, he left it entirely to* chance, trusting, pcrhaiis, that his experi- 
ence would properly advise him at the last moment. He had made up Ids 
mind ])eforc going to sleep, but mi waking up, he again hesitated. Wliy 
hlionld he meddle in a matter wliicb did not concern him? }lc asked niin- 
; self this question again and again. However, ho w^as spurred on liy 
I curiosity, and so, at about two o’clock in the afternoon ho ordeiud his 
carriage and in a few minutes afterw^arda was driving rapidly towards the 
Hue de la Tour d’Auvergim. 

Idadamo T’oiievcu, Andrews discreet concierge, was leaning on her lirooin 
at the street door wlicn M. dc Breulh'a magnificent equipage drew tip 
before her. 

Xlie good woman was qnite da^. Never in all her life had ohe 

beheld such showy steeds, nor seen somneh silver on harness. The carriage 
was brilliant with varnish, and the liveried coachman and footman gorgeous 
to behold. 

[ “Ciood heavens I*’ she thought, “he can’t be coming here for us. Ho 
[has certainly mistaken the liouse.” 

^ But her amazement was still greater when M. dc Brculh emerged from 
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iiis brougham and a^skccl, “ Doe« Monsieur Aii(lr(5, the artist, live hwe ? 

“ To bo sure lie does, and has been here for two years. Ah ! if all artists 
were only like him ! Never once has lie been bchind-liand with his rent. 
And then he is so orderly and sensible, so polite and considerate. There is 
never any rioting iu his rooina. In my opinion ho is absolutely perfect. If 
it were not for the little lady of the Champs l^lysiies — liub there, now, my 
tongue-is rniining away with meJ* 

She rninblcd on, «c<arcoly knowing what she w'as saying, so inquisitiv^ely 
did she watch the owner of this magniticciit cijnipagc. 

“\Yhei;,c is his studio ?’* inLcmiptcd M. dc bronlh, becoming impatient. 

“ On the fourth story — to the right— name on the door— can't make a 
mistake,” jerked out fciic concierge. “But I’ll show you the way, sir." 

“By no means, my good woman, I won’t trouble you.” And M. dc 
Brculh went tow^ards the stairs, leaving Madame Poilcven a.s inotionlr-sa as 
Lot’s wife after her crystallisatirwi. 

“ Lawk-ii-daisiea !” she muttered, “coming to sec Monsieur ;\.mlri5 witli 
nil this parade I I don’t understand it, for Alousieur Andr<5 never puts on 
any airs. Why, for four days Poileveu hasn't swept his rooms, and yet he 
has never complained. But of course things can't go on like that. An 
/jirtist wh? .has friends like those coming to see him muKt be taken beil<*v 
care of. I in, i«^ really find out who tliia great lord maybe!" So raying 
hlio hid her broovi behind the door and turned her attention to the footmai). 

In the meantime M. dc Brculh had climbed the stairs with groat dolibera 
tioii. He evidently did not wish to arrive at I ho top entirely out of breath 
On reaching the topmost lauding he was about to knock at the door on 
which he road AndnVs name, when heaving a qnii'k, litlic bound on the 
•stairs behind him, he turned, and found himself face to face with a tall, 
dark, young fellow, clad in one of those long white blouses which orna- 
lucntil sculptors usually wear, and carrying a huge zinc pitcher which lu' 
had o,vidi»itly just filled at the pump in the courtyard, 

“Monsieur Andn.^, ? ” asked M. dc Ibeulh, 

“ Yes, sir, 1 am he.” 

“ I wish to speak to you," 

“ Be kind enough to walk in here.” And the young painter opened the 
door of Ills studio and showed his visitor in. 

M. do liroiilh’s first iiuprcssion of Ainlrij li.aJ ))con extremely favouraliio. 
Ho had been struck by his frank countenance, clear honest eyes, and full 
rich voice. But. while he said, ’''Hois a manly, good-looking follow',” he 
■was shocked by the costume Aiidr6 wore, and tliis altUongli he lu d thrown 
asitlti many prejudices. It was dUncult for him to believe that a m.n. 
beloved by Sabine de Mussidan could wear a blouse and go to the pump 
for w’ater. However, he did not allow his surprise to be seen. In faoL, 
siuoo the previous evening, he had bad time to regain his usual air 1 1 

indifl'ereiicc. 

“I ought to apologize sir, for receiving you like this,” said Andn\ 
“ But the truth is, when a man is not wcaltliy ho is never well served excepi 
by himself ! ” 

As he spoke he threw olT his blouse writbout the least embarrassment, and 
placed his pitcher in a corner. His air and manner pleased M. do.BrcuIl’, 
who smileef cordially. 

“ It is for me to apologize for my intrusion,” said he. “I was sent her 
by one of my frioncls— ” He hesitated for a name. 

“ Ah, yes. By Triiice Crescenzi, perhaps I ” 
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M. de Breulh hardly know the celebrated amateur, but he snatclied at 
tlic perch which was oflered him. Precisely 1 '* ho auawered. “The 
prince extols your talent .and speaks of you with the greatest ojitJiusia.sni. 
Having the iitinoat confidence in his taste, T said to myaelf that T should 
very much like to have a picture by you ; and 1 can assure you your work 
will be in good (‘.oinpany ! ” 

AiidriS bowed, colouring as deeply as a sohool-girl complimented by a 
bishop. “Team infinitely obliged to you for your patronage, sir,” he said, “but 
unfortunately, I fear you have taken useless trouble in calling on ino — 

“ And why ? ** 

“Because I have been so busy in other ways during the last few months 
thnt I have really nothing to show you.” 

“Nevermind,” iiitcrniptcd M. do Breulh, “we have the future before 
us. VVliat is not done you can do.” 

“ '.riiat is very true, sir, if you are disposed to place confidence in mo—” 

“ Of course f am,” intcrniptctl De Breulh. 

“ In that c.ase, wre have only to choose a subject.” 

Andi’6 had by this time quite conquered hia visitcu', who s.'iid to liirnsrjlf, 
“ I ought, of course, to hate tliia fellow, but upon my life, J think I Iik«: 
iilm bettor than any one 1 ever saw ! ” , . 

As hr rcni.'iiiicd silent, mentally aucalyaing bis feelings, ,i.hO' young painter 
i.pykc agviiii : “I have lun’o,” said he, “some thirty sketches in oils which 
iuight, I hope, make docent paintings, and if one of the subjects bappemsl 
M huit you — ” 

“ Ijct us examine them,” said De Breulh, co^lrtconslv^ 

Flavmg made his estimate of the young man’s character, he now wishnl 
tu jiulge of him as an artist, and proceeded to examine the sketches and 
cartoon, s on the walls with serious attention. 

Andrd did not speak, hut thought to himself that this order niigljt prove 
tlm turniiig point in his fortunc.s, for Prince CVescenzi was one of the seven 
or eight European amateurs whose fiat Kufiiced for the merest dauh to he 
valued at teji thousand francs. Jlow'evcr, Aiidr6 w'asiu no inootl to rejoice, 
for he w*as more sad and hopeless that morning than ever Ijoforc iii liif, 
harassed life. Two evening.^ previously, Sabine had left him, saying that 
she was about to take a decisive step and would write to him on the morrow. 
"J'he morrow h.ad gone by, and now it was four o’clock on the second day, 
a nd yet not one word had h Received from her. Ho was on thorns — not 
that ho doubted Sabine, butIRcause he liad no means of ascertaining wl-rtt 
might have transpired at the ^ussidan mansion, which lie was quite unable 
to cuter. He was at this moment undergoing intolerable torture at the 
thontjht that his destiny was no doubt being decided, without his being able 
to iniiuence it in the slightest degree, or even to hasten its consiimmation. 

Meanwliile M. do Breulh had finished his examination. He considered 
that Andre’s talent was indisputable, although there was evidence of in- 
experience, together with some great faults in the designs o/rcred to view. 
Still they were all full of originality, and plainly enough Andr<5 was a true 
artist ill the .broadest sense of the phrase. De Broulh’s jealousy almost 
revived as he felt himself obliged to make this admission, .15ut after a brief 
struggle ho crushed all unworthy sentiments for good, and frankly and 
loyally offered the young painter his hand. 

“ When 1 came here,” he said, “ I was desirous of having a painting by 
you, and now I am altogether determined to have one. I am no longer in- 
fluenced by a friend’s opinion, I can see and appreciate your talent myself.” 
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Aud aa Andr^ did not speak ho reaumod : I have chosen my subject, now 
we M'ill diacuBS it in cletnil.” 

Poor, without patrons, and artistically speaking unschooled, hampered 
moreover by the rude labour his poverty necessitated, Aiidrd baa had 
neither time nor means to study in southern lands the secrets of claSfsical 
art. He contented himself wiili portraying what he saw and felt. Among 
his sketches there was one which he called, Mcmday u,i the hcm'ihreJ*' Oii 
Ikjondays the intemperate Parisian workman habitually takes an outing, and 
his outing frequently ends in strife. Thus iii^Andr6*s sketch, in the fore- 
nround, tW'O men were fighting and a third endeavouring to separate them. 
They wore in their ahirte, which tom apart, allowed their bi'oad clicsts to 
- be seen. The muscles of their brawny arms stood out in bold relief. Their 
features were convulsed with hatred, wine, and anger. A little to the right 
lay a woman wdth loosened hair, unconscious and bleoiling from a wound on 
the temple, while two of her terrified companions leaning over her wore 
tiying to bring her back to life, A few lookers on — children running away 
in fright, and in the distance policemon hurrying to tlie rescue — made up 
thtJ picture. The subject was commonplace, but true— and it id truth alone in 
these days that can save art. iSuch was the sketch that M. do lireidii 
selected. 

Andr^ next entdred into full particulars concorniug the compoftiiion, th»j 
proportions of the' figures and the diniensions of the canvas. Tii sln ri, 
nothing was forgotten. His visitor, w^ith voice and geaiurc, approved a 1 
he saicK 

Whatever you do,” he remarked, “will l>e well done, of that I am 
certain. liOt nothing hamper you : follow your inspirations.” 

M. do Breulh W'os in an agony to get away. >lo keenly realised how 
false his position was. Aiidrt^’.s confidence troubled him cs:ooedmgly an^l 
ho almost lost his aolf-ahsurance. AVhen evpvytbing else was arrangcfl it 
cost him a violent clfort to broach the (picstion of remuneration. If lu- 
looked for any false modesty and afTectod disinterestedness he was disap- 
pointed, for lie met w'ith none. 

‘Monsieur,” said AiulrC, “ the vabir of a picture in a conventional 
m.‘itter. A canvas of the dimensions w’e have agreed on costs eiglity francs ; 
covered with paint, it may bo worthless or priceless. Wait until it is 
finished to decide.” 

“ ])o you think,” interrupted M. do Breulh, “that ten thoiiBand francs—” 

Andr6 waved bis hand in protest, “Tog much!” he exclaimed, “far 
too much 1 No, sir. As yet 1 have no reputation, and four thousand francs 
would bo handsome remmieratioii. However, if I succeeded beyond all 
hope and expectation, I might ask you six thousand.” 

“Very well,” said M. do Breulh, drawing fiom liis pocket on olcganti 
Russian leather case, and laying on the table two notes of a thousand francs 
each, ho added, “I will pay you as usual, half in advance,” 

Tlio young painter turned scarlet. “You are j cs tin^ si r, ” ho stammered . 

“Not at all,” answered Do Breulh, gravely. “1 have certain fixed 
princix>les in business matters which I never depart from.” And then, in 
the most encouraging tone, ho added ; “ Those notes ore given instead of a 
written contract, that is alL” 

; In spite of this assurance, Andre’s pride was hurt. “ But, I can*t give 
^ you this xiictnve for five or oven six months,” said he. “1 have a contract 
a rich architect, M. Gandeln, to execute the ornamcDtal scnlxiture on 

Jas house.” 
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“Never mind,” said M. do Brculh, “ tako your own time.” 

Of course it was not possible for Aiidrt^ to offer any further opposition, 
unless ho wished to look like a fool. He therefore quietly assented, and 
even thought to himself, that tlie money camo at a time when it was much 
tiei’ilcd. 

“ Now,” said .Oe Breulh approaching tho door and opening it, prior to 
dfparture, “ let mo wish you success. In the meantime, if you will como 
soiuo morning and breakfast with me, I will show you a Murillo which will 
gladden yonr heart ! ” And as if to confirm the invitation, he handed the 
artist his card and left the Studio. 

A luomont elapsed before Andr^ looked at the card, bnt whon his eyes 
fell upon it, the name of De Breulh-Faverlay started out like a Hash of 
tiling across a thunderous sky. Fora moment he could not breathe,' 
nr.rl i,h('n ho was shaken from bead to foot with intense anger. He faneied 
hr h Ltl iK'on cajoUrd, bribed —trifled with I Hardly knowing what he was 
(ioing, he dashcdi out on to the landing, and leaning over the baluster called 
ojit. “ Monsieur ! Monsieur I ” 

Dt'. Bieulh, v/ho W'as now on the lower floor, looked up. 

“ Gome back I ” cried Andr<S “ come back i ” 

After moment’s hesibatioii the baron obeyed, and as soon as he reached 
' ‘K Atudio, Audr6 abruptly oxclainied, in a voice quivering witJi indignation, 

' I idwo bai'.k your money, sir ; I will not liavo it I” 

What on earth do you moan?” 

'' Simply tliafi I have refloctod. I cannot paint a picture for yon.” 

' ' Ah I in deed —and why, pray ? ” 

“ AVhy ? ” M. de Brculh know perfectly well why. He instantly realised 
■ii'it s.tbiiu; had fspoken about him toiler lover — point ho had nob thought 
AVithci certain lack of generosity, he took advantage of the 
young I'lrtist'fi diflicult position, 

“ Ih'causc,” stammered AndrA 
“ Jloeauso is no reason,” said Oe Brculh, mercilessly. 

Aiulro was fast losing his head. It was impossilde for him to give the 
iva 5011 of this sudden change fif luauner. lie would have died rather than 
pruiioniico Sabine’s name, and considered there w^as but one way out of hia 
diiilculty— “ Well,’' be answered, with a cold stare of disdain, “ your face 
displo.i.scja mo ! Is that a reason ? ” 

“J)o you mean to insult mo, Monsieur Andrd?” 

“.Just as you please I” 

Baticuco was by no means M, de Breulh *» distingnisliing quality. ITo 
tin ned white with anger and started forward, but his natural generosity 
cauic to the rescue, nnd recovering himself as far os possible, he exchvimed : 
“ Accept my apologies, Monsieur AndrO. I have played a part — I fear un- 
worthy of you and of mo. I ought, when I first came in, to have given you 
my name, and told you, ‘ I know everything.* *’ 

“ 1 do not understand you, sir,” answered Andr^ In icy tones. 

“ If you don’t imderataiid 'me, why do you doubt me then ? I have de- 
served your distrust, however* Cease to feign ; Mademoiselle Sabine has 
fil>oken to mo with tho most entire frankness. And if you doubt my words 
and require a proof of my assertion, let mo tell yon that the canvas there, 
with its face to the wall, is the portrait of Mademoiselle de Miissidam^’ 

As Aiidr<5 still did not speak, M. de Brculh smiled sadly, “ I will say, 
furthermore,” ho reaumed, “that yesterday, at Mademoiselle SftbillC’a 
‘h'sire, 1 withdrew my request for her hand.** 
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Aii(lr«S had been profoundly touched by M. do lirculh’a hearty self-con- 
demnation, and these last words finished his subjugation. can never 
thank you, air — *' ho began. 

But Do Breulh intomipted him. '*A man needs no thanks,” said he, 
“ for doing his duty. T. should not tell you tlio trutli, wore I to deny that 
1 was most painfully surprised. But toll mo, would you not have done the 
same thing had you been in my place ? ” 

I HiinK I should. ” 

And now wo are friends, are wc not ? ” and De Brenlh held out his 
hand. 

Andr^ grasped it, and stammered in reply, “Friends, yes, friends.” 

“ Let ns say no more .alx)nt the picture, which was in reality a pretext,” 
resumed T)o Breulh. “ J will be perfectly frank with yon. 1 said to my- 
self, on my way here, the man whom Mademoiselle Sabine prefers to 
me is worthy of her, I will do all in my power to induce her family to look 
favourably on his suit.* 1 came here to sit in judgment upon you, and I 
now say to you : Do me a great pleasure* and a great honour : allow mo to 
place at your disposal, myself and my fortune, my intlucuce, and that of 
my friemls.” 

It was with devoted enthusiasm and absolute sincerity that M. do Breulh- 
Faverlay put himself at the disposal of this young fellow whose happiness 
ho so envied. However, ATidr6 shook hia head. ‘M. sliall never forget 
your olfov, sir; but—” Ko hesitated, and then suddenly rcsuinotl : “ i 
will bo as frank as yourself, and tell you the whole truth. You think mo 
foolishly susceptible, no doubt; but you must remember that miMfortuiies, 
unless they destroy all personal dignity, oxcito and in-itaro a man's pride. 
1 love Madomoisello de Mussidan with all my heart. ^J'here is not olio 
drop of blood in my veins that is not devoted to her service, aiul yet — ” 
lie checked himself, and then witli more coinposuro aihlcd, Pray do not 
take offence at what I am about to say. I would renounce Miulcinoiscllo 
Sabine for over rather than accept your assistance.” 

“ But that's absolute folly,” 

“ No, no ; it is not folly ; it is wisdom Were I to accctlc to your wishes, 
I should feel myself profoundly humiliated by your self-abuogatiou should 
bo madly jealous of tlic rdlo you played. Am 1 not already suflioiontly 
conscious of your superiority ? You are one of the wealthiest men in Paris ; 
you belong to one of the most distinguished families in France ; while 1 am 
poor ; I am so utterly alone and unknown, sir,, that 1 have never even been 
summoned for the conscription. In short, you possess everything I laf.k.” 

“But I also have been poor,” replied l)e Breulh ; *‘I have been mere 
wretched, possibly, than ever you have been.” 

Andr^, who knew nothing of M. de Breulb's past career, and was ac- 
rj[uaioted only with his present dazzling position, looked at him in astonish- 
ment. 

“Bo yon know what 1 was doing at your age?” continued tho baron. 
“ 1 was dying of hunger at Sonora, and to keep myself from starvation I 
had to enter tho service of a cattle-raiser. Bo you think I learned notiiing 
in those days ? ” 

“Then,” exclaimed the young artist, “you will bo tho better able to 
understand me. 1 am willing to admit myself to bo your equal ; but tbe 
day 1 accepted pecuniary assistance from you that fj^uality would cease. 
I am indebted to my energy and courage for Mademoiselle de MuaaidaiPs 
goodwill. She had faith in me from tlie day she said, ' Kaise yourself to 
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my level.* She ordered mo to do so, and I will ohoy her or perish in the 
attempt. But, at all events, I am determined to succeed or pori.sli alono. 
I donii choose that any other man should be able to say or think : Aiidr<S 
owes all his happiness to my rare generosity and chivalrous unselfishness.*’ 
“ oil ! monsieur ! ” protested Oe Breulh ; ** monidcur I ” 

No,” intorniptcd Aiidrd, ** you must not misunderstand me 1 I know 
very well that such words would never pass your Ups.; but you could jiot 
heip thinking tlicm. I should know it, and the daughter of the Count do 
Mttssiclaii, then the wife of the painter Andrd, would know it too. That ih 
to say, I should become Sabine’s husband at tlic cost of the only things that 
belong to mo— my pride and independence. Our very marriage -wouhl be 
Ijcr first disillusion ; for she would invohintavily institute a comparison bc- 
Iweea us. What should I then be in her eyes? No, no, my life would bo 
poisoned- -your ghost would rise between my wife and myself ! ” 

Ho stopped short, aghast at his own violence. Another sentence and he 
would iierhaps have threatened this galhint man who sliowed such generous 
kindnes.s to nim. With a great effort he regained his self-control, and 
tiuui, in a tono of perfect courtesy, added, “ But I am talking at random, 
Hir, for we owe you much already, and I hope you will allow me to consider 
1 ivsfdf your friend,” 

LikoWabiiie, ho said, “wo;” and just as Sabine had predicted, ho ro- 
jited all oilers of patronage and protection. ]hit M. do Breulli was man 
lough to understand Aridrii’s conduct— <5onduct which might possildy 
' jing a smile to the lips of most people in these days, when all serious and 
• idiftd seiitinients are considered preposterous and afibeted. The baron 
replaced the bank-notes in his podket-book, and then, in a ringing 
\oieo, oxol.aiincd, “I approve of your conduct, sir; and remember that, 
at all times and at all seasons, you may rely upon Breulh- li’averlay. h’are- 
well ! ” 

When he was again alone, Audr4 realised that he was less unhappy than 
jHi had liecn for two days. Thanks to M. do Breulh, he knew now that 
Sabine had mcountored no unexpected opposition in broiiking off the pro- 
j-'cted marriage, and altliough aAlonishea at her delay in writing to give 
iiim the glad tidings, ho was no longer alanned. It was impossible, how- 
ever, for him to work, and so he throw himself into an arm-chair and mused 
over the scene that had just taken place. He w^ould have totally forgotte n 
tl>e dinner-hour, if Madame Poileven had not entered the studio, without 
knocking. “ Here is a letter,” she said ; “ the postman has just left it.” 

It was an unheard-of event for Madamo Poileveu to ois^ry a letter to the 
fourth floor ; but the artist had assumed extraordinary importance in her 
ryes since she had seen his recent visitor’s caniage. However, Anan'i was 
rjo preoccupied that this worthy woman’s surprising complaisance <b‘d not 
strike him. He had no thoughts bat for Sabine. 

“ A letter ! ” he exclaimed, starting up ; and tearing it open he at once 
glanced at the signature. The note came from Modostc, Ma<leinoisello dc 
Mussidan’a maid. What did this mean? He shuddered, with a pre- 
sentiment of some great misfortune, and, half bewildered, vea<l as follows : 
--“I address you, sir, to inform you that mademoiselle succeeded iu the 
matter sho undertook ; but I am sorry to say that 1 have also bad news for 
you. Mademoiselle is very ill.” 

These last words tj^ifled Andr<i. “Sabine ill!” he stammered, with- 
out paying heed to Madame Poileveu’s eager ears. “ Sabine too ill to 
write to mo herself I She may be in danger I She may even be dead! ” 
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Ho repeated the last word wildly : ** Dead ! dead 1 ” Then, crumpling up 
the disaBtrous letter and throwing it on to the floor, he rushed from the 
room and dashed down the stairs into the street. He had not oven dofled 
his white blouse, nor paused to take a hat. 

Mother Poiloveu was astounded. Good heavens I ” said she 5 ** what 
arc wo coming to ? He’s mad, to be suro,” She paused and smiled, having 
just perceived the crumjjled letter on the floor. With blond composure alie 
at once picked it up, smoothed it out carefully, and read it. And so,” 
she murmured, “the little la.rly’8 name is Sabine. A pretty namo» to bo 
sure I And she is ill, is she? I have a notion that the old gentleman, so 
amiable and ho badly dressed, who oame here early this morning and 

? [Ucsti(jnod me about Monsieur Andr6, would give aomotliing worth having 
or til is letter. But no— tliat would never do ! ‘ Honesty’s the best policy, * 
as the papers say,” 


XX. 

\VnE>T Madame Poiloveu came to the conclusion that her artist was mad, 
she was not, perhaps, so very far from the truth. Her opinion was pro- 
bably shaved uy all the people who met this tall young man in the white 
blouse, as he riisbed with almost inconceivable rapidity along the .iitj'eela 
leading from the Quartier des Martyrs to the Champs KlysCes. 

As Jio left his house lie saw an empty cab, but he did not think of taking 
it ; for could the miserable horse move as swiftly os his strong young 
limbs ? He threaded las way through tho crowd so hastily, and had so 
strange an expression, that people quickly moved aside to let him pass, 
.and then turned to look after him. He had no idea what to do when h« 
rc?iched the JbH,cl dc Mussidan. Sabine was ill, dying possibly — well, if 
he could not see her, at least ho would bo near her. In Paris, such proplc 
are to be seen at cvo.ry hour in the day : people who huny along without 
seeing or hearing — drivoii onward by their passions as bullets are inipelk^d 
by powder. 

It was only on reaching the Rue dc Matignon that Andr^ snfEciently re- 
covered his senses to reflect and deliberate. As much to regain full posstjs- 
sion of his faculties as his breath, ho sat down> at a few steps from tlie 
Hotel do MusaMan, He had reached the spot I — and now, how should ho 
go to woik to obtain tho information ho wanted ? It was dark. The gas 
lamps wore barely visible through ono of those February fogs which always 
follow sharp frosts. It was cold. Tho Buo de Matignon, always unfre- 
quented, -was now absolutely deserted. . Not a single cab rolled by, and 
not a single footstep was heard ; tho only somul was that of the traffic in 
the busy Faubourg Saint Honori^ some few hundred yards off. The young 
painter now realised with absolute despair that he was utterly powerless, 
lie could not move hand or foot without compromising the woman he loved. 

Still he rose and went towards the gate of tlie house, as ii he hoped that 
its aspect would tell him something. It seemed to him that if Sabine were 
really dying the very stones would break out into lamentations. But the 
Imoso was wrapped in fog, and he could hardly tell which of the windows 
were lighted. Keason bade him withdraw, wait patiently and hope ; hut 
the more imperious voice of passion said, “Wait!” And ho waited. 
Why? He did not know. It seemed to him that Modeste, who had 
written, would divine that he was there, suiFeriug an agony of suspenao, 
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and that she would come to look for him. All at once a nr.w idea flashed 
through his mind. “What I can’t do," thought ho, “might be done by 
M, de HreuUi~»he might easily send and make inquiries." 

He fortunately had the baron’s card in his pocket, and after deciphering 
the address us best he could, he hurried away. M. do llreulh-Faverlay re- 
sided in a splendid mansion in the Avenue de 1’ Impdratrico, where, he de- 
clared, ho was by no means commodiously Icnlged ; liowever, his horses had 
air and space ; they were comfortable, and as for himself, it did not 
matter. When Andr6 entered the courtyard, ho perceived a carriage 
waiting there. Four or five footmen were talking ana laughing in the iv^l 
lighted iiall. Ho went straight towards them. 

“ 1 wish to see Monsieur de Breulh," he said. 

The lackeys surveyed him from head to foot with mingled contempt and 
surprise. “ Monsieur has gone out," they replied at last, “ and will not re- 
tain till very late.” 

Aiidr^ understood them, well enough, and having by this time recovered 
his acuBCs, he again drew forth M. de Brenlh’s card, and ivitli a i>ciicil 
wrote tlicrcoii these five words. “One minute — a service— A ndr«S.” 

“ 'I'akc this," said ho, “ and give it to yoiir master as soon as he comes 

Ho tlion wont slowly down the steps. Ho was sure M. de Breulh wuh at 
liomn, and would send in pursuit of him, as soon as ho receiverl the card, 
ifo WAS not mistaken, for five minutes Liter, a volet ushered him into tlic 
bai oil’s library. 

At oight of Andrd, Dc Breulh divined that a catastrophe liad occurred. 
“ What is it? ” ho asked hastily. 

“ Sabine is dying," answered the young painter, who at once proceeded 
to recount all that bad happened since ho had soon the baron a few hours 
[ii'cvicusiy. 

“ Jiut what can I do, my poor fellow, to put an end to your uncertainty 
and anxiety ? ” 

“ You, sir ? W'hy, you can send and inqiro at M. de Miiasidan's house.” 

“Think a moment, ycsterd.ay, I wrote to M. do Mussidaii to break oM’ 
my marriage with his daughter. It would bo unpardonable impci tinem c 
on my part to scud now and inquire after tho young lady’s liealtli. It 
would really amount to saying, ‘ I have withdrawn, and so your dauglitcr 
is dying of grief.’ " 

“ You arc riglit,” muttered Andr6, who had not thought of all this. 

M. de Breulh was almost as worried os the young painter, and asked liiiu- 
self, how it would be possible to ascertain the truth as to »Sabiiv';’s con- 
dition. Fpr some minutes ho remained absorbed in reflection. “Ah! 
Kureka!” cried he suddenly, “I have it. I am a distant relative of a 
lady, who is also a relative of the Muasidans — ^the Vicomtesso de Bois d* 
Ardon, She will be delighted to serve us ; she is a foolish young creature, 
but she has a golden heart. Come, my carriage is in the courtyard.” 

The footmen were amajced to see their master on such terms uf intinuioy 
with this 3'oung man in a blouse, and when the carriage drove off ai full 
speed, an old, white-haired valet, the Nestor of the sorviuits hall, expressed 
his opinion iliat something mysterious was going on. 

Not a word was exchanged by Andr^ and M. do Breulh during thoir 
brief drive to Madame de Bois d’Ardou’s mansion in the Champs Elyst'^cs. 
Tho carriage had not fairly stopped, when the baron alighted. “ Wait for 
me,” said he to Audri5j “ I will be back in a moment." 
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In one bound lie reached the house. ** Is madame at home ? ’’ he asked 
of the servants who knew him. 

Madame receives,” was the stately reply. 

Fair and dimpled, fresh and over smiling— red haired, since rod hdir was 
the fashion — ^with the lovlieat eyes in the world, Madame de Boia d’Ardon 
was considered one of the most charming women in Baris. She was tliirty. 
She knew every tiling, had seen everything, feared nothing, and tfiked in- 
cessantly, with considerable spirit and cleverness, and a dash of roguish 
malice as well. She spent forty thousand franca a year, on her toilette ; 
but when she said to her husband, ** I have not a dress to put on my 
back,” she spoke the truth, for she mined everything she wore in less than 
no time. She was careless even to impnidonce, and scandal -mongers pre- 
tended she had had a dozen lovers since her marriage ; but this was alto- 
gether false, for slio had never had a single one. She really adored her 
husband, .and was horribly afraid of him 1 lie know it, but kept the 
knowledge to himself, for he was wise. Ho allowed the viscouiitcHS 
to ilit hither and thither like a puppet at tlic end of a wire; hut he 
held the wire w'ith a firm hand. Wuch was the woman towards whom a 
footman, in a livery too showy to be in good taste, now conducted 
M, de Jlreulh. 

Madame do Bois d’Ardon was in her boudoir when the baron was an- 
nounecd. She had just fixe<l the liist pin in her toilette — the fifth sli 3 had 
made that day, and to kill time, she was cxaniiniiig a ccHiuottish costume 
of a vivandi6re of tho time of Louis Quiuze— a cAr/ a’oeutre of Van Klopen’s 
— which she meant to assume ou returning from the Opera, — for a fancy 
ball at the Austrian embassy. 

On seeing M, dc Brculh she uttered an exclamation of delight. Al- 
though they rarely met except in society, they were really very much at- 
tached to cacJi other. In their youthful days they had been in tlje habit 
of i)aasing a month each summer at the chateau of their uncle tlie old 
Count do Faverlay, and now as then they familiarly called each other by 
their Christian names. 

“You hero at this hour, G outran } *’ cried the viscountess. ♦‘It is a 
nuracle, a dream— ” Tho words died on her Ups as she caught sight of 
her visitor’s pale, harassed countenance. “WTiat is tho matter?” slio 
asked. *'* Is there any trouble ! ” 

“NIH yet, I h^e; but I am very anxious. I have just heard that 
Mademoiselle do Mfu.ssidaa is dangerously ill. 

“ Is it possible ! Boor Sabine I Wliat is tho matter with her ? ” 

“ I don’t know', and that is precisely why I have come hero, I want 
you, Clotilde, to scud one of your people at once to Mussidan’a house, to 
ascertain what truth there is in what w'e have heard.” 

Madame de Bois d’Ardon stared at the btaron with amazement: “Are 
you jesting ? ” she asked. “ Why don’t you send yourself ? ” 

“I can’t, and if you arc charitable and kind, you won’t even ask me 
why. In tho first place, 1 should not tell you tho truth. In the next, 1 
wish yon to promise me faithfully never to mention to anyone that I have 
asked you to do this.” . 

Although this mysterious answer keenly whetted Madame de Bois 
d’Ai'don’s curiosity, she proved momentarily discreet, and did not ask 
another question. “So belt then,” said she, “I respect your secret. I 
would go this moment only Boia d’Ardon would scold mo for letting him 
Bit down to dinner alouo. But as soon as tlie meal is over, I’ll go.” 
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'' Thaniss I a thousand thanks ; and uow I’ll go homo and wait for nows 
from you.” 

“ liy no means. Stay hero and dino." 

“ luipoBBiblo, a friend is waiting for me, at the door.” 

The viscountess knew from De JBreulh*s tone that it would bo useless for 
her to insist. However, she mentally resolved to inquire, sooner or later, 
into this mysiei'y. **T)o as you please, then,” sho said with well affected 
ciirelessiiess. “ 1 will send you a note this evening.” 

He Breulh pn^ed her hand, and hurried away. At the door of the 
house he found Andr(i, who lu^ been pacing restlussly up and down, not 
i:)cing able to sit still in the carriage. ** Keep up your coui'age, my friend,” 
said the baron. Ma<lame do Bois d’Ardou knows nothing of Mademoiselle 
Sabine's illness. This, of course, speaks well, for if it wore serious, she 
would no doubt bavo been informed. At all events wo shall know the 
truth in three hours. 

** Throe hours 1” groaned Aiulrd in tlic same tone, as lie might have 
said, “ three centuries.” 

"It is a long time, 1 admit, but we will talk of her while we 
lor you must not leave me, but vailicr conic home and share my 
dimior,” 

Andro nodded assent. Ho had no energy left to contest any point ; ho 
ftccuicd iilinf)st benumbed. 

it M. de llrculh'a servants had been aui'priaed to see their master go out 
will; the young man in the blouse, they were utterly stupefied when they 
rtnw Diem return together ; and the adventure assumed fantastic propor- 
lioii?) in their eyes, when tlieir haughty master sat down to dinner with 
AndrC* in tlie infignificcnt dining* ixKUii, ordering the very butler to witli* 
dr.aw, so os to bo more at ease. The dinner was exquisite, but the two 
irion were in no humour to appreciate it» They wielded their knives and 
forks mechanically, and' drank as Hiile as they ate. (Jvor and over again, 
they endeavoured to apeak on indifferent topics, but it was in vain. They 
jso fully realised the inutility of their efforts that after dinner, when coffoo 
Mas served in the library, they relapsed int-o profound silence. Their pro- 
bent situation after what liad occuiTod that ahemoon was odd enough, but 
carried away by the rapidity of events they did not remark its strangeness. 
Aiulrfi never once took hia eyes from the clock, while de Broulh sat stanug 
lixcdly iuio the fire. At last, ^ust as ten was striking, tliey hearc|^ noise 
in the vestibule — a sound of voices, and the rustling of silk skirts. M. de 
Brcitlh w as starting up <yhcn the door opened, and Madame dc Bois d* Anion 
entered like a whirlwind. “It is I,” she exclaimed. 

It w'us certainly far from correct for a married lady to visit a bachelor's 
abode at that late hour, but the viscountess generally did as she pleased. 
“ 1 have come here, G outran,” she resumed with extraordinary vehemence, 
“ to tell you what I think of your conduct ; it is simply— abominable, un- 
W'orthy of a gentleman.” 

“ Clotilde 1 ” 

** Be quiet 1 yon are a monster. Ah ! yes, now I understand why you 
didn’t dare send to inquire about, poor Sabine. You knew' very well what 
the effect of your letter would be.” 

M. de Breulh smiled, and turning to AndriS remarked t “ What did 1 tell 
you ? ” 

I'hia observation awoke Madame do Bois d’Ardoii to the fact that a 
stranger w'as present. Sho took it for granted that she bad committed 
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some terrible indiscretion. '*Qood heavens!” she ezolaiined, starting 
back, 1 thought you were alone.” 

**lt is the same as if 1 were,” answered the baron gravely ; **thiii gentle- 
man is a very dear friend from whom 1 have no secrets.” So saying he 
laid his hand on Andre’s arm.” 

** Allow me, my dear Clotilda,” ho added, '*to introduce to yon Monsieur 
Andra, a painter whoso name is unknown to-day, but will be famous to- 
morrow.” 

Andrd bowed profoimdly, but the viscountess for once in her life was 
silenced. This mtimato friend’s white blouse utterly confounded her. 
And why this peculiar introduction ? 

“ Then,” resumed M. do Breulh, “our information was correct.” lie 
lightly accented the “ our.” “ MademoisoUo de Muaaidan is really ill ? ” 

“Alasl” 

“ Did you see her ? ” asked the baron. 

“ Yes, 1 saw her, Gontran. Hod you been with mo your heart would 
have melted, you would have regretted this fatal rupture as well. Toor 
Sabiuc, she did not know me. She did not even know 1 was in the room. 
She lay in bed whiter than the sheets, as cold and as stiff as a statue, her 
eyes open wide, find for twenty hours she has been in this condition. Quo 
would have thought she was dead but for the tears wluch every few 
minutes rolled down her checks.” 

« Andrd luul intended to repress every sign of emotion in presence of the 
viscountess, but his feelings were stronger than his will* “ Ah 1 ” cried he, 
“ she will die i I know it perfectly well.” 

His tone was so full of anguish that the light-hearted lady was touched. 
“ 1 assure you, sir,” she said, “ tliat you exagprate the Bituation, Thei-e 
is no danger — ^none at present, at all events. The physicians call it a kind 
of catalepsy, and say it is by no means an uncommon occurrence with 
nervous persons on receiving a sudden shock.” 

“ But what shock could it have been in this case ? ” asked AndrtS, 

The viscountess did not reply. She turned towards her cousin, her eyes 
all aglow with curiosity. What on earth had this man in a workman’s 
blouse to do with Sabine, and how did he happen to be there ! ” No one 
told me,’' she said at last, “ that Sabine’s illness was caused by the rupture 
of her marriage arrangements, but 1 took it for granted — ” 

* ‘ And you were very much mistaken,” interrupted M. do Breulh, “I know 
what I say, my dear cousin, and it is for this very reason that I am so much 
alarmed. But you have told us nothing after all, Clotilde ; what has li ally 
happened ? ” 

M. De Breulh's calmness and assurance, and a glance he exchanged witli 
AndrO, began to enlighten tlio viscountess. “1 asked every question 1 
dared,” she replied, “ bpt the answers were exceedingly vague, Sabine 
looked as if she wore dead : her father and mother hovered about round 
her bed like two ghosts. If they had killed her tliemselves with their own 
hands, remorse could not have been stamped more clearly on thoir faces. 
They absolutely terrified me — ” 

M. de Breulh interrupted the viscountess, impatiently. “ Tell me pre- 
cisely what were the answers to your questions,” said he. 

1 will tell you. First, it seems that Sabine had been so agitated all 
the monung, that her mother asked her if she were ill,” 

“ We know that ; and we also know the reason of it.” 

** Ah r* ejaculated the viscountess with an amassed stare. * ’ In the after- 



THB SLAVEa OP PARIS. 


Ifil) 


uoon you saw Sabine, it seems. Where she went or where she was after 
you left her no one seems to know, bat they have positive proof that she 
neither left the house nor received any letter. At all events, it was nearly 
an hoar before she returned to her room, where her maid, a nice girl who 
is devoted to her, sat sewing. Sabine said something to this girl, Modeste, 
who looked up, and seeing ner mistress so pale ran towards her. Just as 
slio reached her, Sabine swayed and fell with a wild shriek. She wua taken 
up and laid on her bed, and she has been in the state I described ever since 
— she has neither BX)Oken nor moved.” 

Andrd listened with all eagerness to Madame do Bois d’Ardon. Ilia 
imagination depicted Sabine as the viscountess had seen her.. Do Broulh, 
who was more self-possessed, watched his cousin keenly, trying as it were 
to pcjmferate her thoughts, for it seemed to him that she was keeping some- 
tiling back. Come, that’s not everything,” he said at last. 

‘‘Yes it is.” 

Would yon swear it ? ” 

The visconntoBB started and averted her eyes. don’t niidcrstaiid 
yon,” flhe said, nervously. “Why do you look at mo in that way ? ” 

M. do Breiilh hesitated. He had had great oxpcriopcc of life, and ho 
l iiMW, for ho had learned it at his own cost, that a man ought always to 
1 intrust those deceitful appearances which simpletons call the cvuloiicc of 
hu;ts. And yet before venturing on a line of conduct w hicli might have 
' Ol io US consequences, he reilocted and hesitated, and to conceal his am- 
'' irrasdincnt, began to pace the room. A moment’s unpleasant silonco 

Uow'cd ; but suddenly he stoxjpcd short in front of the viscountess, who 
was ttibting beside the fire. “My dear Olotilde,” he said, “I presume J 
.un telling you nothing now when 1 say that you have been woefully 
lilaiulei'ed at times.” , 

“ Pooh 1 What m I care.” 

“ But I assure you I have always judged you more fairly than the world. 
Vou arc the incarnation of imprudence. Your presence hero at this hour 
is proof of the truth of this assertion. You are worldly, frivolous, head- 
ationg, and very, very foolish ; bat you are also, as I very well know, a 
tliorcuighly good woman at heart ; true as steel, and brave as well.” 

“ What arc you driving at, Gontron ? ” 

“At this, Ulotildo : I think there would be no risk in confiding to you 
a secret which involves the honour of, and perhaps the lives of several 
persons.” 

Much more agitated than she Wished to appear, Clotildo rose to her feet. 
“TJiank you, Gontran,” she said, quietly, “you have judged mo triil3’.” 

]^>ut Andre, who now understood Monsieur de Breulh, camo forward. 
“ Have you a right to speak ? ” he asked, 

“ My dear Andr6,” answered his host, “ my honour is as much involved 
in this matter its yours is. Will you not trust me ? ” Then, turning towards 
the viscountess, he added : “ First of all, toll us the >vholc of it.” 

“Oh, the wdiole is very little, and only something I learned from 
Modeste. It seems you had hardly left Mademoiselle de Mussidon, when 
Monsieur de Clinchan ai'rivcd.” 

“ Clinchan— an old maniac, eh 7 A friend of the count’s, I believe ? " 

“ Precisely 5 they had a — well, what shall I call it ?— so frightful a quarrel 
together, that finally Do Clinchan was taken ill, and it was only with great 
diiUculty that he was able to get to his carriage.” 

“ Ah ! Tliat’s rather odd.” 
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“ Wait a moment. Alter Ctlnchan had left, Octave and hU wife had a 
scene. You know my cousin — his voice thundered through the house. It 
was while this was going on that Sabine reached her room, more dead than 
alive, and Modesto thinks she had perhaps heard something her father and 
mother wore saying.” 

liSach word the viscountess spoke streugihened Dc Breulh's suspicions. 
** You see, Olotilde,” he exclaimed, ** there is something strange about all 
this, and you will think it so all the more when you know everything.” 
Thereupon, without omitting a single detail of any importance, he told her 
Andre’s and Sahme’s story. 

Madame de llois d’Ardon quivered as she listened— quivered witli 
mingled apprehension and plciisure. She was anxious for Sabine and 
Audr6, but she was delighted to have her curiosity satisfied. “ Forgive 
nio,” said she, holding out her hand as soon as her cousin ceased speaking, 
** my reproaches and accusations were most unjust. 1 am indeed of your 
opinion, yes, ilicro is some strange mystery in all this.” 

** And something, I foar, which will put another oljstaclc in our friend 
Andres path.” 

** Why do you say that? ** asked the young painter, aghast. 

** 1 can’t tell. It is a moi*c presentiment. Jhit now mark my words. At 
Sahine’H request I have withdrawn all pretensions to her Imnd, in your 
favour,, but I will not leave the field open to any intruder. Mademoiselle 
de MusJidan would not be my wife. She must lie yours. ” 

“ Yes,” said the viscountess, “but how are to know what has hap- 
pened ’ ” 

“We will discover it iu some way or other — that is to say, if you are 
with ua, if you consent to help us.” 

All women are delighted to be able to dabble in matrimonial afiairs, and 
the viacoimtess was particularly pleased to have a hanwiu an affair that had 
opened so romantically. Far from discouragiiiK her, the obstacl^^s quick- 
ened her interest. Would not this bo an excellent opportunity to prove 
once more the superiority of feminine penetration and diplomacy? She 
would have to fight, intrigue, and negotiate, envelop herself in mystery. 
How delightful! “I am entirely at your disposal,” she said. “Have 
you arranged any plan? * 

“ No, not as yet, but one shall be soon adopted. So faros Aladcmoiselle 
do Mussidau is concerned, it would be folly to act otherwise than witii 
the utmost frankness. Let ua address ourselves to her directly, Aiidr/^ 
will write to her and ask for an explanation, and if she is better to morrow 
you will see her and give her the note,” 

The pi-oposal w’as certainly bold, and many women would scarcely have 
cared for the suggested errand. Ifowovor, the viscountess did not trouble 
herself particularly about the proprieties. “ I don't think that w'ould do,” 
she said, with a pretty little air of alTected wisdom. “ In fact I think it 
wrould no a very unwise thing to do.” 

“ Do you think so ? ” 

“I’m sure of it j but let Monsieur Andr6 decide.” 

Andr6 now came forward. While M. de Broulh and the viscountess were 
conversing, he had fully recovered his self- possession. It wMs time he should 
intervene ; the moment was a decisive one. “ I think you are right, 
madaine,” said ho. “ It would be imprudent to lot Mademoiselle dc Mussi- 
dan see so suddenly that we havo confided a secret which is her’s, eveu 
more than ours, to another pcraoii. ” 
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' The viscountess nodded approval, 

“ There is, I thuik, a safer and nioro simple plan,’* resumed Andr^. “ If 
tO'inorrow morning Madame la Viscomtesse would ask Mademoisello do 
Hussidan’s maid, Modoste, to meet me at noon at the comer of the Avenue 
do hfatignon, she will find me there. From her 1 shall no doubt bo able to 
obtain precise information.” 

“That’s an excellent idca,’^ declared Madame do Bois d’Ardon, “Karly 
to-morrow I will call at the Muasidau’s and deliver your messauo,” 

She stopped short, and uttered a pretty little shriek os lo(%mg at tlic 
clock, she perceived it was nearly midnight. “ Heavens ! ” she cried, rising 
hastily, ** and I have to go to a ball at the Austrian embassy, and am not 
even dressed \ ” Then with a coquettish gesture, she drew her shawl round 
her shoulders and darted away, exclaiming as she hurried down the stairs : 
“I will call here, Gontran, to-morrow, on my way to the [Bois.” H»!r 
movements were so rapid, that before M. do Breulh could ring, or even 
follow her, she was gone. 

Now, somewhat easier in mind, Andr^ and his host talked for a long time 
(u cr tlio tiro with all the freedom of friends, who having siiirered together, 
had a common object in view. They had only known each other for a few 
Iiours, but they parted like two old comrades, whose affection, founded on 
mutual esteem, took no account of services rendered and received. M. dtj 
Breulh wished to send AndrtJ home in his carriage, but the young artiisi 
refused. However, the baron prevailed on him to accept the loaif^Of a hat 
and an overcoat. To-morrow,” murmured Andr6 as he walked home, 
“ to-morrow Modestc will tell nm everything, that is j)ro\iding that kind- 
hearted, though frivolous, Madame de Bois d’Ardon does not forget her 
))romiao during the night.” 

But Madaiiio de Bois d’Ardon could bo in earnest sometimes. When kIic 
I' ciurnod from the Imll at the Austrian emimssy, she did not go to bed, lost 
she might not awake in time to be at the Mussidans’ before ten o’clock, 
nud so when Aridr(5 reached the rendezvous, he found Mo^lcste awaiting 
him. Her pale face and reddened eyes showed how she suflcred for her 
young mistress. “Subiiio,” said she, “had not regained conseiousucss. 
The family physician did not express any anxiety, but he had asked for a 
cod sill tat ion.” 

1'liat was everything. Andr^ pressed Modeste with questions, but she 
could tell him no tiling more ; she had in reality imparteil all the informa- 
tion she possessed to tho viscountess. However, it was agreed between the 
young artist and the maid that they should meet each morning and 
evening at the same spot. 

For two days longer Sabine’s situation remained unchanged, and Aiulr«3 
grow desperate, ile spent all his time in hurrying to the Bue dc Matignon, 
and tlionco to M. do Breulli’s, where he often met Madame de Bois d’Ardon. 
On the third day, when he met Modeste in the morning, he found her in 
great de,spair. Tho cataleptic attack was over, but Sabine was now sfcrug- 
gUng against a nervous fever, 

Tho faithful maid and Andr<3 were so absorbed in their grief that they 
did not notice ono of the Mussidan servaubs who passed Ihem — ^thai very 
valet Florestaii, who w'as on his way to tho po.st with a letter for Ik 
Masearot. ‘*So^odeate,”Baid Andr6, in a low voice, “she is in danger, 
you Bay— very great danger ? ” 

“The doctor declared it would be decided this evouiiig whether she 
would live or die. Be hero at five to-night.” 
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Andr^ tottered away, overcome with grief ; and when ho reached De 
Broulh’s house, he wav eo strange and excited that hxa friend insisted on 
his lying down and trying to sleep. Finally, when five o’clock came, De 
Breulh insisted on going with him to see Modeste. They had not reached 
the meeting-place when they perceived her hurrying towards them. “ She 
sleeps I oxdaimed the maid, “and tho doctors say she is saved I 

Andrii staggered, and M. de Breulh assisted him to a bench, on which he 
sank in an almost luiconacioua state. They never imagined that they were 
being ^observed — and yet, twenty yards off, two men — B. Mascarot and 
Florastan were eagerly watching all their movements. 

AUrmed by the valet’s letter, the agent had jumped into Dr. Hortebize’f: 
brougham, waiting at tho door in the Eue Montorgeuil, and ordered the 
coachman to drive at full speed to Father Canon’s establislimeut, where at 
that time of day ho fully expected to find Florestan. However, he was 
mistaken. Mascarot was far too anxious to entertain the idea of waiting, 
and BO he at once despatched a messenger' to fetch the valet from tlie Hotel 
de Mussidan. 

The worthy agent did not breathe freely until he Icanit that a change 
for tho better had supervened in Sabine’s condition, and that she was 
probtibly saved. He had been asking himself if the edifice he had rcai'cil 
after twenty years* labour and intriguing would not crumble bcdoie Ida 
eyes into a thousand pieces. Now, however, ho was somewhat rea.«:^uied. 
Still ho frowned when Florestan told him of tho daily interviews bctw'ccu 
Modeste and the young man whom ho called mademoiselle’s lover. 

“ Ah ! ” mtjttercd Mascarot, ** I should very much like to witness one of 
these interviews if only from a distance, ” 

“ And W’hy not, sir 7 ” asked Florestan, drawing from his pocket a dainty 
tittle watch, which his sweetheart no doubt liail made him a present of. 

It can be easily managed. They usually meet about tills time, and always 
at the same spot--” 

“ Come then,” interrupted his patron. 

They went out, but thinking it wiser to avoid bejing seen together iu tho 
neighbourhood of M. de Mussidah’s house, they took a circuitous route to 
the Champs Fdys^es. Near tho comer of tho Avenue do Matignon, close to 
the Cirque do I’Tmptotrice, wore half-a-dozen of those little wooden 
shanties where old women sell cakes and toys in summer time. 

“Let US go behind one of these,” said Florestan, “we shall , easily see 
them from hero.” 

Night w^as coining on, and the lamplighters wrere already hunying io and 
fro at the further end of tho Avenue. Still people and things might yet be 
plainly distinguished. The worthy pair had waited in their hidiiig-pli.ee 
for some minutes when suddenly Florestan whispered, “Look ! there comes 
Modesto, and now the lover. But ho has a friend with him to-nijjiit. 
What on earth can she be telling them f He seems as if he w'ore fainting. 
Do you see ? ” 

B. Mascai'ot saw only too w'o)l, and the scene, so passionate and tragic, 
highly displeased him. It is always a perilous task to trifio with the 
happiness of in man who really loves. And so, said the agent crossly, 
“that great fellow gasping and floundering on tho bench tWo is your 
young lady’s lover P* * 

“ Precisely, sir.” 

“Thou we must find out exactly who and what ho is,” muttered 
Mascarot. 
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Florostan assumed the wise look of a diplomatist, and chuckled softly. 

Oh I you know all about him, then ? asked his patron. 

“ To bo sure I do,” answered the %*alet. ** The day before yesterday I was 
smoking my pipe outside the gate of the house when I saw this young game- 
cook come down the street, but he didn’t hold his crest high, X assure you. 
However, I know what it meant— if my young lady, for instance, was 
ill, I should drag one foot along after the other just aa ho did. Well, 1 
thooghb as I had nothing else to do I would just find out who he was, and so 
I strolled after him with my hands in my pockets. Ho walked and walkctl 
till ho quite tired me ; but at last be entered a house, and 1, too, clf>so 
at his hcols. T went to the concierge, pulled my tobacco pouch out of my 
pocket, and showed it her, saying ‘ L have just picked this up— that 
gentleman who has just come in dropped it. Bo you know him ? ’ 

‘ Of course I do,^ she answered, ^ no is an artist on the fourth floor — 
Monsieur Andr^.” * 

‘'But that was in the Rue do la Tour d’Auvergne?” interrupted 
Ma sea rot. 

“ Trecifsoly 1 ” rejoined the valet somewhat abashed; and ho added 
sulkily, as though he thought he had been trilled with, “ you arc better 
informed than I am, it seems.” 

Mascarot was too surprised to make any rejoinder. lie was struck by 
thfi strange persistence with which this same young artist came across all his 
plans and combinations. When the cook in the einploymeut of Rose — now 
Vicomteaae Zora de Chantemillc, by the grace of Gaston do <3anclolu— had 
'.pokon to him of an artist, who was acquainted with the liaison of Bose 
end i'aul Viulaine, he had made it his immediate businosa to find out Avho 
that artist was. Taiitaine had made inc|uiTics, and even iuterviewed 
Madame roilcveii, the discreet concierge of the Rue dc la Tour d’Auvergne, 
arul now Mascarot discovered that this same artist was Mademoiecllo do 
iMiiSsidim’s lover. What a strange and ominous coincidence. “Well,” 
said Masciirot at last, “ you took your tobacco pouch back from the ctm- 
eierge again, didn’t you ? ” 

Why, no, sir,” aiiswcrdd Florestan, ” I said I had found it, and of course 
1 had to leave it with her.” 

“ Imprudent ! most imprudent ! ” 

“ But why ? ” asked Florestan. What harm can it do ? ” 

Mascarot hesitated, and finally answered, “Oh, none at all, of course.” 
TTe did not care to tell the fellow tJio truth, and yet, ho was intensely 
sninoyed that this proof of an unordered investigation should be IcfL in 
Madame Boileveu’s hands. The merest trifle Buffices to put astute persona 
(*u the track of the most complicated intrigue. Wasn’t it a mere scrap of 
I>aper which had Ijeen wrapped round a caudle, that enabled Canler to ferret 
out the band of the Rue Saint Denis? Wasn’t it a thiniblefull of cigar 
ashes found on a mautlcshelf that betrayed Corvinsi to M. Lecoq 7 “ Such 
tiillcs,” muttered Mascarot to himself, “often ruin a man.” 

But Andr<i now attracted all his attention ; the young artist appeared to bo 
himself again, and was speaking with gr^t animation. Modesto seemed 
horror-struck ; for she shrank back and raised her arms to Jieaven. 

“Butwhoistbo other man?” wluspcrod Mascarot, *Mie looks like an 
Englishman.” 

“ Why, don’t you know him ? It’s M. de Breulh-Faverlay,” 

“ Bless iny soul ! Bo you mean the man who was to have married 
Mademoiselle Sabine ? ” 
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" Of course T do.” 

Now, B. Mascarot was one of those adventurers^ whom nothing discon- 
certa or astonishes os a rule^ and yet, on making this discovery, he. instinc- 
tively shuddered as with alarm, and swore a frightful oath. '*By the 
thunder of heaven i” hd cried at last, '*are De Broulh and this painter 
friends ? ” 

'* That’s more than I know ; you are very curious, it seems to mo.*^ 

That Mascarot was not altogether himself was shown by this very 
question, for it was perfectly evident that the pair were on terms of the 
closest intimacy. Modesto had now left them, and they themselves turned 
in the direction of the Avenue de I’lmpfiratrice, walking .arm in arm. 

It looks as if M. dc Brculh had easily consoled himself for his dismissal, ” 
remarked Mascarot. 

“ Dismissed said Morcstan, “ he wasn’t dismissed 1 it was ho who wroto 
and withdrew his suit.” 

This time Mascarot had strength enough to conceal what a blow the 
valet's information was. He even laughed as he asked some trifling questions 
of Floreatan before they separated. Hut he was in reality absolutely upset. 
Ho had looked on hia game as won, and now he saw it, not lost,'^)ut at all 
events frightfully compromised. “\Vh.atl” muttered ho, clenching hia 
hands with rage, “fthall a lad’s foolish passion stop me now, when I am 
so near the goal ? By no means. Let him beware, if 1 find him in road, 
so much the worse for him I ” 


XXL 

Dr. Hortebize had long since ceased to dispute tho will of his admirabb 
partner. Baptistin ordered, and — he ol^eyod I He had boon bidden not tt> 
foRo sight of Paul ; and he complied with the instructions to tho letter. Ife 
had gone with him to M. Martin Rigal’s- -where they had (lined, although 
the banker himself was absent— thence to his club, and h(« bad iiisiHted on 
offering Paul hospitality for the nigh*. The physician and his ward having 
retired at a late hour, wore also late in rising, Imt shortly before elcvei\ in 
the morning, having washed and dressed, they w'ero^about to do justice to 
an excellent breakfast, when M. Tantaiiie was announced, iind made his 
appearance, bowing and Piniling as usual. 

At the sight of this man, who had first impelled him towards crime, Paul 
felt his blood boil, and atiirted furiously to his feet, “I have you^ sir, at 
last,” he exclaimed. “ Wo have an account to settle together ! 

Good old Tantaine lookeil as if tho skies had opened. “We ! an account ? ” 
he asked, in a bewildered sort of way. 

“Yes, sir, yes 1 Was it not owing to your perfidious conduct that I was 
accused of theft by Madame Loupias ? ” 

‘ ‘ W ell, what then ? ” 

“ Was it not you who came to me in my garret? ” 

The old cleric shrugged his shouldors. “Ithoughti” said he, in the 
bkindost tone, “ that Monsieur Baptistin bad explained everything to you, 
and concluded that yoji wished to marry Mademoiselle Plavia. 1 was told 
that you u'ero a young man of extraordinary iiitelligonce and tk aetration I ” 
The doctor burst into a hearty laugh^ .^md Paul realising the folly of his 
indignation at this late hour, dropped ms head in due confusion, and turned 
away. 
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“If I disturb you, doctor,” resumed old Tautaino, “lam very sorry, 
but I was sent hei'o specially by the governor.” 

‘ ‘ Is there anything now ? ” 

Yus. First of afl, Mademoiselle de Mussidan is out of danger. M. do 
Croisenois can pui'sue Ms plans now without any fear. An obstade ban. 
turned up but it will be suppressed.” 

The doctor swallowed a glass of his excellent Bordeaux, smacked hia lips, 
and exclaimed: “Well, here’s to the conjugal felicity of the marquis and 
Mademoiselle Sabine 1 ” 

“Amen!" answered Tantaine. “Another word, if you please. I am 
told to beg M. Paul not to leave M. Hortebizo, but to send for hia ciTcots at 
Ilia hotel, and install himself here.” The doctor looked so annoyed that 
M’antaino hastened to add, “Only temporarily, of course. I am com- 
xtusfciioned to find an apartment for this young gentleman— and directed to 
furnish it. Ho can’t remain in lodgings. It’s too compromising. 

Paul made no attempt to conceal nis satisfaction at this new arrangement. 
To bo surrounded by his own goods and chattels would be a tangible proof 
of prosperity. 

‘ ‘ V'ery good I ” cried the doctor, gaily. “And now that you have executed 
.11 your commissions, Tautaine, you can stay and brc^ikfast witli an easy 
oiiisoienoo.’* * 

ihit Tantaine shook his head. “ Many thanks for the honour ; but I have 
j irt'ady breakfasted. Besides, I have no time to spare. 'L’Kat business of 
Mie Ihic do Chanipdoco presses us frightfully just now, and 1 must sec that 

amp Perpignan as soon as possible,” 

>Le hero made a little sign which Paul did not sec, and Ifortebize rose 
.iml aecompanitid him into the ante room. 

“ Don’t leave that boy,” said Tautaine, in a whisper, “I will see him to- 
luorrovv. Ill the meaufcime, warm him up, prepare him — ” 

“ 1 uudcrstaiid,” rejoined the doctor, “Trust him to me;” and as iic 
resumed his scat ho called out to Tantaine — at that moment opening tlio 
outer door ; “ My regards to that dear fellow, l^fji-pignan I ” 

That clcio; fellow, Perpignan, whom Mascarot had suspected of hovering 
roll. id about Caroline Schimmel, the cook, and whom Father Tantaine w.is 
now going to see, was well known in Paris— and as some folks said, too well 
known. His name had been set down in the baptismal register as Isidore 
Crochetoau, but he had adopted the name of his native town. In 184o or 
thereabouts, he had met with a disaster. Head cook at a restaurant in 
the Palais- Boyal he had been detected in a flagrant system of dishonesty in 
connection with the tradespeople who supplied the establishment, was 
arrested, tried, convicted, and sentenced to three years’ imprisoiiinent. 
During his incarceration, however, he was able to mature a grand scheme, 
by which he thought he could enrich himself without the smallest risk, A 
^vcek after being set free ho issued the following prospectus : 

[PriviUe and GmJidciUial.'X 

I. C. PERPIGNAN. 

PriveUe Inquiries, Searches and Surveillance, 

Secrecy^ Guaranteed. 

Sir, — Everyone at some time of life has needed a’^ skilful and discreet 
agent to whom he could conflde certain investigations of a delicate and 
mysterious nature. Creditors anxious to discover absconding debtors, 
fathers anxious as to the conduct of their prodigal sons, families wishing for 
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information concerning ono of their relatives, inono word^ all who desire to 
investigate moral investigations, justidahlo inquiries and searches, may 
apply in all confidence to M. pEUFioi^Atr, whose ability is universally 
acknowledged, and whose honourability is above all question. 

Terms by private contract. 

By this impudent circular Peipfgnan announced the creation of ono of 
those shameful private ]wlico estalnishmcnts, which are only employed by 
knaves and fools. 

Peipignan wished for a specialty— ho had one. lie bocamo the Provi- 
dence of jealous husbands 1 The cx-cook*s scheme succeeded so well that 
at the expiration of the first year he was employing no fewer than eight of 
those odious spies called ^*/ucur8'* in the Hue de Jerusalem. It is true 
that he played a double game, unscrupulously selling his inercliandiso twice 
over. Whenever he was charged With watching some suspected wife ho 
would call on her an‘d sny : “I am promised so much if I discover and tell 
the truth. Kow, what will you give me if 1 agreo to furnish only such in- 
formation as you choose ? ’* 

It was in the field of private inquiries and investigations that on two or 
three occasions Perpignan's men had mbbed against Mascarot's agents. 
There was never any real cqpHict between them, for each side was afraid of 
tho other, and by a tacit agreement as it were, they <lecided in fuviiro to 
avoid working the same tracks. But, while tho cx-cook — badly served by 
his light-paid spies— had never succeeded in penetrating any of Mascarot’i< 
mysteries, tho latter, on the contrary, admirably seconded by his volunteers, 
was by no means ignorant of Perpignan’s affairs. 

Mascarot, had, at the outset realised, that the receipts of tho Private 
Inoiiiry Oflico could not poasibly cover Perpignan’s expenses, for he lived in a 
brilliant stylo “protecting” a young w-oman of tlio corpa de ballft, and 
hiring a brougham by the month, lie also alTected artistic tastes, which " 
revealed themsolvos in the form of wonderful waistcoats and superfluous 
jewellery. He, moreover, admitted his partiality for good living, could 
never dine without drinking the best wines, and seldom, if i^vcr, turned 
a cold shoulder on a gambling l^xble He delighted to exhibit hiiiiscli, 
w'as always to bo seen at the races, and in the Boia — frequented the best 
restaurants, and was invariably present at tho first performances of the new 
pieces at the theatres. 

Where does his money come from?” wondered Mascarot, deterunned not 
to rest until he knew. And tho worthy agent had immediately set work, 
and thanks to his special moans of investigation had speedily learnt the i ^uth. 

“ That’s how we told him,” mused Father Tantalno, as leaving Hortebizo’a 
house, ho turned in the direction of Perpignan's Ihrivate Inquiry Office in 
the Rue du Four. . “ Ay, we hold him, luckily for us, for master Perpignan’s 
a dangerous rascal and might at any time do us harm if we could not 
threaten him with a nice little pleasure trip to Cayenne.” 

The old clerk had reached tho ox-cook^s door, (decorated with n huge 
brass plate) and rang the bell. A low-looking, stout old woman, at once 
answered the summons ; “Monsieur Perpignan is out,” said she. 

“ And when will ho return ? ^ 

“ Not before night, I think.” 

“ Then will you kindly tell mo whore I may hope to And him, as it is of 
importance to him, as well as to me, that we should see each'othei^as soon 
as possible?” 



•rilEi »LAVKS OF FABia. 


177 


“ Jle did not tell mo whore he was going." 

Isn’t ho at tho factory?" asked I'autaine, with au air of eiEcessive 
Biinplioity. 

llie stout woman was so little prepared for this question that slie started 
Inick. “How do you know that ? " she stauuiierea. 

“ I do know it, and that’s enough^ so you may as well toll mo the truth 
at once, . Is he there ? " 

“ Yes — 1 think so." 

“Thanks ; I will lind him then.” And less polite than usual, Tautaine 
hastily turned away, oniltting to bow to the woman. 

“Too b/ul ! ’’ he muttered, “too bad ! An endless distance I But if [ 
iiiiexpccteilly eaten him there, at his honest, honourable work, he’ll be off 
bis guard no doubt, and let liis tongue wag on more readily, 80 Ictus 
walk* it." 

The worthy old fellow talked of walking, but in point of fact, he flew 
over the ground, tiiniing up the Rue de Tournon, crossing tho Luxembourg 
gardens and diving into the Rue Oay-Lussae, And still at tho same 
.ibiiorinal pace, his thin legs bounded along the Rue cles Rouillautines into 
the Rue Moulfetard, where at last he made a halt. Hot for long, however, 
tie had soon reconnoitred his position and turned into one of the narrow 
'..'ji'tuous by-ways surrounding tho Gobelins ^orks and tho Hospital do 
rOurcine. This is a strange district which most Parisians do not even know 
of. A man mmht imagine himself at a thousand leagues from the Boulcv.ai'd 
Montmartre as lie treads the streets, or rather roads, inaccessible to vehicles, 
(id bordered hero and there with old tumble down houses and garden walls 
i illing to ruin. From the Ruclle des Gobelins the scene is striking. In the 
\ alley below, one can distinguish tho black, muddy semi-stagnant waters of 
the liievre. Factories with their tall, smoke crowned chimneys, taniierioB 
and thei r adjacent out-buildings, where tho newly dressed hides hang drying, 
rUc up oil all sides ; and here and there among clumps of trees a hovel or a 
shanty may bo distinguished, with occiisionally some five-storcyed dwelling- 
lioiiso, looking singularly woo begouo and out of place in such a neighbour- 
hood. On the left stretches tho populous and busy Hue Moulfetard, while 
on the right' rise the plane trees of the outer Boulevards. 

Beyond the Place dTtalie, a lino of poplars, marking the course of the 
lliciTc, limits the horisson ; but turn round, and all Paris is stretched out 
before you. Father Tautaine involuntarily paused and looked, and some 
^strange, iiiystorious thought brought a bitter smile to his lips. However, 
a moment later, he shrugged Jiis shoulders and hurried on his way. Ho 
seemed quite at homo in the neighbourhood, never hesitating, but folljwing 
with an air of complete assurance these tortuous lanes, Diving into that 
break neck alley, tlieRuello dcs Rcculcttes, he passed the RucOroulebarbe, 
and at last, reaching the Rue du Champ do I’Alonotte, ho heaved a sigh of 
satisfaction and muttered, “ Well, here we are at last." 

Ho had paused in front of a threQ-storcyed house of large proportions, 
faced by a court-yard, with a rotten, wooden fence. The building wras a 
detach^ one, the spot was lonely, almost sinister. F.athcr Tautaine de-* 
liberated for a moment, and then, crossing the coiirt-yard where a tethered 
goat was browsing at some weeds, he entered the house, Tlie ground floor 
comprised only two rooms, in one of which the floor was strewed with 
straw, covered with ragged rugs and blankets. In tho other room, ap- 
parently a kitchen, a couple of long boards resting on trestles formed a kind 
of table. Before the range stood a hideous old bag with a flaming com« 
YQU U ^ 
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plexion, the result of unlimited libations, and a pair of forret’a eyes gleam- 
ing with cruelty and cuiming. She wore a coloured kerchief on her head, 
and in one hand held a wooden spoon 'with which she stirred some horriblo 
mixture simmering in an iuimeuse cauldron. On a ^pallet in. one comer, a 
little urcllin, Some ton years old, lay shivering. Against the ragged pillow- 
ooso, black with dirt, his face of a death-like palidity appeared in bold 
relief. His little hands were painfully thin, and fever glittered in his big 
black eyes. At times his sufferings made him moan, but at onpo tlio old 
hw turned round and threatened him with her wooden spoon. 

“ Shut up, will you, you young rascal ! ” she cried. 

** Bnt 1 am in such pain,’^ sighed the boy, with a marked Italian accent. 

I am really very iU — 

“ Well, why didn’t you work as you were bid T You wouldn’t have had 
a thrashing if you had brought some money homo. And if you hadn’t been 
beaten you wonldh’t be lying there I ’* 

**Oh me I I’m siok^^X’nx cold — 1 want to go away*-l want to see mam- 
ma I ” 

‘Old Tantaine had seen much misery in his life, and was not easily moved, 

bat even he wae touched by thio wcene. Ho coughed to announce his 

ptesencoi whereupon the old woman tuniod round with a snarl like that of 
a hungry dog disturbed oye\ a bone. 

^ who do you wont ? ” she grpwled. 

** The governor.^* 

•• He mlan’t come yet.” 

••WiUhobohere?” 

“ Perhaps— -it’s his day ; but he’s not by any means regular. However, 
you can see M. Poluche.^’ 

•‘Polnohel Who’s he!” 

The old woman gave Tantaino a oontemptuons glance. It sceme^l to her 
most extraordinary that such ignorance could exist. * * He’s the profc&sor,” 
she answered. 

** And where is ho ? ” 


^*He7 Why, upstairs in the schviolroom, of course,” And turning to 
her cauldron, the contents of which were boiling over, she added, ** That’s 
enough question!^. Just show me your heels, please.” 

Tw curt dismissal did not seem m any wise to offend Tantaine. How- 
ever« before climbing the staits ho exammed them, and noticed that the 
bannisters had been tom away, and that they were altogether in a most 
rickety condition.' But Bather Tantaine was brave, and so he cantioualy 
climbed them, keeping as . closely as possible to the wall. The higher ho 
went the more distinct became certain stiunge sounds which he had already 
beard in the court^yard. It seemed as if a number of cats Avere mewing 
whilst a knife-grinder busily plied his calling. Every now and then there 
came a dead silence, followed by a loud oath and cries of pain. However, 
this cAontroH did not seem to astonish Tantaine, who, on reaching the floor 
al^ve, found himself in front of a door hanging loosely by one hinge. He 
pushed this dopr opeu,. and entered what the old h^ downstairs had called 
the Bohoolroom. It was an immense apartment ; in fact, all the rooms on 
the ficKir had apparently been thrown into one, the partitions having been 
tom down, l^ere were five windows with but three panes of gloss intact ; 
the others wexe oracked and broken ; some of them covered with rags and 
l^per, and all absolutely begrimed with filth. On the white plastered walls 
figured innumerable inscriptions and rough drawings, often obscene, whilst 
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the rdom had a aickly disgusting smell which caught one at the throat and 
almost provoked nausea. The onlv article of furniture was a broken chair, 
across which lay a stout riding- whip. 

father Tantaine had met with some strange sights in the oourso of his 
wanderings through the low quarters of Paris, and yet he paused on the 
Ihroshold of this room, fairly thuudorstruck. All round against the wall, 
a score of young nrcliins, from seven to ten years old, wore ranged — all of 
them clad in rags and tatters, and Mthy boyond description. Some of 
them were arrayed in old frock-coats, the tails of which dragged on . the 
floor, whilst others had trousers, the waistbands of which Well nigh reached 
their throats. Pi one of them woro such a' thing as a shirt, socks were ap- 
parently unknown to thorn, and several were absolutely bare-fpoted. They 
mostly carried violins in their hands, a few of them supporting harjia taller 
than themselves. On the violins Tantaine iioticod a number of chalk duies 
at regular intervals. 

In the centre of the room stood a man of about thirty — straight, slim, 
and erect as a candle ; excessively ugly, with flat features, and greaey black 
Jiaii' falling over his neck behind. Xiis coat, originally olive-green, hung oh 

his shoulders as if on a couple of pegs. Like the children, be held a violin, 

iud Father Tantaine at once dlvxned that this must bo Professor Poluchc 
giving his lesson. 

“Attention I” cried the maestro, “Now each in turn. AsoAnio, just 
t)lay the refrain of the Chvypeav. de ta MargueriCe over again, and in measure, 
mind.” So saying the professor began to sing and play, whilst tlic child he 
''•ad named scraped his violin in desperation, and with the nasal twang of 
Piedmont screeched, “Ah, mou Bieu ! mon Dieu 1 qu'il est beau, lo chapeau 
lie — ” 

“ Rascal 1 ” interrupted Poluche. *• Haven’t I told you a hundred times 
that at the word * chapeau ’ you must place your kdt hand on the fourth 
notch and draw your bow. Bemn again,” 

The child began ; “Ah, inoii Bieu I mon Bieu I qu’il eet — ” 

“ Stop 1 ” shouted the professor in a threatening voice. “ Stop ! I believe 
you do it purposely. Now begin again, and if you don’t repeat the whole 
refrain correctly, look out, that’s afi. Go on.” 

“Ah, mon Bieu — ” 

Alas 1 Ascanio had for^tton his instructions and again made a mistake. 
The professor laid down his violin, quietly took up the riding- whip lying 
across the chair, and in all calmness, without the slightest semblance of 
anger, cut the child five or six times across the legs, with the result that 
the luckless urchin at once set up a lamentable roar. “ That’ll teach you,” 
sxid Poluche, “ to pay more attention to what I say. Wlicn you have got 
through your howling you can begin again, and if you don’t do bettor, you 
shan’t have a mouthful of soup to-night. This is a fair warning. Now, 
instead of braVing like an ass, open your eyes and cars and look at your 
neighbours. Now, Giuseppe, It’s your turn.” . 

Although two or three years younger than Ascanio, Giuseppe was far 
more skilful both with his instrument and voice, and lie pla^xd and sang 
the whole refrain without a single mistake. 

“ Good ! ” said Poluche ; “ and now, if you improve as much in the next 
two or three days as you have done during the last week, you shall go out. 
You would like to go out, I suppose ? 

^ “ Oh ! yes, indeed, sir,” answered the child with great delights “ I should 
like to bnug in a few sous, too.” 
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But tho conscientious professor did not mean to waste his valuable tima 
in vain converse. He turned to another oE his pupils. l^'ablo,^' he criedi 
“ it’s your turn, and in time, romembor.” 

Pabio, a tiny little follow, not more than seven, whose black eyes were 
as bright os a mouse’s, did not evince particular liuatc in obeying this ordci*. 
Tho fact is, ho had just caught sight of Father Tantaine on the threshold, 
and ho thought it inoro imperatiTe to call the professor’s attention to this 
ijiLruder. “ Oh ! niaatcr,” he exclaimed, “ a man ! ’’ 

Poliiohe at once turned, and fojind hiinself face to face with Tantaine, 
who now ciunc swiftly fonvard, his hat in his haud. A spcctrrf toting up 
through the door could not have made tho professor feel more nervous, fie 
hful, indeed, (i3i>ecial reiiaons for being afraid of strangers. What do you 
want ? ” he aakerl in a startled voice. Wlio arc you ? ” 

Tlic evident alarm delighted worthy Tantaine, for he looked on 

it as a favourable augury respecting the result of tlie hazardous mission he 
luul undertaken ; and, moreover, it showed him what tone he had best adopt 
ill speaking to Perjiignan when tho latter arrived. Such being the case, it 
pleased him to prolong tho perplexity of the situation, and for a good 
minute at least he remained smiliug blandly at the discomfited professor, 
who M as each instant becoming more anxious. However, at last ho re- 
lented, “ Be at ease, my good sir,” said he. “ I am one of your palron’s 
intimate friends, and have only taken the liberty of calling here bc-ciiuBo 1 
have important business affairs to discuss with him,"^ 

Poluche broiitlicd more freely. “ If that’s the case, sir,” he said, olForing 
the visitor the only chair in tho room — the very lickcby one aforesaid, 
** take a scat ; tlie master will soon be here.” 

But Father Tantaino refused, politely protesting that hb was afraid of 
intruding, that he did not caro to sit and that he would withdraw 

rather than interrupt such an interesting lesson. 

“Oh 1 the lossoivs as good as over,” replied the professor. “It is time 
for Mother Butor to give these scamps their porvidgo.” And turning to 
his pupils, who had not dared to move, he added, “ Knough for to-day. Be 
off with you.” 

The children did not wait another second. Thev laid dowm their instru- 
ments, and, like schoolboys eager for play, bounded out of the room and 
d-owui the rickety stairs at tho risk of breaking their necks. Perhaps they 
hoped that their master, occupied by his uuwoutod visitor, would forget 
cerbiiiu threats ho had made. Tho hope was vain ! Professor Poluche, 
severe, but just, was endowed with an oxti*aor<liuary memory. He went 
out on to the landing and called down the stairs, “ Hallo I Mother Butor 1 ” 
“ What’s up ? ” asked tho old hag in the kitchen. 

“ You will give no porridge to Morel, please, and Kiivoaillat is to have 
only half his allowance,” 

Having given those important orders, he returned to the schoolroom until 
the self -satisfied air of a person who has thoroughly performed hia duty, 
“Our youngsters from Piedmont and Calabria, ’’said he to to Father Tantaino, 
in explanatory f.oshion, “get on well enough; but those make-believe 
Italians from Batignolles and Montrougo whom the governor has been re- 
cruiting lately, give mo no end of trouble. He says they’re cheaper, but 
thoy*U really kill me vith worry. They we puffed up with jpride and im- 
pertinGneo, and as vicious as if they were men. As for their heads, they 
are as hard as stone, and bosidca they've no taste for musicj nothing 
musical in their natures.” 
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Taniaine’s eyes were wide open behind hia spcotaclca. All this was 
new to Mm ; and as he believed in the maxim that ’tis never to late to 
learn, he listened to Vrofessor Polueho with due attention. “ Your^s is a 
difficult task,’* ho said- ** It must be very trying to teach music to chil- 
dren so young.** 

The professor raised his eyes to heaven in despair. "Would to Clod,” 
he cried, " that I could teach them the divine art, its first principlf.s, all so 
dear to my'>sou1. But no ; the master doosn*t wish it, in fact ho would 
dismiss inejf he caught me doing anything of the kind.’* 

“ But itifieems to mo you were teaching when I camo in.** 

. " Let ftie explain myself. You have heard, I presume, of those old 
women who train singing birds with recd-organs .md whistles, and 
so on.** 

Ko ; Taiitaiuo had never heard of them, and confessed his ignoi-jinco in 
all humility. "All, well,** resumed the professor with a bitter smile, "I 
teach boys instead of birds, that’s .all — teach them not W rule, hut by car 
so to say— that is much as you teach a parrot to talk. It s a sad Ijiisiuesd, 
!'ir, for 11 man of any imagination. There are days when I envy the parrot 
teachers. Ah ! what patience I need to bo sure." ‘ 

The gentle Tantaino smiled and pointed to the riding whip, "And 
” he asked. 

roliiche shrugged his shoulders.- “1 should like to see you in my place 
for twenty-four hours.** said ho. " The master jneks up a boy, .ami ho 
bringH him here. Well, what then ? The child’s in despair, nc^-vous ami 
worried and so on, and yet in a couple of weeks or three, at the 
1 must teach him to play something. Perhaps he never saw a violiji 
before ; at all events he knows nothing of music. Never mind. T inunt; 
t;oach him, mechanically, the 12 or 15 positions which the simplest tinu> re 
ejnives. Naturally the young beggar resists, ami I as naturally inswt on 
oi>cdienc*e. Can you drive a noil into a board without a hammer? 'No. 
Very well, my whip’s my hammer, and with its help I di'ive the tunes iuLo 
my pupils’ nicinory. But don’t imagine for a moment, that tlic.3c imps arc 
afraid of punishment. By no mc.ang. They thrive on blows as other 
children thrive ou caresses. They howl if they arc touched — indeed as soon 
.as ever I raise my .arm, but not a real tear ever falls from their eyes, I 
find other inodes of punishment vastly more effectual than the whip. I 
manage them through their stomachs. 1 suppress a rjuartcr, a third, or 
half of their porridge, and sometimes, but not often, the whole of it. lu isj 
astonishing how swiftly fasting sharpens their faculties. If they arc 
especially obstinate, I keep them at work at night time. There’s iioiJiing 
iiko that. In a single night an obstinate young imp will learn more than 
at four lossons in the d.iytimo. The method’s infallible. It was gi\'cn to 
me by the manager of a circus who employed it successfully in teaching a 
horse to play the fanrdy gurdy.” 

I’antidno, during this long explanation, had felt a cold dull creep down 
his back. His prejudices were not strong, but he felt that this system of 
education was not altogether satisfactory. 

"Ah,” resumed tho professor, "if I could only do as I chooso about 
the tunes.** 

" F.h? *’ asked Tantalne. 

“Why, don’t you understand? I have 40 pupils who start out each 

moniing, and never come home before midnight. As soon as 1 have drilled 
them to play some tune, it becomc.s popular. Now lately l*ve been teaching 
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them the ' de la MoutQuerite * and, come, don’t yon hear it played 

and hummed wherever you go ? ’* 

Tautaine now understood how it happened tlmt certain ttmea were at 
didbrent interyals heard through the length and breadth of Faria. 

“Ahl” resumed Folucho, “Ah! if thegovemer would only let me, 1 
would give the French a taste for good music. But then he has no mind 
for artb He won’t have it. Why, he almost dismissed me one day, when 
I ^yed these young t^eggars an air from one of my own operas.’* 

Timo was passing, but Tantaine shpwed no signs of weariness. From 
one of your own operas ? ’’"'said he. 

Yes,” answered Foluche, ju a different tone to that in which he had so 
far spoken. “ There isn’t a musical theatre that hasn’t an opera of mine 
in its archives. One of nw friends, who went crazy from absinthe, wrote 
lovely librettos for me. don’t laugh. 1 received a first prize at the 
Conservatoire. 1 had illusions in those days, and wanted to become famous ; 
I drank water and worked all night. But the day came when 1 grew 
weary of waiting for fame, and then 1 tried to give lessons. Alas ! 1 was 
so ugly and disagreeable that no boarding sohooT would engage me. 1 was 
literally dying of hunger when t met the governor. He tcTnpted me, and I 
yielde(i. 1 have five francs a day reralarly, and two sous more for each 
pupil. It’s a disgraceful trade, no dot%t, I loathe it, and myself too, Init 
at all events, I don’t starve,” 

He stopped short, listened for a moment, and then uneasily exclaimed, 
** Here comes the master t 1 know his step. If you wish to see him, go 
down and meet him. Ho never cornea up, for he’s afraid of the stairs.” 


jom* 


Frovkssor FoiiTTCHR’s mostor might be judged at a single glance. Ho was 
plainly enough a rascal— not an ordinary one, far from it, for he coinbineil 
in his appearance the airola charlatan, a l^air-dresser, a police spy, and a 
horse-dealer, Fhysically Ferpi^an was a sliort, apoplectic looking man, 
very stout and red, with .an imradout mouth and a cynical eye. He over- 
dressed himself and to look at him one might have imagined that lie had 
pillaged a joiyeller’s shop, and adorned himself with the spoils. When ho 
spoke, he diw a sepulchral bass voice from the innermost depths of bis 
stomach, where his mind was apparently situated. Ho looked as snobbish 
and as vulgar as ever, as Tantame — now carefully descending the rickety 
stairs-* caught eight of him in the haU below. 

Foluche had felt anxious on seeing the old clerk, and Perpignan his 
master, looked positively frightened. However, their reasons were not the 
same. The cx>oook Iwew that Tantaine was Mascarot’s right arm. 

Thunder!” he said to himself. **lf this old fellow has taken tlio 
trouble to come hero for me, it must bo for some powerful reason. I must 
be careful.” And feigning a smile, he offered Father Tantaine his hand. 
” Delighted to see you ! ” ho said aloud. “How can I serve you? For I 
siucermy trust you have come to ask me some Service.” 

Oh 1 the mei-est trifle,” answered Tantame, returning the smile. 

“ So much the worse, then ; for 1 am n^Uly very fond of Monsieur Mos- 
carot — very fond indeed.” 

This friendly parley had taken place in the hall, and the shouts and the 
laughter of the cnildron, devouring the contents of Mother Butor’s cauldron, 
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could be plainly heard, coupled with repeated groans and sobs. 
tliouaand thunders 1 ” shouted Perpignan in a voice which would have 
shaken overv pane of glass in the windows, had there been any. What's 
up, now— wWa compkining ? 

As no answer came from the kitchen, Professor Foluche deemed it right 
to speak. “ The urchins who are blubbing there,” said he, ‘*ar& a couple 
of our Parisians whom I have put OA short allowances. They shan't have 
a mouthful until they have learned—” 

Fie stopped short, struck dumb by his master'll, threatening look, On 
short allowances ! *’ repeated Perpignan — “ do you dare, under my very 
roof, without my knowledge, to deprive these poor children of an ounce 
of their food T It’s infamous ! simply infamous, Monsieur Poluebe ! What 
on earth do you mean by such audadty ? ” 

** But, master,” stammered the professor, ** you have told me a thousand 
times— ” 

Told you ? Told you what? That you were a fool* eh 7 So I have, 
and IVe always added, that you’d never be anything elsOi Now hold yohr 
tongue, and go and tell Mother Butor to give those cherubs their grUb.” 

Quo scene was a regrettable one, irreparable in every sfinse, and yet, al- 
though inwardly enraged, Perpignan tried to seem calm, and taking Father 
Taut'iine by the arm drew him to the end of the passage. 1 pi-esunm 
you came to see me on busmosa,” he said. ** Very good. Well como into 
my oilico here.” 

JJe thereupon opened the door of a dirty littls room, dingy and dilapf- 
i.itcd like the rest of the house. Three chairs, a deal -table, and some 
shelves on which lay three or four lodgers, composed the furniture. Tan- 
taine and Perpignan sat down, sad for a moment looked at each other 

vithont speaking, each seeking to p^etrftte thQ.other’s keoret thoughts. 

Two duellists sword in hand, awaiting the sigi}s4 ^ their seconds, could 
never have been more watchful. However, loT' fOjr as these preliminaries 
were concerned the advantage was eutircl^,oh side of Tontaiue, who 
was so to aav, entrenched behind his goggl& jp^iguan, therefore, was the 
first to speak. How did it happen, learned of my little estab- 

lishment?” he asked. 

“Ohl by the merest accident,” answered Tantaine, carelessly. ”A 
pci*son who goes about as mnoh as 1 do ^naturally hears of a good many 
things. For instance, wo know very well that yon have taken every pre- 
caution to avoid being ooinproiuisod.” 

** What do you mean ? ” 

’*Just what I say. You are, of course, the promoter, the mnstcr in 
reality, but apparently you are nothing at alk To the outside world a 
man named Butor, your cook's husband, is the manager, and the lease of 
the house is in his name. Now if anytlnng disagreeable happened, you 
would disappear, and the polioe would mily to able to lay their hands on 
Butor, your man of straw. Such tactics usually succeed, unless a man has 
an cuemy skilful enough to render his prccautioTO useless, by producing ab- 
solute proofs of collusion. ” 

The ex-cook was too quick witted not to understand this threat. These 
people know something,^' he thought : 1 must find out what it is.” , And 

he added aloud, ’’The best way after all, is to have a clear conscience ; as 
for myself, having nothing to conceal, I have nothing to fear. You have 
seen my establishment— what do you tliink of it ? '* 

” It seems to me well started.” 
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“ Indeed it is. No doubt a good factory at lioubaix would have ijeon 
more profitable, but then a man has to consicler hig moans and do the best 
accoraingly.” 

Tantainc nodded. ** It isn^t a bad trade,” ho said. 

No not bad — but then there's a deal of competition, which sadly 
dimmifihea the little profit you make. Why, I’ve plenty of competitors in 
the Buo Sainte -Marguerite. But I never liked the Faubourg fiiaint- 
Antoine. Here my cheruba have better air.” 

“ Certainly ; and besides,” added Tantaine, with an innocent look, ** if 
they howl when they are punished, there are no neighbours to hear them.” 
' Perpignan thought it best to take no notice of this observation. ** I'lio 
newspapers,” he continued, have seen lit to make an everlasting row 
about us. But really, they had far .better coniine themselves to politics. 
Who on earth are we injuring ? No one in the world. The truth is, they 
exaggerate our prodts, which don’t amount to much.” 

“ Nonsense ! you make your living.” 

“ Of course I’m not out of pocket ; but I assure you that there is really 
very little to be made. For instance, just now six of my chenibs arc sick 
in hospital, and then there is anotlier in bed in the kitchen. These arc, of 
course, a dead loss to mo.” J 

“You are, indeed, to be pitied 1” said Tantaine, gravely. 

The old man’s coolness anno 3 md Perpignan more and more. ” 

be cried, “ if you ami Mascarot think tho speculation such a good one, why 
don’t you try it for yourselves ? Y'on seem to think any numW* of ohikh>'ii 
can be found, but you arc. mistaken, my dear sir, much mistaken. You 
must go to Italy, get them together, and smuggle them across tho frontier 
as if they were contraband goods. It is simply ruinous U* 

Perpignan spoke intentionally in this open confiding man nor. He anti' 
eipated questions as if he wished to conquer his visitor by his seeming 
frankness. But Tantaine was not to be di verted ftom his object by a flow 
of words, and as Perpignan paused to di-aw breath, ho swiftly inter veiieil. 

And how many pupiLs have 3 "ou ? ” ho asked with a simple air. 

“ Oh, forty or fifty,” answered Poipignan. 

** Dear me,” rejoined tho old olcrk. “ you mamage matters on a grand 
scale. What sum have they each to brii»g home every night ? ” 

This question was so indiscreet, tliat Ferpignou hesitated. “It de- 
pends,” ho answered. 

“ Well I you can tell the average? ” 

** Call it three fmnes, then.” 

Tantaine’s smile was so genial , that it was impossible to suspect him of 

any dnplioity, as he repliea: "Let na call it tiiree francs then, and say 

you have forty cherubs ; so they bring you one hundred and twenty frant^s 
a day.” 

The old man’s gentle obstinacy surprised Perpignan. “ That is absurd ! ” 
he exclaimed. “ Do you think each of my boys brings in that sum ? ” ' 

“It would be absurd if you hadn’t the means of compelling them to bring 
it.” 

The ex-cook started. “I really don’t understand you,” he said, in a 
somewhat anxious voice, “ What do you mean ? ” 

“ Ah ! no offence of course,” answered Tantaine,. courteously. “Only I 
should be telling a frightful falaehooil if 1 said that public opinion is in your 
favour. Between us, tho Gazette dea Trihunmtx does you a deal of harm. 
It has acquainted the public with some of tho practices your colleagues rc- 
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sort to in view of encouraging their lads to work. Did you hear about that 
triastcr who sometimes fosteiji^d his boys on an iron bed, and left them a 
day, two days, and oven three days, without food. What was he sentenced 
to?’* 

rerpignnn, who was by this time wretchedly ill at ease, now liastily roso 
to his feet. “ Do I know ? ” he ci-ied. “ What do 1 care for thete stories ? 
Never once have I committed a single act of cruelty.** 

I'antane settled his spootaclea. “ A man may iiavo the kindest heart iii 
the world, and yet be the victim of circnmatauces,*’ he ajiswcrcd. 

The decisive moment was evidently approaching as Perpignan instinctively 
realised : “ I don’t understand you,*’ he said once more. 

• “Well, thou, let me give you an example. Suppose you had reason to 
complain of one of your cherubs to-night. What would you do with lain ? 
Shut him up in tho cellar, perhaps. Wliere would be the harm ? AVell, 
you would go to bed and sleep, with a quiet conseienco, like a log. Dot in 
the night, say the rain pours down in torrents. A pile of sand or atoncH 
Htops up the gutter in your street, and all the r.'iin water flows into y{uii' 
oi llar. In the ruorning, when you go to let your cherub out, you find him 
stiff and dead. Ho has been disowned.** 

Tho ex-eool£*.s usually red face had now become absolutely livid. “ And 
'.vhat the 11 V ” lie asked. 

“ Ah ! here it is that the annoyance lK>gius. Naturally, it would bu 
lilTicult to decide on what course to pursue. It 'would ho' a simple thing iii 
.'!‘ud for ilic police, but then an inquiry would take place, and tho attculioii 
/ thr hi ic prosecutor would bo called to your CNtahlishniont. after 
Jill, it's hotter to tliiipose of the body. No one knows that thccliihVs there. 
A ludo’s dug, tho body’s buried, and thcro*s an end to the matter. Coirif, 
luisu’t anything of the kind over happened ? ’* 

rtjrpigiian had gone to the door, and was leaning against it as if to pro- 
Vint the old clerk from retreating, “You know too much, Monsioin- Tan- 
hiinc,’’ he* said, “ a great deal too much ! ” 

'J'here was no mistake about the ox-cook’s tone of voice, and bcMdes, his 
attitAide, in front of the door, w.os inoi’e significant than any cxplfuiations. 
However, Taiitaine did not seem to notice his hostile inaiincr. Quite tlie 
contrary, ilc smiled benignly, os pleased with himself, apparently, as a 
child is after some frightful piece of mischief, the extent of which he is rahso^ 
1 n tely ignorant of, whilst its consequences he cannot calculate. “ After al I, ” 
said he, “ it*s a mere nothing. At the utmost, manslaughter by iinpriulcneo 
and the public prosecutor would have to be awfully clever to obtain a seiA-i cr 
Roiitence than nvo years* imprisonment. Still, if certain antecedents were 

raked iip-a certain jovirney to Nancy, for instance—” 

'I’hia was too much for Perpignan, who forthwith exploded. ‘ ‘ A thousand 
tlmndcTclaps ! ’* he cried. “ Explain yourself — what do you w'ant of me ? ” 

“ A little service, as I said before.*” 

“ Indeed ! and is it for 'a little service’ that you intimidate and threaten 
mo iu this way, m if you meant to blackmail me ? ” 

‘ ‘ My dear sir — *’ 

You forgot one thing, and that is, I am not easily intimidated — ** 

* “Allow me to mako an observation. Was it not you youra(3lf who first 
spoke of your— well, we will call it business, if you like ! I didn't mention 
it to yon.” 

“ Then it was merely by way of making yourself agreeable that you havo 
boon telling me all these absurd tales ? ” 
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Tantaine shrugged his fihoaMora. 

**Well,” reaumed Perpignan, trying to optrol hid voice, All I tell 
yon, in my turn, what I thmk 1 ” 

By ail means, if it docnn’t trouble you too much.” 

1 will tell you, thou, that von have come here on an erf and that no 
man should undertake alone. To come and say to anyone, face to face, the 
things that you have satri to me, you ought to be younger and of a 
ditl[erent build. It wasn’t a prudent thing to do, to venture into such a 
house as this—” 

** But-— heax^ens and earth I what could happen to me 7 ” 

T’erpignan did not answer. Tiis face wae oonvulecd, his eyes were blood- 
shot, and his lips white with rage. He -waa in one of those hts of passion 
when a man neither knows nor cares what he does. He had slipped his 
hand into his pocket ; but Tantalue, indifferent as he seemed, had watched 
each movement he made, and os Perpignan waa about to draw his hand out 
again— his eyes shining the wliile with fiendish hate— the old clerk started 
from his seat and sprang forward. The ox-oook, with his bull’s neck, was 
of nncommoxi strength, but as the old follow clutched hold of him he 
staggered. However, a great effort enabled him to draw himself to- 
gefciicr, and he strngg^d desperately, lunging out with his one free fist 
at hap -hazard. BuV it was all in vain. Tantalue had ca.iight hiti^ by 
the nock-tie, had ti^sted it round, and was so fairly throttling him, 
that a rattle came from his throat. The struggle was soon over. 
wonderful vigour for a ipan of hia age and appearance, Tantaine twisted his 
adversary round, making him spin like a top, and then suddenly clutching 
hold of him again, on ciSier side below the ribs, lifted him off the ground, 
and flung him on to a chair. That was all ; not a cryf^not a woixl. No 
one, however, woiild liave recognised worthy Father Tantalue ; ho socmed 
transfigured, and in lieu of a benign expression, his features now wore a 
look of unutterable oontetupt and disgust. Ah, you wanted to stab mo, 
did yon?” said he to Perpignan, who wris trying to regain breath, ^’yun 
wanted to kill an inoffensive old man who had n^yer harmed you. Hid 
you think 1 was simple enough-4io venture into your lair without any pre- 
cautions?” Aud producing a revolver he added sternly, “Now, throw 
your knife down ! ” 

Tantaine waa right. It was a sharp-pointed knife that Perpignan had 
tried to open in hia pocket, but he was now so demoralised, so cowed, that 
he obediently tossca the weapon into the comer without more ado. 

“Good I ” said Tantaine, approvingly, “I’m glad to see that you are 
becoming reasonable. Is it possible that a sensible man like yourself — . 
Come, you hadn’t reflected. 1 came here alone, to be sure, but plenty of 
people knew 1 had oome. If I hadn’t returned home to-night, do yon sup- 
pose my master, M. Mascarot, would have been Batisiied. To-morrow 
morning ho would have felt anxious, and in forty-eight hours, at the most, 
you would have been under lock and key. It’s lucky for you I prevented 
you from stabbing me; I’ve saved you from the police, imprisonmeut, 
and the scaffold, and now I’ve a fair right to insist on your doing as I 
bid you.” 

The ex-cook looked intensely mortified and humiliatod. Ho had been 
beaten and Laughed at ; two things that to the beat of his recollection had 
never happened to him boforo. “ Oh 1 the weaker man must go to the 
wall,” he said, sulkily. * 

.. P Exjustly. But you should have realised that before.” 
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** I was excited and angry, and you threatened me. 1 foresaw you meant 
to exact something — somethih^^--’| 

“ You arc quite mistaken/’ rejoined Tantaino. " In point of fact I came 
hero to propose a magnificent stroke of business to you.” 

“Indeed — But why did you begin talking as you did ? ” asked Perpignan, 

“ Because,” answered Tantaine, with an imperious wave of the hand, 
“ because I wished to prove to you, to your own satisfaction, that yon be- 
long to Mascarot more entirely than your poor Italians belong to yo\i. 
They are your serfs, you are his slave. You are at his mercy, jny man ; 
ho holds you in his hand, and can crush you like an ogg whenever ho 
pleases. He knows all about you, and has every possible proof.” 

“Your Mascarot is the devil himself, I belie vo ; nobody can resist him ! ” 
muttered the ex- cook. 

“ Ah I then, os this is your opinion, we can talk sensibly, at last. ” 

Poor Perpignan straightened his collar and ncok-tie, and seated himaolf 
at. Ihe table. “ Come,’^ muttered he, trying to turn tlie whole atlair into a 
joko, “ you’ve made a baiter of my neck-tic, and I’m at your mercy. Do 
what you like with mo, abuse me and insult me. I can’t r'etaliate.” 

But Tantaino was not tho man to take undue advantage of a victory. 
4 Ic had arranged his plan of action boforo entering the house, and as events 
it.id somewhat belied his expectations, he reflected before resuming opera- 
f ions. “ Now,” said he^ “ let us forget what has just happened, and begin 
< <; tho bogitiniug. For some days you have been watching a woman named 
r.vroline Bchimmel.” 

“I?” 

“ i£Qa, m3^ innocent son— you 1 You employed the eldest of your cherubs 
as a spy to follow^ her — a fellow of sixteen, who plays on the harp, and 
anrtwtirs to tho name of Ambrosio, which is not his own.” 

“It's true enough,” 

“ i'liat youngster’s not to bo trusted, let mo toll you. Ho accopt.s an 
ofTcr of a glass of wino too willingly; and besides tho drink soon gctc 
into his head. Tho other cvenmg as we were afraid his abseiico miglit JuaJxO 
you uneasy, we. wore obliged to lioist him into a cab, and send him as far 
as tho Buo des Angloises— a stone’s throw from here.” 

'rho ox>cook clai^pod his hand to his forehead as if suddenly enlighlenod. 
“ Then it’s your people," cried he, “who have been watching this 'woman 
as welL" 

“ Have you waked up to that conolusioix? ” 

“ I knew well enough that I was not the only one who was tracking lier. 
But what could 1 do Aout it ? ’’ 

“ You can tell me, now, at all events, why you are watching licr.” 

“ Why ? Because — confound it all I You iuiow the motto on my circu- 
lar, * celerity and discretion.’ You are after a socrct which isn’t mine, 
which, in fact, has been entrusted to my honour.” - 

'.rantino lifted his eyebrows. “ Why do you talk of discretion,” said he, 
“when you follow Caroline entirely on your own account, hoping to arrive, 
thj ough her, at the solution of a mystery, only a very small portion of 
which has been confided to you.” 

The ex-cook was astonished, and yet, he still tried a little finessing. 
“ Are you sure of that ? ” ho asked. 

“So sure that I can tell you, that the client, whom this mystery con- 
cerns, was brought to yon by a lawyer, M. patenac.” 

Perpignan was altogether defeated ; his features now expressing, not 
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mere siirpriso, but absolute confusion and alarms ** Thunder and lightning I 
cried he, What a wonder that Mascarot i#' Ton my word no knows 
everything 1 everything 1 ” 

Tantaine had produced the desired elfoct, and pulled at his spectacles 
with evident jubilation, '‘No,” said ho, “The governor doesn’t know 
everything, and in proof of this, 1 Imvc come to ask you to tell mo what 
took place botwoeu Catenae’s client and youreelf. This is the service wo 
expect from you.” 

“ Oh you may roly on me, dash it all ! Mascarot knows what he’s after, 
and 1 hot on him. Como, I’ll be frank* This is the whole story : One 
morning, some throo weeks ago, 1 had just got rid of a dozen clients at my 
place in the Rue du b'onr, when my woman brought ino a card. 1 looked 
At it and read, ‘ Catenae, Advocate.* ‘ Don’t know him,’ said I, ‘ but let him 
in all the same.’ Ho came in, and after a little conversation he asked me, 
li I thought I could find a person who had been lost sight of for several 
years. Of course 1 said 1 could. Thereu^u he askod me to bo at home 
the next morning at ten, as a person would call upon mo in reference to 
the matter^ Tho next day, at the hour appointed, a respectable, but some- 
what impoverished- looking man made his appearance. He was about sixt;/ 
-'in an old frock-coat, carefully brushed, and a hat rather tho worse for 
wear. At first sight, he lookorl like somo old fellow of the civil service, 
living on a scanty pension— a case of shabby gentility in fact. However, t 
took n. squint at his linen— bless my soul I it was as white as snow, and as 
fine as satin. Then 1 looked at his l^ts and saw they had plainly come 
from one of the best shops in Paris. As for his hands and nails, they 
AVero admirably cared for. ‘ Ah I ha I ’ X said to myself, ‘ Yon thought 
to catch mo, did you, with this disguise, you innocent old man 7 But I am 
too smart for you, by far.’ However, I politely gave him my own arm- 
cbnir, and he at onco proceeded to disclose his business. ‘Sir,* he said, 
‘ 1 have not had a very hapny life, and at one time I was so poor that. [ 
was obligcil to send to a Poundling Hospital a little boy who AVfia very 
dear to me— my own Jjy a mistress whom I adored, and who is dead. This 
happened twenty four years ago. Now I am old and alono. I have a 
moderate income and would give, willingly give, half my fortune' to find 
this child again. N ow is this possible 7 ’ ’* 

Although ho had been a cook, and was now tho head of that flock of 
Italian boys, Ferpiguau was an eloquent speaker. He was highly flattered 
by the close attention with which Tantaine followed his words, and was by 
no moans sorry to prove to him that in some respects he was quite equal 
to the redoubtable Mascarot. He, therefore, chose his words and < uimui- 
ated his syllables with extreme care. 

“ You understand, my dear sir,” ho resumod, after a pause, “that this 
story interested me extremely. 1 said to myself, that all 1 should pro- 
bably have to do would be to go to the hospital where tho child had been 
left, and tliat the man must be poor indeed, if half of his fortune did not 
prove ample reward for a trifling expenditure of time and money. Accord- 
ingly I said 1 would undertake the job, and promised indeed a satisfactory 
result, providing I was allowed a little time. But 1 was rejoicing too 
soon, as yon will see ; the old fellow was sharper than 1 had imagined. 
After letting me talk on for a moment, he exclaimed. ‘ You didn’t let me 
finish. When I have explained to all tlio circumstances, you will 
l^bably realise that the task^js not so simple as you think.’ Thereiipou 
I of course told him, that with the extraordinary resources I had at 
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command no ono could escape me ; tliat my emissaries wore over all 
Europe, and that I Iiad but to extend my hand to grasp the bii d that was 
wanted, however securely it might be hidden — and I was really saying no 
more than the truth-* for without boasting, my office is so organiaed.” — 

“ Keep to your story,” said Tantainc impatiently. “ I know all that i ” 
•'* Very well ; I will leave you to bnagine all 1 said to iny client. Jlc 
liyloiied to me witii considerable satisfaction, I assure you. ‘I trust,* 
fc<aid ho, * that you are as skilful as M. Gfvtonao affirms, and as powerful as 
you claim to be, for there never Wiis a better chance for a m.iu 
to deiiioUHtrate his perspicacity than yon have now. As you may believe, 
1 have done all 1 could ; but in vsiin. To begin with, I went to the 
liospital where my child was placed. They rembembered him at once, 
and showc<l mo the register with the date ; only, no one knew what had 
hc'jomfi of him. He had run away from the hospital when he w'as iwelve 
yccam old, and since then had not been heard of. Every attempt made 
to dUcover him after his flight had failed; and no one could tell me whether 
lie WiU3 living or dead.*” 

“ A nice little problem to solve I” interrupted Tantainc. 

**It is a problem that it is impossible to solve,” answered Poi'pigiian. 
■■■ How 01 j earth can ono ferret out a boy who disappeared ten years ago, 
vUi.i who, if living, is now a man? ” 

dilftcnlt things than that have been accomplished," obrserved 

1 aiitfiino. 

hi is lone was so decided that Perpignan looked up suspiciously, lie 
*,u.'ulorod if the atfair had been offered to Mascavot also, and if the ugent, 
(if the Kue Montorgucil had managed matters more sucitssfully than iiim- 
•M-if. “ Possible or not,” hf. said sulkily, “ but us I don’t protend to be as 
ftti OP g as your master, I felt as if the ground was being cut away from 
niuler iny feet, and as if there was nothing for mo to grasp at. However, 
I put a bold face on the matter and asked if it w'ci'O possible to obtain a 
diHcriptioii of the boy. The old man answered mo that he could funiisli 
uiv. with one, accurate in every particular, for many personip— the matron of 
tlio hospital among others — remembered him perfectly well. Ho could also 
giA 0 me some other details which would bo useful.” 

“ And those you received, of course?” 

“Not yet--** 

“ \ou are joking ! ’* 

“ 31y no means. I don’t know whether the oM boy was keen enough to 
read in my eyes that 1 haxln’t the smallest hope of success or not, but, at 
all events, ho positively refused to tell me more at the time, derhning 
that he had merely called that morning to consult me. *An aflair like 
this,’ lie said, ‘ requires most serious and careful consideration. Every step 
nuiHt he taken with caution and secrecy. There must be no applying to 
Die police, and no advertising in the newspapers.’ I at once aiiswerod 
Diat my establishment was a tomb of secrets, whereupon he quietly rejoined 
Diat he took that for granted. Then, after saying that he wished me to draw 
up a plan of investigation to be submitted to M. Catenae, lie took a 600 
franc-note from his pocket-book and laid it on the table, to recoup mo, he 
said, for my loss of time in listening to him. However, 1 pushed it back, 
though it cost mo a pang to do so ; but it was either too much or not 
enough, and 1 thought 1 should do bettor later on. Still he insisted, 
Baying that he would see me again soon, ^nd that in the meantime M. 
Ciitenac would consult with me. He then roi$e and went away, leaving me 
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less in thought about the search he had preposod than in wondering who on 
earth he might be ; and that was the end ol it.** 

Tantaine was convinced that Perpi^an was telling the truth. < However, 
he noted that one essential point had been omitted. And you took no 
steps to find out this old fellow's name ? ’* he asked. 

Perpignan hesitated for m instant, but deciding that it was of no uso 
attempting to uouoeal anything from such a well-informed man as Mascarot’s 
envoy he frankly replied, My client had hardly got down the stairs, when £ 
put on a blouse and a cap, and followed at^^his heels. Ho walked straight 
to the Rue do Varennes, and entered one of the most magnificent houses 
there, just as if it were his own homo.** 

** And it was liis own home,** oxclaimod Father Tantaine, ‘‘and you had 
just had the honour of being consulted by the Due dc Ciiampdoce.*’ 

“ You are right ; the due is one of my clients, which is no doubt flatter- 
ing for me. However, may Uie fiend strangle mo, as you almost did a little 
while ago, if I understand how you found out all this.** 

"Ohl** answered Tantaine, modestly; “It was purely by chance — 
fortune favoured me. But one thing I don’t know, and that is what con- 
uection is there between the due and Caroline.” 

The ox-cook raised his eyebrows. “Then, why did yon sot a spy on her ? 
ho asked with a touch of sarcasm. My own reasons for doing so arc riitnph^ 
enough. 1 immodiatelv found out all 1 could about the due, and leai^ccl tliat 
he was immensely wealthy and lod a most regular life. He is. married ami 
loves his wife, so I hear. They liad an only son, whom they lost a year ago, 
and since then they have been Inconsolable, Accordingly I said to myself : 
* This duo, who abandoned his child years ago, now wants to find him again, 
as his legitimate heir is dead 1 * Don't you think my conclusion corret If ** 
“It is logical, unquestionably. But, after all, yon havo given me no 
explanation in regard to Caroline Schimmel.” 

Perpignan was no match for Mascarot’skeen emissary, but he was ncvertlic- 
IcsB, acute enough, to see that ho was beingsubjected to a series of questions 
wliich hod been prepared in odvanoe. He did not rebol, moroly because 
he dared not; besides, if he made his statement full and sincere, the greater 
was hia chance of some tangible reward. “Yon believe, Monsieur 
Tantaine,*’ he resuraed, “ that whilst learning what 1 could of the duo’s 
present situation, I also inquired into his antecedents. 1 also wanted to find 
out something about the mother of the lost child ; but I am sorry to say 
that I didn’t succeed.'* 

“ What ! not with all your resources ? *’ exclaimed Tantaine with a smile. 
“Laugh at me, if you like, but out of the thirty servants in the Champ- 
doce mansion, there isn't one who has been there for more than ten years. 
Now what has become of the due's former servants ? At first no one would 
tell me, 1 was annoyed and disheartened, when one day while 1 was in a 
wine shop in the Rue de Varennes, 1 heard mention made of a servant, who 
was with the duo five-aneb twenty yeara ago, and who still received a small 
onnuily from him. This servant was Caroline Hchiramel. 1 found out her 
address, and since then I have had heriollowed.” 

“ And what do you expect to make out of her t ” 

“ Not much, I admit. And yet this annuity looks as if she had rendered 
some especial service to her master or mistress. Can it bo that she had any 
knowledge of the birth of this natural child I ” 

“Your supposition is in t^o highest degree improbable.” answered 
Tantaine, with well affected carelessness. 
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However,” aililod Perpignan, “I have never seen hide nor hair of the 
due, ainco that one visit’* 

** But Catenae has sent for you ? ” 

“ Yea ; three times.” 

‘‘lie must have given you further direotions T Hsan’t ho even tohl 
you in what hospital the child was placed ? ” 

“Ko ; aud on the occasion of inylast visit I told him frankly tliat I was 
tired of being kept in the dark, whereupon be said that he himself was tired, 
too, and was sorry ho had ever meddled with the matter.” 

Tills lost information by no means astonished Father Tantaine. M. 
Catenae had plainly made that answer with Masca.FOt’s recerit threats in his 
mind. However, the old clerk judged it expedient to appear as if he shared 
Perpignan’s discontent. “ Hoii’t you think it rather singular that the due 
aud Catenae should beat about the bush like that ?” he asked. 

I’m not so surprised about Catenae. I don't fancy ho knows much 
more th<au myself. The duke is probably afraid of confiding the truth to 
any one. There mu s t be .soniething serious about the mystery. For my owti 
part I should be afraid of finding the boy, no matter how much I wanted 
him. He may be in prison or at the galleys by now. What else would be 
^ihely to happen to a ooy, scamp enough, at twelve years’ old, to rmi away 
v'rom a place where he was well treated? ” 

Perpignan, the tyrannical master of forty luckless little street musicians, 
v/as <xuaUfie<l to judge of the misery and iniquity likely to fall to the lot of 
*mj young a lad, “However," he resumed, “ I had thought out a plan of 
restlgation. With money, patience, and skill, a man can do wonders.” 

“ I agree with you.” 

“Wdl, then, let me tell you, this was my idea : 1 traced, so to say, an 
iinaginary circle round the town or oity where this child was loft, and 1 
sahl to myself, 1 will cuter every house in every village, every inn, every 
tic< hided fam or cottage, and ask, ‘Do any of you remember in such ntirt 
aucJi a yc.ir having sheltered, lodged, and m<l a child, di'essed in such and 
such a fashion, looking like this, and so on.’ Well, at last, 1 should un* 
i|ucstioiially come on some one who would answer mo, ‘Yes, 1 reniembcr ? ’ 
Nov.', if once 1 obtained a clue, if once 1 reached the end, or rather the 
1 loginning of the thread, 1 would; engage to unravel the skein however oii' 
tangled it might be.” 

This inothod seemed so ingenious and so practical to Tantaine, that he 
involuntarily exclaimed, “ Good I Very good I ” 

The ex-cook did not dare to accept tribute of praise as genuine, 
Tantaine had such a singular fashion of expressing praise and blame, chat it 
was difficult to decide whether he was sincere or not. “ You are very kind, ” 
said Perpignan. “Do you want mo to believe I’m a fool ? Do you really 
think me an idiot ? At all events, 1 have an occasional inspiration. For 
instance, in reference to tius boy 1 had a notion, which, if properly worked 
out, might have led to something.” 

" May I venture to ash what it was ? ” 

“I presume the idea will be safe with you. Well, I said to m 3 rself, it 
would be almost impossible to find the lad, but on the other hand it would 
be comparatively easy to substitute anothcr—a lad skilfully trained so as to 
answer all requirements. ” 

This scheme was so utterly unexpected by Tantaine, that the worthy old 
follow half bounded off his chair and precipitately resettled his spectacles, 
as he always did in emergencies, desirous, perhaps, of assuring himself that 
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his eyes wore well soreened and could not betray his thoughts. “ It would 
have been a bold, a most audacious thing to do, said he. 

Perpignan had duly noticed Father Taiitaine’s start, and had accepted it 
as an involimtary homage to his powers of imagination. Had he been more 
skilful, or at all events, less weighed down by a sense of his own inferiority, 
he would have realised that this question of substituting one child for 
another deeply interested Tautaiuc — indeed tliat it was couiioctcd with 
some weak point in iKo old man’s armour. However, as it so hap^^eiicd, 
Perpignan divined nothing. Ay, the idea was a bold one,” he rejoined, 
but I had to give it up.” 

** You were afraid, then ? ” 

Afraid ! I afraid ? You don’t know me 1 ” 

Tantaiue became more and more bland. “ If yo« wore not afraid,” he 
asked, in honeyed tones, ** whj' did you give it up ? ” 

'‘Bccauae there was an obstacle — sir, an insurmountable obstacle.” 

don't see it, 1 confess,” answered Toutainc, desirous of probing all 
Perpignan’s thoughts. 

** Don’t see it ? Ah ! of coiirsc not. I forgot to tell you sonicthing very 
essential. The due stated to me most distinctly that ho would bo able to 
ascertain the' identity of the boy by certain scars.” 

Scars of what kind ? ” 

“ Ah I you ask me too much now% I can't tell you for I don’t know.” 
Upon this reply Tautaiuc I'osc hastily, thus hiding his agitation from his 
companion. I have a thousatid apologies to make, my dear sir,” he said, 
with the most careless air in the world. *’1 am in despair at having takeji 
up so much of your valuable time. My master took it into liis he.ul that 
you were after the same hare as himself, but ho was mistaken, and so now 
wo leave the field clear for yon,” Before Perpignan could offer Juiy re* 
joinder, the old fellow was in tho passage, were in your place,” he 

added, “I should stick to the first plan you incjitioncd. You will never 
find the child, but you may easily bleed the due to tho extent of several 
thousand francs, and I don’t suppose they’d come in amiss. And now, once 
more, iiiy apologies, .and good-bye.” 

Was the cx<cook duped by these words? Tantaine did x3ot trouble him- 
self to inquire. All he was anxious about "^vas to prevent Perpignan from 
gacN 9 sing his thoughts, or noticing the agitation he could barely control. 
Ilcnce this abrupt departure. ** There arc scars, are there ? ” mutberod tho 
old clerk, as be hurried along the Euelle des Keculettes, and 1 never 
know it, never suspected it, and Catenae, the traitor, never warned me.” 


XXIIL 

B. AlAisCAidye explained his mode of operation in a sufficiently simple and 
graphic manner, when he compared himself to the manager of a puppet 
show, who, invisible to the auclieuee, holds all the wires in his own hand, 
and moves them at will. Whenever, by will or chance, a fresh performer 
appeared in a play that Mascojcot took an interest in, the new comer had no 
sooner set his feet on tho stage, than the agent, to use his own expression, 
hitched a wire on to him,” or In other words, he placed the intruder under 
the discreet surveillance of one of bis guardian angels. Accordingly, in less 
than two boars after Andrd left Modeste at the corner of the Avenue 
Matignon, he had at his heels a spy, who was ordered to report each of his 
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acta— even the moat insignificant — ^to Mascarot himself. Tliia spy was no 
other than Dcaumarchefs collcagnei Ija CandisJe, a trustworthy youth as 
^lascai'ot fully believed. He was told to bo especially cautious, and keep 
himself well out of sight. But there was small need of caution, for the 
knowledge Sabine was out of daii^r so absorbed Andre that he paid tittle 
,'itteution to other matters. Besides, he was more hopf ful than ever in 
reference to. the future. He had a friend now, M. de Broulli-Ffiverlay ; a 
confidante, Madame de Bois d’Ardon — two allies, whose influcnco properly 
exercised might well be decisive. Ho had become warmly attached to bo 
Jheiilh ; their common angniah during the last throe days liad brought them 
very closely together, and created a friendship between, them such as time 
alone generally ccnumls. 

“And now to work!” thought Andrd. “I have lost too much time 
already.” 

He had dined with M. dc Broulh and felt in the best possible spirits. 
‘‘ To-morrow,” he said, os ho took leave of his host, “ if you should chance 
to look up as you pass along tho Champs Elysdes, you will ace me on a 
scaffolding at work above you.” 

Andrdwas busy half the night in comploting the designs he wished to 
submit to M. Gandelu, the wealthy contractor. However, he rose at an early 
htuir, and, unveiling Sabine’s portrait, wished it a cordial good monung, 
find then started out, with his portfolio under his arm, to call on tho happy 
E ither of that young rake, Gaston. Tho contractor, who ha<l almost become 
< vlel)rated since he had built that charming theatre Com 6 <lie 3 

: arisiennes,” resided in the ChaiissiSe d’Autin. When Andrdrang tho lieJl, 
tl.o servant who appeared strongly urged him to postpone his business. 

‘ ‘ I don’t know what has come over monsieur,” said she, ‘ * but never, never, 
have I seen him in such a mood, during the whole five yeans I have been 
with him. Now' just listen ! ” 

At that very moment there came a loud succession of oaths and exclama- 
tions, iiiingltd with tho crash of glass, and the dull thud of furiiitiiro thrown 
on the floor in an adjoining room. “Monsieur has been going ou like that 
for an hour, at least,” continued the servant; “in fact, ever ainec his 
lawyer, M, Catenae, left him. So if I were you — ” 

But Andr<5 was in no mood to wait, “ I must boo him,” said he. “ Show 
me ill at once.” 

Tho servant complied with evident reluctance, and opened the door of a 
large, superbly decorated room, in the centre of which stood the architect, 
gestioulating furiously writh the back of a chair, which he held in his hand. 
Although over sixty, M, Gandelu certainly did not look more than fifty, 
lie was a perfect Hercules — muscular and square shouldered, with hairy 
hands, each well ni^h as large as a shoulder of mutton. He alw'ays looked 
hampered in his satin-lined coats, and seemed to regret tho loose blouses of 
his earlier days. He was proud of his success and fortune, which was 
enormous ; and be had a right to be so, since they were the outgrowth 
of two good things — work and economy. Even those who envied him were 
forced to admit that not a single five-franc piece in his pocket, back to the 
very first ono he had earned, had a speck of mad upon it. But, proud as ho 
was of his wealth, he hover dinned one with an enumeration of his belong- 
ings os parvenus usually do ; on the contrary, he delighted in conversation 
to recall the days when he was poor and friendless. Ho was vulgar and 
brutal no doubt, as quick as gunpowder, with no education whatever ; but 
under this coarse husk ho concealed some noble sentiments. He was 
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gencrotis to a fault, and his ])robity was above all question. He certainly 
swore like a pagan, his grammar was atrocious, but he had never refused to 
do any one a good turn, and ofttimes dispensed his bounties in the most 
delictate fashion. To be brief, hia hands wero hard and homy, but not his 
heart. As he perceived the door open he bawled at the top of his voice : 

What fool is coming to disturb me now ? ” 

** You gave me an appointment,** began Andr6, who saw that he had done 
wisely in insisting on coming in, for, on recognising him, the contractor’s 
brow immediately cleared. *‘Ah I it*s you, is it? AU right;** and then 
in a softer voice he added, ‘‘take a scat, if there is a steady chair left in 
the room. I like yon, for you have an honest face, and you look healthy 
and never shirk work. You needn't blush, young man, though niodesty's 
no fault. *’ 

In vain did Andr<3 seek to check the course of the contractor’s praises. 
M. Gandelu was not to be silenced. “ Yes,” he insisted, “ you have some- 
thing in you. Any time when you want a hundred thousand francs to go 
into l>usinesa with, they are ready for you. If I had a daughter, she should 
be your wife. 1 should simply 8«ay to you, * Here, my boy, take her and 
her dowry, and 1*11 build you a house ! * ” 

AndrO did nut know M. Gandelu well enough to understand whence this 
storm was blowing from. “lam very grateful to you for your good opinion, 
sir,” said he ; “ and as for your kind offers of assistance — well, as you m»y 
know, 1 have had to learn to depend upon myself.” 

“True,” said Gandelu, in a voice that was full of anguish, “you never 
knew your parents. You never knew all that a father-^-a kind fathen— 
would do for his son. You would have loved your father, I tliink ; yes, 
I'm sure you w'ould — ** Ho paused, and then suddenly asked, “Do you 
happen to know my son ? ” 

liiis question was the key-note to the whole scene, and Antlr6 instantly 
realisdi that he w<us in presence of a justly irritated fatlicr, who took a 
bitter satisfaction iu ooinparing his unworthy son to a young man whose 
intelligence and energy excited bis admiration. The young painter well 
remembered the dinner given by Rose, and also the language wiiich young 
Craston had then used ; but as it was no pait of his bnsiucss to be a “tcli- 
talo,” lie hesitated before answering M. (jrandelu’s question. Would it not 
bo better to say that he was altogother uika(X]iiainted with the young fop ? 
No ; the lie would probably prove a useless one. Accordingly he quietly 
answered that he had onlj^ met Monsieur Gaston on two or three 
occasions. 

“ Gaston ! ’* cried the contractor with an oath. “ Never pronounce that 
name again in my hoariiig. Do you really sup^sc that I, Nicolas Gandelu, 
ever named my son Gaston ? He was named rierre, after his graudfathur 
the bricklayer; but this name didn't suit the young fool— it wasn’t lino 
enough for him. He wanted a sweet little name, a distinguished tiaiuc, 
like those of the fellows who sneer and laugh at him. Pierre is common, 
and smells of work and honesty ; but Gaston sounds princc-like, and smells 
like pomnde. JJear Gaston I sweet Gaston ! ” As he spoke these last 
%'ords, imitating a w'oman’s voice, the contractor’s expression was so in- 
tensely funny tliat Andr<5, albeit moved by compassion, had great difficulty 
ill repressing a smile. “But if that were all, ” resunicd M. Gandelu, “I 
should shrug my shoulders and let it go. But have you seeil' hia visiting 
cards ? They beat- the name Gaston de Gandelu, with a marquis's coronet 
in one of the corners. Marquis, indeed ! 'I'he idea ! WJiy, I, his father, 
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am no duke, nor even a count, nor a baron. You know well enough that I 
began life ae a hod carrier.” 

“Young people,” Andre ventured to say, “all havo their littlo weak- 
neescs.” 

But M. Gaiidelu was not the man to be soothed by such a comtnonplnce 
remark. *‘Nol” ho thundered; “you can’t excuse him. The fellow 
blushes for his father. A name that^s pure and spotless isn’t enough for 
him, he’d prefer to be some titled reprobate’s son. He talks about hii 
society — and what society it is ! Di.ssolute women and profligate men ! I 
know his friends — ^as idle and worthless as himself. Thoy go about curled 
and pomaded and scented like dolls. What caricatures they are I And it’s 
for their sake that he calls himself a nobleman ! Wheu a restaurant waiba' 
addresses him aa * Monsieur le Marquis,’ the idiot flics into raptures. He 
never once sees that tho waiter is laughing at him in Ins sleeve. The fool * 
Why, if these associates of his flatter him and make much of him, it isn’t 
on account of his wit or his good looks, as he conceitedly imagines — no, 
not at all ; thoy simply worship his father’s wealth, the gold of his father ' 
—the mason.” ! 

Andre’s situation was becoming more and more distressing and awkward. 
]f.o would havo given a great deal to havo been able to withdraw ; for he j 
taid to himself, “ These coufldcncea are prompted by anger, and by-and-byo - 
M. Oandelu will feci sorry he has acquainted me with his secret sufferings.” ; 

However, tho contractor still rattled on. “Tlic young fool’s only - 
twoiiiy,” he said, “and yet he’s utterly used up and hloM. He’s old, hi.i , 
eyes are bleared, and his hair’s gone. lie stoops as ho drags himself about, i 
and spends his nights in drinking. But it’s my fault; I’ve been too in- , 
dulgcnt ; I’ve always allowed him to have his own way. If lie had asked I 
me for my skin to make a caipet out of, I shouldn’t have refused him. As > 
sivjn as he could speak, he had only to say he wanted anything to havo it. : 
T lust my poor wife, and had only him left.' Do you know wh.at I’ve allow'^d : 
him here? Apartments fit for a prince, two servants, and four horses for 
Itis own use ; in addition, 1,500 francs a month for liis cigars and trifle-s, and 
ho has usually w'heedled mo out of about as much more, and yet the scamp 
goes about calling me a miser. Why, he runs into debt to such an extent- 
thiit he has already anticipated every sou of his poor mother’s fortune.” 

M* Gaudelii suddenly stopped short. ^ Hitherto apoplectically crimson, 

lie now turned ghastly po^le ; his lips quivered, and his eyes gleamed most 
ominously. The fact is, the door had opened, and who should saunter in 
but young Gaston — otherwise Pierre — in person, with his hat on his head 
and a cigar between his teeth. As usual, ho was attired in tho most eccen- 
tric fasliiou, and liis features wore an expression of intense self-satisfaction. 

“ Good-morning, father,” said he, “ How are you to-day ? ” 

Bi;t his father drew back. “Don’t come near me,” he answered, with a 
shudder. 

Gaston paused, somewhat surprised, and looked at Andr6. “Out of 
temper are you ? Is it the gout, fa^hor, or business worry ? ” 

Gandclu raised the chair-back, he still held, so threateningly that Andrei 
darted between father and son. 

“Don’t be afraid,” said Gandelu in a gloomy voice; “I haven’t taken 
leave of my senses yet ; ” and cither to roassuro the young painter, or 
else because he distrusted himself, he threw his impromptu weapon into a 
corner. 

Gaston had undoubtedly been startled by his father’s gesture ; but he 
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was not a coward, and did not easily lose his assurance. *‘3yesB my 
heart 1 ho munnurod. ** Infanticide 1 1 did not expect this little family 
f6te, OB Dupuis at the Varieties says, in — ” 

He did not finish hia sentence, for AndrO snatched hold of him by the 
wi'ist and fiercely exclaimed, ** Not another word ! ** 

But the gloomy pause that followed was not to the taste of M. Pierro 
Gandelu. “ Yes,** ho resumed, ‘‘silence and mystery I However, 1 should 
like to be infonned what it all means.** 

M. Gondelu’s reply was addressed to the young painter, not to his son. 
“1 will explain everything to you, M. Andrd,** said he; “you will pity 
me and understand me. Ah ! I suppose my sufferings arc the portion of 
a groat many fathers. It is part of our destiny to build on sand and see it 
swallow up everything we had prepared for our children's future. Our 
sons, who should bo our glory, become, as it wore, our punishment — the 
punishment of our pride ! ’* 

“ Not bad, not at all bad,** muttered Gaston ; “ especially for a man who 
hasn’t studied elocution.** 

fortunately hia father failed to hear this fresh piece of impertinence. 
He resumed os follows in a curt, hoarse voice i ‘'That unhappy lad, M. 
Audrd, is my son. I swear to you, by his mother’s memory, that for 
twenty years ho has been my one thought ; for twenty years my heart and 
head have been full of him. I have lived for him etoitircly. Well, no 
matter. But do you know what ho did last week ? Why,.hc made a bet- - 
he made a wager en my death, just as you might back a race horse.” 

Oh ! come now, the-it isn’t true,” exclaimed Gaston. 

His father waved his hand contemptuously. “ At least, ” said he, “ have 
courage enough to own your crime. You thought I was blixul, my lad, bo- 
ouusc I didn’t choose to tell you, ‘ I can see.* And you kindly opened luy 
eyes for mo I ” 

•‘ But, father—” 

“ Oh ! don’t deny it. This morning my lawyer, M. Catenae, called on 
me, and ho had the moral courage which only true friends possess to tell 
me the dreadful truth. I know every thing.” 

M‘. Gandelu spoke in such a horrified tone, and seemed so overwhelmed, 
indeed, as if happiness Was never more to be his lot on earth, that AndrtS 
asked himself in dread what revelation was going to follow. That it would 
prove terrible seemed almost certain, for even young Gaston’s superb air of 
assuraneo now altogether failed him. 

“ I must toll you, M. Aiidr6,” resumed the^ contractor, “that last week 
I was seized with a terrible attack of gout, such an attack as a man sei^lom 
pulls through— gout rising to the heart ; you know the cose, no douLt. 
lor three days the doctors thought it was all UP with me, and 1 thought 
so myself. I had made my will, and felt myself crumbling to bits like an 
old building. Well, while I was in this state my son never left n^e. l ie 
remained at my bedside, looking dreadfully sad, and in spite of ihynntense 
sufierings, his attentions made me feel happy. He loves mo, I said^^ftt^.r 
all 1 He has not much sense ; but, at all events, his heart is in the Hgljt 
place. If I died, he’d cry for me, I’m sure of it. Yes, I said all thb to 
myself. Ah ! what a simpleton I wasi Ho was not watching over mo to 
preserve my life. _ He was lying in wait for my death, which would give 
him entire possession of my tortime. If he looked sad, it was only because 
he was being harrassed by creditors. And when he left mo, it was only to 
negotiate a loan, and to tell every one how ill I was, and that there was no 
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pu^aibility of my recovery. In fact, he went to a usurer named Clcrgeotl 
and applied for a loan of a hundred thousand francs, on the assurance that j 
1 had only a few hours to live. I had in iny hands, not an hour ago, the! 
paper on which the conditions were specified. ,They were, that if I should ( 
die within a week, mv son would give twenty thousand franca coinm]s-| 
si on. If I lived another month, he agreed to pay a hundred and iihy| 
thousand francs. But if, by any unlucky chance, I recovered, Clergeot’sj 
claim should amount to tw'O hunefrod thousand.’’ ; 

The unfortunato contractor was stifling, and, anxious for relief, he tore! 
off hia necktie aud gasped for breath. Then, producing his handkerchief, 
lio wiped away the perspiration which had gathered^ on his forehead., 
“This man will never forgive me,” thought Andrd, “for having been tho 
iiivoluntaiy confidant of so sad a story.” • 

Blit the young man was mistaken. Primitive natures never- suffer in^ 
silence ; they require the relief of words. All that Gandelu' had said tci' 
Andr6 ho would have said to any man ho oateemed, who might have oomc| 
in at that moment. 

“ Before advancing such a sum as this — for a hundred thousand francs is 
no trifle — the usurer wished to ascertain if matters wore such as my son pre* 
tended. He asked for sureties, for a medical certificate. My son' found a ; 
means of satisfying this usurer. He talked to me of a physician, a specie ! 
alisfc, w'ho wonlif undci'staiid my cose perfectly, he said ; at tho same 
time begging me to see him. My son had never seemed sc kind, bo aifcc' 
tiouato ; he insisted with such tender earnestness, that at hist I yielded, 
and one evening said to him : * Bring me your wonderful doctor, if you rcalljr 
think ho can cure mo.’ And he brought him ! Yes, Monsieur AiwlviS, he , 
found a physician base enough to be made a ^1 of, and this physician J , 
can expose to-day if I choose, to tho contempt of the public niiu tlie indig- 
mitioii of hi.s confHrea, lie came, and remained nearly an hour. I can set: 
him now leaning over my bed, asking innumerable questions and feeling my 
pulse. At last ho went away, leaving an insignificant prescription ; hei? 
went away followed by my eon. They both met Ciorgeot in tho street;- 
wJuirc he was waiting for them, to learn tlie result of this monstrous coii^,' 
snltation. Bo you know what tho usurer was told? wliy, the doctor snu'’ 
to him, * You can advance the coin, tho old boy can’t possibly recover.' ' 
And this is why, five mimitos later, my son returned happy and sinilingj ’ 
and joyfully exclaiming : * It’s all rigut, father I You will soon be out 
.again ! ’ I am out again, in spite of the doctor’s assertion ; for, strange \ 
it may appear, I began to improve that very night, and it sb happened tb.it ; 
Clergeot had asked for forty-eight hours in which tp raise tho cash. Mean-. : 
while he learned of my recovery, and thus my son lost his money.” 

There wero tears in tho poor old father’s eyes a.s he told this disniaj[ 
story. It was a sorry sigh^ indeed. ^ He remained silent for a fewJ 
moments, and then, in a heart-broken voice, ho turned to his sou : “ Wnii 
it courage you lacked, my boy ? You could easily have hastened tho deatl^i. 
y^ Bo earnestly desired. You didn’t know, possibly, that one of mjji 
medicines was a deadly poii^on, and that ten drops instead of one wou](|i 
have freed you from mo.” Ti 

Andr6 was watching Gaston. He took it for granted that he would! i 
throw himself at hia father’s feet and implore his pardon. Not so, however, 
for Gaston stood impassive, pale, and with lips compressed. He socmed 
humiliated and irritated, but not moved or touched. In fact, ho was .at 
th«at moment absorbed in wondering how the story of this negotia tion with 
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ClergGOt had reached Catenae’s ears, and how he had managed to procure 
the original agreement. The contractor had thought, with Andr4, that 
his son would ask hia forgiveness. But accihg that Gaston remained ob- 
stinately silent, M. Oandelu’a auger poured forth again. you knoW| 

my dear Andr^,” he asked, what my son would Tike to do with iny for- 
tune 7 Why, he wants to offer it to a creature he has picked out of the 
glitter, a woman whom he is pleased to call a viscountess. Viscountess de 
Uhantemille 1 Mar(j[uis Gaston I They are worthy of each other. ” 

Gaston was touched now. “You sha’n’t insult Zoral ” he exclaimed. 

HU father laughed. “I aha’n’t?” he repeated. “Dear me. Please 
understand I shall do precisely what 1 please with your Zora. You are not 
twenty-one yet, and 1 shall simply have your viscountess shut up in gaol.” 

“You won’t do that ! ” 

“ Indeed I will ; you are a minor, but your Zora, whose real name, bv tho 
way, is Rose, is much older. The code is precise, and I liave read itj’ . 

^ “ But, father I ” 

“ It’s of no use : my lawyer has filed a complaint, and before night your 
'viscountess will be safe behind some stone walls.” 

j This blow was so cruel and so unexnecteil that tears of resentment stooil 
[in (aaston’s eyes. “ Zora in prison I ’^he cried. 

'' “ Yes, at the D6p(jt ol the Prefecture to he^'zi with, then before the 

f Tribunal of Correctional Police, and finally at Saint-Lazilre. Catenae told 
'me tho routine.” 

j “ It’s shameful I ” cried Gaston. “ Zora in prison ! Well, all right, just 
[try it. Bring her before tho tribunal, you’ll see I and all my friends will be 
! there; , Yes, i’ll go and sit Iwside her and prove she's an honest woman. 
!l*ll prove tliat all this is so much fiendish malice on your part. I’ll say I 
love and esteem her, and that I mean to marry her when I’m one -and- 

twenty. The papers will write articles about us. Go on 1 1 rather like it, 

on the whole. Great as a man’s self-control may be, it isn’t w'iihout its 
limits.” 

M. Gaudelu had restrained himself os long as possible, and even while 
Celling his son that he knew the horrible villainy he had been guilty of, he 
f had, both in word and gesture, been far milder than the young roprokitc^ 
•.deserved ; but those absurd and cynical threats were more than lie could 
'ciidnre. Tho blood rushed to his brain, ho lost his head, and rushed to- 
, wards tho chair-back which he had flung aside a moment previously. But 
,iAndr4 was on the alert, and (juick as thought ho opened tlie door with one 
!hand, and with tho other pushed Gastou into the passage outside, so that 
when the contractor tuxiied with his arm raised to strike he found himself 
^ alone with the young ]>ainter. 

“ What have you done ? ” he exclaimed. “ Don’t you see that he’ll go to 
' that creature and warn her, and she will have time to escape 7 I must pre- 
vent that I ” and os Andrd, fearing he knew not what, tried to restrain him, 

I the old man, with bis muscular arm, shoved the young fellow aside, and 
, rushed out of the room, shouting to his servants. " 

' Andri^ was overcome with horror. Ko doubt ho was neither a Puritan 
' nor a simpleton. Having greatly suffered, lie had considerable experience 
' of life. Young as ho was he had met with a fair number of rascals. Ho 
knew some of those libertines who <are the scourge of their families, some 
of those cracked brains whom passion toys with, but never before had he 
found himself thus face to face with tho excesses of one of those prematurely 
withered young dandies, brainless and heartless, who flatter themselves 
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that thoyaro the flower of modern French chivalry, although they have 
even more degrading vices than the lowest of the low. lie had been 
amused by their follies as caricatured on the stage, but he had nevoi* 
thought of the odious side of their conduct. Ho Jiaa no conception of the 
amount of impudeuee and vanity, cold rascality and absolute selfishness, 
embodied in the person of a ** petit crev^,” a ** gommeux.** Better than any 
one else, probably, he could form an accurate cstLinatc of Gaston’s conduct, 
for at thirteen ho had been thrown on the world, and had often longed for 
t)io family ties which had been denied him. However, he had now no 
time for reflection, for M. Gandclu returned with a composed coiintcnar.ee 
and air of genial roughness, acquired only by a very great eiVort. “ Lcit 
me toll you how things are now,” he said, iii a voice that C|uivered despite 
hiniHclf. ** My son is locked into his room, and an old servant of mine, a 
follow who carried his hod once upon a time, and whom he can’t persuade 
or bribe, has mounted guard at the^oor.” 

** But don't you fear, air, that in his excitement and anger — ” 

The contractor shrugged his shoulders. “ Ah ! you don't know him. 
You would make a great mistake if you supposed he at all resembled any 
man you know. AVhat do you think he is doing now ? Why, lyinp on his 
1)0(1 face downwards, and howling for his^^ora. Zora indeed ! 1 ask you if 
that's a name for AiCliristian woman ? Wiiat do these creatures give those 
boys to drink thas deprives them of every manly quality? If bis mother 
hadn’t been a saint on earth 1 should really ask myself if he were any son 
of mine.*’ 

He dropped ou to a chair, and laid his head on the desk in fmnt of him. 

“ You arc in pain, sir?” asked Andi\^. 

“ Yes ; my heart's blooding. However, TVe been a fniher quite long 
enough, I mean to be a man now. Catenae has toM me precisely what I 
on i' lit to do. Ah I my son wants to got hold of my fortune to .squander it ! 
We U .s«'e about that. The law’s on my side. To-morrow 1 ahall summon 
a family council, and my sou will bo pronounced unlit to control himR(dr, 
unlit to luxvc the fi*ce disposal of mouoy, ‘ Putting him iiu'ler intcrdiiit ‘ 
they call it. After that ho aha’ii't have a penny, and he’ll see when hia 
pockets are empty if hi.s society will worship him and call him ‘m.irqui.s:’ 
Nlavquis indeed ! As to the girl, that ‘ viscountess,* she shall pay for the 
rest of them ! To jail with her I ” He stoppeil short and remained for a 
moment pensive. Then in a sad tone, he added: '‘I have thoroughly 
w'eighcd the consequences of my complaint to the public prosecutor : they 
are appalling. My son will do as he threatens — I’m sure of it 1 can see him 
now, sitting by the side of that infamous cre.ature, looking at her lovingly, 
telling her aloud that he adores her, glorying in his folly and shame before 
all Paris. I know that the newspaper reporters will gloat over the scene, 
that they will turn it into ridicule, and that it will all reflect on me, of 
course — that my name will bo dishonoured — *' 

“But is there no other course? ” Andr4 ventured to ask. 

; none whatever. If all fathers had niy courage, w© should have 
no profligates. In this matter M. Catenae agrees with me. Still, it is ab- 
solutely impo3.siblc that this idea of the physician and the loan could have 
originated in my son's brain. He is a mere child, and some one must have 
advised him.” The father was already socking an excuse for his son« 
“ However,” resumed Gandelu, “I musn’t dwell on this any longer, or I 
shall become half crazy again, as I was before. I will see your drawings 
another day ; now let us go out.” IJe rose, and looked around the room. 
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** Soe,” 8.1 id hC) ** tbo stato I’ve put things into ; such handsome furniture, 
too 1 Wlionover I saw a spot on any of it, I uaeci to rub it with my coat- 
tails ; but when I’m in a passion, I'm like a wild boast— I mnat destroy 
sometliing or other. Then snatching hold of Andr<3’a hands, and crnaliinff 
them almost in bis grasp, ho added ; My dear fellow ! yon probably saved 
my son’s life and my own. When 1 rushed forward, it was with murder in 
iny heart— all w»*i8 red liefore my eyes— I wonder I didn’t have a fit of 
apoplexy. 1 know very well that one can never repay such servioos, but^l 
shall sot it down to your credit. Come with mo, 1 want to look at my 
house in the Champs Klysi^cs, and wo will breakfast on our way.” 

This house, tho ornamental sculpture of which had been intrusted to 
An(lr6, stood at the corner of the Rue de Ohaillot and tho Avenue des 
Cb.*imps Filys<5eR, and was still shrouded in scaiFoldiiiga. A dozen workmen, 
already ciigagecl.by Audr^., were dotted hero and there. They had been 
waiting for him over ainco the momi^, and were surprised at his non- 
arrival, as he was punctuality itself. They now greeted him right cordi- 
ally, for they were his associates. Anclrd of oourae responded in friendly 
fnaiiion, but M. Gandoln, although he was never roserved nor haughty with 
Ins work neoplo, seemod on this occasion to take no notice of them. Re 
ranibled turough the house, pretending to inspect tho work which had been 
accomplished since his last visit, but nia mind was really elsewhere — with 
his son in the Ghaussde d’Antin. Soon ho tired of this inako-bellovo in- 
spection, and returning to Andrd, exclaimed: “I’m going, I don’t feel 
well. However, I'll see yon to-morrow.” 

So saying, ho departed, with his head bowed low, and soeming altogether 
BO cni^ihed, that bis workmen remarked it. “He doesn’t look right,” ono 
said to' another. “ Since his attack of gout he hasn’t been the same man. 
He must have had a great shoc'k, and no mistako.” 


xxrv. 

On* roachiiig the house Andr(i had takon off his coat aud put on hi.s blouse, 
which was rolled up in his toolbox. “ Wo must work hard,” he remarked, 
“ to make iij) for lost time.” So saying, he applied himself to his task, 
with considerable energy. But ho had not got fairly into harness when a 
young apx)reiitice ran lightly up the scaffolding to say that a gentleman 
wished to see him. “ And a smart gentleman ho is, too,” added tho boy. 

Andrd was intensely p^nnoyed at being distiirlKjd, but when he reached 
the pavement aiul saw M. de Broulh-Faveiday, his ill-humour was at oiieo 
diupellcd. It w'as with real pleasure that he advanced to meet hianew 
friend, who had behaved so gtallantly and tfcnerously, not merely with- 
drawing from Ills claim to Sabine’s hand, but oecomine the most useful and 
devoted of allies. “Ah 1 this is really most kind ol: you,” cried Andrd. 
“Thanks for remembering me;” and showing bis hands all white with 
plaster, he addod. “ You -will excuse my appearance, I trust, but—” The 
words died, on his lips. Ho had now caught a full view of De Bi-eulh’s 
faco. 

“ What is it ? ” asked the young painter anxiously. Is Mademoiselle 
de Munaidan worse ?— has she had a relapse 7 ” 

M. de Brculh shook Ins head sadly, and hia expression clearly said, 
“Would it were only that.” 

However, the only bad news Andrd dreaded was touching Sabine’s 
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health. If she were still improving, what could he have to fear ? Nothing 
certainly — and so he patiently waited until it pleased bis now friend to 
speak. *‘Ihave been here twice for you,” said De .Broulh. “ We imint 
have a brief talk ; it is most important you should come to a prompt de- 
cision on a matter of great iaiteresb.*’ 

“1 am entirely at your orders,” I’eplied Andrd considerably suiprisid 
and troubled. 

“ Then come with me. My carriage isn’t here, but it will not take us 
more than fifteen minutes to walk to my house.” 

“ I will follow you, sir, I only ask for a moment ’sdelay for time to run 
up four flights of stairs.” 

“ Have you any orders to give I ” 

“Xoim, sir.” 

*‘\Vliy go, then?” 

put on a more presentable garment than this blouse,” 

M. de Breulh shrugged his shoulders. “ Does it annoy or mconvcnicnce 
) oil to go out in. that costume ? ” 

“By no means, I’m accustomed to it ; it’s entirely on your account.” 

“If that’s all, then come on as you are.” 

“ But, my dear sir, you will be stared at.” 

“ IjoI tlieni stare.” 

“ JVoplo will say — ” 

“ J..ct them say what they please ! ” interrupti.'d T.)c RvcAilh, and without 
naitiiig to hc«r another W’ord from Andr6, he passed hisj^ariu through his 
. ni dragged him off. 

Tinj young painter’s provisions were correct. Tho two friends had not 
;ronc ten x>ace.s, before n. dozen persons Imd already turned to look at this 
!ii<-.tiiiginsiicd iioblpinan who was w^alking arm in arm with a youth in a 
blouse and a grey felt cup. Do Breulh luid also foreseen this result. Men 
occupying such u projnimint position as his own rarely do things carelcsiiily. 
They are perfectly well aware tliat their most iiisigniticant/acfes will excite 
coinincnt, and are therefore in the habit of resisting their first impulses. 
iS<j if l)c Breulh saw fit to take Andre’s arm in this familiar way, it was 
because lb entered into his plan of action that the world should talk of tlioir 
.siirjiriaing intimacy. Ho knew that people w^ould at once make inquiri(.’.s 
about Andr^, and he propo.sed to iiuawcr all curious (piestious in a way tlj;i.t 
would greatly benefit the young painter’s future. The baron’s coiidiicL 
Hcorued so premeditated to Andr6 that he waa profoundly puzzled, and lost 
himself in a labyrinth of conjectures, each one more unlikely th.in lie 
others. Ho endeavoured to question his companion, but Do Ibculh 
answered in a tone that admitted of no second attempt in that direction : 
“ Wait until we are indoow-” 

At last they arrived, without h.aving exchanged tw'cnty words on their 
way. They entered tho library, and tho door having been closed, M, dc 
Breulh did not allow his friend to endure further suapense, “ Tliis morn- 
ing, about noon,” he began, “as I was crossing the Avenue de Matignon, 
1 saw Modcste, who had boon watching for you for more than an 
hour.” 

“It wasn’t my fault — ” 

** Never mind ! When she saw mo, liowovcr, she came to me at once. 

She was in despair at not seeing you, and knowing our friendship, she in* 

trusted me with a letter for you from Madeinoisolle do Mussidnn.” 

AndfO shivercil. This letter was the bearer of evil tidings— ho felt it 
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instantly — and these tidings he was certain that De Breulh already know 
them. “Give the letter to me,” he whispered, hoarsely. 

Be Breulh handed it to him. “ Courage ! my friend, courage 1 ” ho said. 

Witli trembling hands Audrd broke the seal, and read : — “My friend, — 
1 love you, and 1 shall never cease to love you with my whole heart and 
strength ; but there are duties— sacred duties— which every Miissidan must 
fulfil I shall fulfil those which fall to my lot, even should the doing so 
cost me my life. We shall never meet again, and this letter is the last you 
will over receive from me. Before long you will hear of my marri&gc. 
i^ity me I Groat as will be your despair, it will bo as nothing compared to 
mine. God have mercy on us I Try and forget mo, AndrtS. As for my- 
self, J have not even the right to die. Oiio more word — oh, my only friend, 
the last word I shall ever speak to you — good-bye 1 Sabikk.” 

If M. do Breulh had insisted on taking Andrd home with him before de- 
livering this letter, it was because ho had rcceivcAl some hint of its con- 
tents from Modcate, and feared that its perusal would provoke some violent 
cuitbiirst of grief. Certainly as Andrd read on, he became absolutely livid. 
Ills -eyes were wild for a moment, and he shook from head to foot, but 
not a sound escaped his lips. 

It i^niLs in automatic hishion that he at last held out the letter to De 
Breulh, so that the latter might read it. The baron obeyed, more alarmed 
by Andris’s c«xlmnoas than he would have l)een by an explosion. “ Don't 
allow yourself to be discouraged, my friend — ” he began to say. 

. But Andrt^ stopped him. “Discouraged I I discouraged If You don’t 
know me. When I know Sabine to bo ill — dying, perhaps, and I away 
from her, I was indeed discouraged. But while Sabine tells me she loves 
me, know no such word.” Do Brculb opened bis mouth to speak, but 
Andrd proceeded : “ What marriago is this which Madeinoihollc clo Mussi- 
dan announces tn me as if it were her scntcitce to death ? Her parents must 
have already intended to break with you when you took the initiative. 
Can this new match be a more brilliant one? Hardly. She certainly 
knew nothing of it wlicn she confided her secret to you. What terrible 
tiling has happened since then? My brave and noble Sabine is not one of 
those weak girls who are married against their will. She has said to mo a 
luuidred times; ‘If they attempt coercion,] will leave my father’s house 
in full daylight, and never agahr cross its tliroshold;’ and she cannot have 
changed so quickly. Ko I wo are the victims of some abominable intrigue.” 

M. do Breulh hod already indulged in these very same reflections, and 
though he had told Andrd the truth, ho had nob told him everything. 
Modesto hud purpoisoly handed this letter to the baron. Warned in some 
ineasare of its contents by her yoiing^mistress, the faithful girl had pictured 
to herself what would most likely be Andrei’s despair, and so she had laid 
iu wait for M. dc Breulh— had told him all she knew, and then, with tears 
and sobs, entreated him to watch over Andr6. “ You are his friend, sir. 
In heaven’s name watch him.” This caution had induced M. dc Breulh to 
insist on AndriS’s going home with him.' 

“Of course, sir, said the young painter, “ you have noticed the strange 
coincidence between Sabine’s illness and this despairing letter. You left 
her smiling and hopeful, an<l 'an hour, or less than an hour later, she falls on 
the floor as if s brack by lightning. Horrible nervous convulsions bring her 
to the edge of the grave. Then as soon os she has recovered her senses, 
she writes this letter.” The young painter stood with his eyes fixed on 
vacancy, and he seemed with his outstretched arm to bo following somo 
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shadow, or some faiirt glimmer of light tinBeen by his compuiuou, Do you 
remember, sir,” he continued, “that while Sabine was delirious, her father 
and mother watched at her bedside in turn, and would not allow even a 
servant in the room 7 Modeste told us that, as you know.” 

“Yes ; I remember she did.” 

“ Very well — ^isn*t that sufhoient proof that there is some secret between 
the count, the countess, and their daughter? A secret they guard as jealously 
as tJmy would their honour 7 ” 

De Breulh had also said this to himself ; and his suppositions had a more 
tangible foundation than Andr«5*s, He knew the count and countess well. 
I{f 3 knew much of their domestic life, and he knew what was said of them 
ill society. “I have long had reason to supjxisc, my dear fellow,” ho 
answered, “that one of those ^lainful secrets which are to lie found, alas ! 
ill only too many households, likewise exists in the Mussidan family.” 

“ What kind of secret 7 ” 

“Ah ! I caii*t say ; but I am convinced there^a something.” 

Aiidr«S turned away and strode up and down the room. He recalled cac.h 
intorview he had ever had with SaJnno. Ho reviewed each trivial word that 
aad ever dropped from her lips in reference to her parents. Ho eveit'tricd 
I 'I recall each syllable uttered by old Madame do ChevaucluS tbc 
' ii.xteau do Mussidan. He endeavoured to comieot phrases and tifordH 
together, and his work was much like (hat of a man, who tries to iinito a 
inmikcr of broken and scattered links^once more into a perfect chain. At 
"ist, after eight or ten turns he suddenly paused, and faced his host again. 

There is a mystery,” he exclaimed, “ a mystery which you and 1 will 
pemitrate ! I will leave no stone untamed until wo succeed. Listen to me, 
and if I advance anything which is not clear to you, or any point in which 
you (Ulfer from me, pray call my attention to it. Now, are you com'ini;c(l 
in your own mind that Sabiiio loves me? ” 

*’ Entirely so.” 

“Then you think that it is under imperious necessity that she writes 
that letter 7 ” 

“ That’s clear.” 

“ '■'oil were accepted by both tho count and countess as their future son- 
ill law ? ” 

“ Drccisuly.” 

“Now I ask if M. do Mussidan could have anywhere found a more 
brilliant match for liis daughter— a match that would combine such mlvant- 
ages of person, mind and manners with such a fortune and position ? " 

Dc Breulh could not repress a smile. 

“ This is no time for modesty,” said impatiently. “ Answer me.” 

“ Very well then. I admit that, acco^Hg to tile judgment of society M. 
dc Mii.SBidan would find it difEcult to r»Hp me.” 

“ Then tell mo why it is that neithoflKe count or countess made any 
effort to retain you 7 ” 

“ Wounded prido I presume, and- •” 

“No,” interrupted AndrO; “for Modoate says that the day your letter 
came, the count was about to call on you to retract liia promise.” 

“ Yes. if wo can believe Modeste, that’s true.” 

Andrd started up, os if to give more weight to his words. “Then,” ho 
exclaimed, “this suitor who has appeared so suddenly on tho aoene, will 
marry »Sabine, not only against her will, but against tlio will of her parents 
themselves ! And W'hy? Where can this mainviththis mysterious power come 
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from ? His influence is too great to be of an honourable character) so if the 
count and countess resign thomselves to this indignity, it la because they 
cannot help theniselvcs. Moreover, this constraint must be of a purely 
moral nature, for Sabine would submit to no other, Tm sure of ^ that. Her 
duty has been pointed out to her. She submits^ sacriflees herself, atid this 
man, whatever his name, is plainly a perfect scoundrel 1 ” 

All this seemed quite logical os Do Hreulk admitted. How,’* ho asked, 
** what do you propose to do ? ” 

Andie's eyes Hashed Are. Nothing, just yet. Sabiue asks me to forget 
hor. I shiill seem to do so. Modoste has confidence onongh in me to servo 
me and hold her peace. 1 can wait. The wretch who thus wrecks my Ufo 
doesn’t even know of my existence. On this 1 ground my hope and 
strength. 1 shall only reVeal my existence to him on the day I crush him 
to the earth ! ” 

‘*Tako care, AndrC !” exclaimed his friend; “take card The least 
outbreak will ruin your cause for ever.’* 

The young painter threw back his head haughtily. “There shall be no 
scandnlf I assure you. At first I said to myself, ‘ As soon as I know who 
thiS;^n is I will go to him, insult him, and fight a duel with him ; 1 Avill 
killi^ or ho, mo 1 ” 

“ would have been the height of madness, and would have rendered 
your marriage an impossibility.” 

“ Perhaps ; but that is not what holds me back. I don’t choose that :i 
dead body shall stand between mo and Sabine. Blood on a marriage roho 
brings misery. Besides, to cross swords with this m<an, if he be what 1 
suspect, would be doing him too much honour. No, tho vengeance I shall 
take will bo bettor than that. I shall never forget that he nearly killed 
Sabiuo.” The young artist was silent 'for a moment, and then resumed: 
“ Yes, ho must be tho vilest of men to hafe abused his power in this way. 
And men don’t reach such a height of infamy at one leap. His life muptt 
be full of shame and dishonour. T will m.ake it my task to tear oif his cloak, 
and hold him up to the contempt of tho world ! ” 

“ Yes, that’s what ought to lie done.” 

“ And W 0 will do it, sir, God wiiling. I say ‘ wo,* because T rely on you. 
I repelled your generous offers in my studio— and I was right. But now, 
after the proofs of friendship you bavo given me, it is very diflerent. 1 
should be a proud foul if 1 did not ask you for advice and assistance. W o 
two, working together for a common causo, ought to succeed. Wo arc 
neither of us so wedded to luxury that we are incapable of going without 
sleep or food if necessary. Y'ou and I have each known two masters whose 
teachings are rarely forgotten—Poverty and Sorrow. We can kcip our 
own ooiuisel, and act.” Andi-6 \iuited, possibly expecting some objection, 
but as his friend did not speak he continued: “Myxdan is simplicity 
itself. As soon as we know tho'man’s name, he U onr’s. liu won’t Husx)oct 
US, and we \rfll attach ourselves to him like his shadow. There are detcc- 
tives who, for .a small sum, undertake to ferret out a man’s whole life. 
Haven’t we as much penetration and judgment as they have? Wo two can 
manage this task wonderfully well, for we can operate in such totally 
different spheres. You high up, and I low down. You, in your world of 
clubs and salons, can pick up infonnation that I could never hope to gain. 
You will have the social, the brilliant side of our enemy, to deal with, and 
I will study the other side of his life ; X will trace out his past in full detail. 
I can talk to the servants in tho hall, to the coachmen in the wine shops, 
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No one will suspect me ; I belong to ‘the people/ and iny blouse and cap 
are no disguise. * 

M. de Bruulh started up in intense excitement. It was a great thing for 
him to find an object of such interest to occupy his empty life. This task 
would absorb the days he so often found endless and wearisome. “Yes/’ 
lie exclaimed, “1 am your’s ^entirely your's ! If 5"Ou want money, any 
amount of money, romember that I am rich ! 

Ti)c young painter had no time to answer, for, at that very moment, a loud 
knock was heard at the library door, Pe Breulh frowmed — “ Goutrau, lot 
me in quick ! ” cried a woman's voice. 

Why, it’s Madame do Boia d'Ardon/* said the bai’on hastily. 

He at once drew back the bolt, and the viacounteas, after her usual style, 
rusliod like a whirlwind into the room, and threw hcrsolf on to a low^ chair, 
IVith her cousin and Andr<i at once saw that her lovely eyes were full of 
tears, and that she was excessively agitated. M. de Breulh had reason 
to fed frightened, for the viscountess was not given to spoiling her com- 
plexion by tears, except for some excellent reason. What’s the trouble ? ” 
ho fuskod, kindly, 

“'riiG greatest misfoi’tune in the world,” she sobbed ; “but you may be 
i.hle to help me — ” 

•‘lie sure of my willingness, CAotildc.” 

“ Can you lend me twenty thousand francs 

A loail was lifted from her cousin’s licart. He smiled. “If that's all,” 
i'lO “dry your eyes, my fair cousin.” 

“ But I must have them this moment—” 

‘ Can you Avait half an hour 7 ” 

“ Yes, but make haste ! ” 

J)e Breulh wrote ten lines, and gave them to a lacquey, with directions to 
go to hife banker’s like the wind. 

“ Thanks ! ” cried Madame de Bois d’Ardon, “ infinite thanks I But the 
moucy isn't everything ; I want a little advice.” 

»Sii})posiug the viacoimtcss would like to be alone with her cousin, Andr6 
roNo to retire, but she stopped him with .a friendly, gracious gcslnrc, 
“ U. main, Monsieur AndnS,” she said; “you are not Uropy besides, I 
wMsii to speak about a person in whom you take a groat interest.” 

“ About Madeiqoiscllo de Mussidau, perhaps ? ” 

“ i’recisely. And now I trust you will be willing to stay 1 ” 

The garrulous viscountess had never in all her life remained for five con- 
secutive minutes in the same state of mind. She had come into the room 
in tears, but she had already dried and forgotten thorn, and seemed thucIi 
amused, “ Upon my word,” she said, “ I never heard of such an extraor- 
dinary adventure os I’ve just had, Gontran. You owe my visit to it. Siicli 
things never happen to any one but me, I really believe ! ” This is a fixed 
belief of Madame de Bois d’Ardou’s. She is persuaded that her life is one 
long succession of events peculiar to heraelf. 

“ I am listening to you, my dear Clotildo,” said her patient cousin. 

“ And your time will not be thrown away. This afternoon, I was just 
going up-stairs to dress— it was very late, for I had had at least twenty 
visitors— but at that very moment another one called, and ho was so close 
on the heels of the footman who announced him, that I couldn’t decently 
give instructions to say I w'asn’t at home. Now% who do you think this 
pf'rson W'as ? Guess ! ” 

'* I can’t imagine I ” 
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** Well, then, it was the Marquis do Croiaeuois,*' 

** The brother of that Croiscnois who disappeared ao strangely twenty 
years ago ? ” 

“Yes — exactly.** 
la ho one of your friends ? ** 

** No, indeed ; I barely know him. I meet him in society occasionally ; 
but X don*t remember over dancing with him. Ho bows to me m the Bois, 
and that’s all.” 

** And yet he calls on you as unceremoniously aathat ? ” 

“ You aro spoiling all my points,’* exclaimed the countess, with a pretty, 
threatening gesture. **Ye8, he comes * unceremoniously like that.’ As 
you may know, lie’s very good-looking, and always well dressed, extremely 
agreeable, and a witty talker. He came under the best possible auspices ; 
for he hrouglit a letter from an old friend of yonr grandmother and mine — 
the Marquise d’Arlango.” 

** Not that eccentric person who is tho godmother of the young Oountoss 
deCommariii?” 

*' Yes, the very same. But I delight in the old lady. She swears like a 
trooper, to be sure ; and when she tells some of her youthful adventures 
she js — well, not to put too lino a point upon it — ^slio Is ipeUante ! ” 

This last word almost caused Andre to leap from his chair. Ho was very 
innocent. Ho knew no other woman belonging to the aristocracy excerpt 
Sabine, and he sometimes thought they all, in some degree, rcserubled his 
most perfect model. He was not aware that ladies of fashion — those, too, 
who were really good and pure — triod their utmost to appear as if they be- 
longed to tho dvmi rnonfle, seemingly fancying that they thus proved their 
cleverness and freedom from prejudice. He did not know that women of 
rank delighted to indulge in all such little bits of slang as carnc to thrir 
knowledge, or tliat they were enraptured when anyone mistook thoni for 
disreputable characters. Thus he had still a great d.eal to learn, as will be 
seen. 

However, tho viscountess talked on. “In tho lettcT Monsieur do 
Croisenois brought me,” she said, “the Marquise d’Arlange stated that he 
was one of her friends, and begged me to grant him, for her sake, the favour 
ho was about to ask.” 

“ Why didn’t she come with him?” 

“ Because sho is kept in lier bod by rheumatism. Of course I told him to 
take a chair, aud assured, him that if 1 could serve liiiu in uny way I would 
do so. We began to talk on general topics, and he told me si mo,« t delight' 
fill story about M. de Cliuchaii and an actrc.ss at the Variiitt^s. X was ex- 
tremely amused, when all at onco I heard a dispute in the hall. I rang to 
ascertain what it meant, when suddenly tlio door opened, and in came A^aii 
Klopen with a very red face.” 

“VanKlopen?” 

“Yes, dorft you know him ? Van Klopen, the dressmaker. I said to 
myself, * He has come here like this because he has just invented something 
especially chict aud wants to submit it to me.’ But do you know what the 
rascal wanted 7 ” 

M. de Breulh did not laugh, but there was a twinkle in his eye as he 
answered, “ Perhaps it was money.” ^ 

This penetration fairly astounded the viscountess, and she' rcmainotl for a 
moment without resuming, “ You arc riglit,” she at last answered gravely. 
“ He brought mo his bill into my very drawing-room, and presented it to 
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me before a stranger. He had forced his way in, in spite of the opposition 
of iny servants. I bad never supposed that Van Klopen, who is employccl 
by the very best people, could have been guilty ol such a piece of im- 
pudence.” 

It is most extraordinary,” answered her cousin indignantly. 

** Well, I ordered him to leave the room, and took it for wanted he 
would obey and apologize. But I was greatly mistaken. The follow flew 
into a passion, threatened me, and declared that if 1 did not pay him at 
once, ho would go to my husband.” • 

M! de Bois d*Ardon was the most generous of men, and allowed his wife 
a very lai-ge sum indeed for her pei'soual requirements, it being an undci ' 
siiuiding that she should never run into debt. M. do Breulh wiis aware of 
this, and so he asked, “Was the bill a heavy one? ” 

“ He had brought it up to nineteen thousand and several hundred francs. 
Jiriagine my horror when I saw it. The sum was so enormous that I 
Inunbly entreated Van Klopen to be patient, and promised him to call dur- 
ing tlic day and pay him a certaui sum on account. But my evident terror 
increased his audacity, and he seated himself in an arm-chair and declared 
)ii' would remain there until 1 gave him the money, or until he had seen iny 
husliand.” 

“ And what did Croiaenoia do all the time ?” cried M. de Breulh, enraged 
i .• It car that his cousin had been treated so impudently. 

Nothing, at first ; but at this last insolent threat he rose, drew out a 
pocket-book, and threw it in Van Klopeii’s face, saying at the same tinic, 

I 'ay yoiu*self, scoundrel, and bo off with you 1 * ” 

“ And then the scamp went away — 

“ No, indeed. *I must give you a receipt,* he said, turning to the mar- 
Tpn's ; ami he pulled writing materials out of his pocket, and scrawled at 
bottom of the bill, * Keceived from Monsieur do Croibcnois, on account 
of Madame la Vicomtesse do Boia d’Ardon, the sum of, etc., etc,* ” ’ 

“ Oh ! indeed ! really so? ” ejaculated M. do Breulh in tlie moat peculiar 
tone. “ Well, 1 suppose that after Van Klopen had left, M. dc Croiscnuis 
no longer hesitated to ask you the favour ho had come about ? ” 

The viscountess shook her head. “ No, you aro mistaken. I had the 
'.M oatest difficnlty in making him speak ; hut at last he aeknowledgi'.d IhaL 
lie was desperately in love with Mademoiselle de Musaidau ; and bc^gcil 
me to present himd:o her father, s^nd use all my iniluenco on his behalf.” 

Andre and M. do Breulh started simultaneously to their feet, as if stung 
by the same viper. “ It is ho ! ” they both excLaimed. 

^J'heir movements w'ero so abrupt and threatening that Madame dc Lkils 
d’Ardon gave vent to a shrill little cry ot terrified surprise. “It is h ‘ ! ’'slic. 
repeated, looking from ono to the other. “ What on earth do you mean 'i ” 
“That your Marquis do Groiaenois is a wretch, w'ho has imposed on 
Madame d'Arlango.** 

“ Very possibly ; but — ” 

“Liston, Clotilde ; listen to our reasons.** 

Ami immediately, with oxtrerao vivacity, the baron laid the entire sitna- 
tiun before her, showed her poor Sabine*s letter, and repcatc'd AndrO’s de- 
ductions almost word for word. Clotildo must have been deeply interested, 
for sho never once interrupted him. She gave an occasional nod of the Jiead, 
but that was all. However, when ]>e Breulh had finished, with a wise little 
air that was very licwitching she said, “ Your reasoning is all good, except 
that you start wrong. Let me have the floor now. You say thero's a 
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iiiysturioiTs suitor. If lie obtains Sabiue'a hand how will he do bo ? Through 
some myatorioua power he exercises over the count and the oountess--by 
means of threats^ 1 suppose.” 

“ Of course ; that’s clear to any one.” 

To bo sure ; but, my dear Gontran, it is clear that this mysterious 
Suitor nuist have some sort of connection with the family he threatens 
litter strangers couldn’t exercise compulsory power, you know. Now, M. 
do Oroisenois has never set his foot inside the Hdtel do Mussidan — ^he knows 
Octave so little that he came to ai^ me to introduce him.” 

^ This remark was so specious and peremptory that De Brculli olTcred no 
objection. You are right,” ho said, under his breath. 

' But Andr^ was not easily diverted from the scent. “ 1 tidinit,” said he, 
that at first sight this aeenis to destroy our theory ; but 1 suspect that, 
matters are not quite as they seem to be ; and the more 1 reflect about tin.- 
0 XtraoTdmai*y scone the viscountess has described, the more my suspicionH 
are couflnned. Allow mo to ask a few questions. Didn’t Van Klopen’s 
proceedings strike you as very odd f ” 

“ Monstrous, sir ; revolting 1 unheard of I ” 

“ Are you not one of his best customers ? ” 

** Yes ; I have spent a fortune in his establishmeut.” 

AndrO looked as if this information pleased lam. 

“But,” cacclaiined De Bronlh, “it isn’t so very strange after all on Viin 
Klopcn’s part. Didn’t ho bring an action against Madame de Kovernay ? " 

' “ That may be ; but wo have yet to learn,” said Andr<^, “that he pushed 
his way into her salon, presented his bill before a stranger, and then seated 
liimaelf and refused to budge.” 

“ And wo have yet to learn,” urged the viscountess, “ that she paid liiin 
seventeen thousand francs ou .*iccount last month, as X did. ” 

“Then his insulting conduct towards you, madame, is all the more ino>r- 
pllcable,” said Andri^ ; and turning tovrards M de Breulb he asked, “Do 
yoti know M. do Croisonois ? ” 

“Oh! very little, lie belongs to an excellent family, I know, and lii.^ 
elder brother George was highly esteemed by everyone.” 

“Is ho rich?” , A 

“I fan^ not; but some day he will come into poeae.ssion of a largo 
fortune. In the meantime, he probably has more debts than income.” 

“And TOt he happened to have twenty thousand francs in his pocket : 

That’s ratlior a large siuii for a man to carry about him when he makes a 
^11; £^d then, too, it’s rather odd that it should happen to be precisely 
the sum required to pay a dressmakers bill.” Andr^ seemed to have greatly 
changed since he began speaking. The thought of Sabine’s danger in .spired 
him 'with energy and swift perception, and like a ma^atratc (piestiomng a 
witneae, he spoke imperatively, pursuing his investigation point by point. 
“Then, tbo, there's another strange thing,” said he. “Madame do Bois 
d’A^on hM told tts that Van Klopen received the pocket-book full in his 
face. Did he say nothing ? ” 

“Not a word-” 

“ He accepted the insult without a wink 7 Ho didn't even ask this 
stranger, why he meddled in the matter ? ” 

“1 didn't think of it^at the time ; but it was certainly very odd^” 

“One moment^ if you please. Did Van Kloiion open the pocket-book 
and count the notes before he wrote the receipt ? ” 

, Madame de Bois d’Ardon frowned, and seemed to make an urgent appeal 
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to her memory* “ I’m not certain,** Bhc said hesitatingly. You know 
that 1 was naturally much disturbed and troubled ; but I feel almost sure 
that 1 never saw the notes in Van Klopen’s hands.’* 

Andre’s face was radiant. “Bettor and butter!'* he exclaimed. Ho 
was told to pay himself ; but he didn't even look to see how much was in 
tlio pocket-book. He simply pocketed it, and gave a receipt. Let us also 
note the fact that M. do Oroisenois had apparently neither card nor letter 
ill this pocket-book; nothing, in fact, but‘tho sum of twenty thousand 
francs, which was precisely what waa needed.’* 

“ It doesn’t seem altogether natural,” murmured De Breulh. 

“Wait a bit,” said Andrd, hastily* “Your bill, madame, was not 
twenty thousand francs precisely?” 

“ Ko,” answered the viscountess. “Van Klopen ought to have returned 
some change, a hundred and thirty or a hundred and fifty francs — somo- 
tliuig like tnkt.’* 

“.And he didn’t? *’ 

“ ; but then he was so much excited.” 

“Do you think so, madame? And yet he recollected he had writing 
liifitcrialH iti his pocket, and remembered to give a receipt.” 

'('he viscountess was dumbfounded. It seemed to her that a thick fog had 
(m cu before her eyes, and was now clearing away. 

“ Then, ’’continued Andrd, “Van Klopen wrote the recc3ipt, but how did 
ht* know L)e Croisenoia’s naml^? How did he know who he wus, unless he had 
' I cu liim before ? And now, one more niicetion : AVhat has become of this 
' . H ipt — ” 

He stopped short, for Madame de Bois d’Ardon had turned veryi>ale, 
airl was perccntibly trembling. “Ah!” she said, “I felt all the time 
liinf. some tctrible misfortune was about to overtske mo. It was on this 
\cry point that I wanted to speak to you, Gontran, and ask your advice.” 

“ ((o on, Clotildo.” 

“ Well, yon see, I haven’t got this lull. M. dc Croisenois crushed it in 
his li.uid and throw it down on tlio table ; but aftcrwai’ds he picked it up 
mechanically, and jint it m his pocket.” 

Andre waa triurnphanf; now. “The game's clear,” he said. “M. do 
Croisciiois needed your influence, madame, and was determined to put a 
idusal out of your power. Now, even supposing you took no interest 
in him, wouldn't you feel yon owed him, well, to use a vulgar phrase, ‘a 
good turn,* oil account of these twenty thousand franca so generously 
leufc you by him at a moment of great necessity.” 

“ Yes, you are right ! ” 

Many times in her life had the amiable viscountess risked her name, her 
reputation, her happiness and her husband’s, for some more fanoy — or 
through sheer indolence. She had had many a fright, but never such a 
tctTihle one as this. “ Good heavens ! ” she cried, “ why do you alarm me 
in this way? It isn’t generous. What do you suppose M. de Croisenois 
could possibly do with this receipt ? ” 

What could ho do with it? Sue knew only too w'ell, and yet with that 
moral weakness, which is os inconceivable os.it is ooinmoii, .she refused to 
look the danger in the face, or even to admit that there was any danger at 
all. “He will do nothing,” said her cousin, “nothing, if you watiiay es- 
pouse his cause ; but, juvst hesitate for a moment, and he’ll show yon that 
you have no choice in the matter : that you must ho his ally, for ho holds 
your honour in his hands.” 

VOL. I. 
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THE ST/AVB!^^ SfAltiB, 

“And, unfortunately,” added ♦‘a, woman’s reputation has always 

been, and always will bo, at tbo, a fool, or a knave I ” 

“ Ko I no 1” exclaimed as distressed as a child who has 

just been frightened by its ndrse Wt^ frightful hobgoblin talc. “You 

are oxaggerating—you are surely deceiving yourselves.” 

“ What? ” answered her cousin, sadly. “ You are well aware that in 
these days of extravagant toilettes, there are women of fashion, who riiiu 
their lovers quite as adroitly as a class of creiitures X don’t care to speak 
about. To-morrow, at his club, De Oroisonois may say : ‘ That little Bois 
d’Ardon costs mo a mint of money I * And then, pcrliaps, he’ll show your 
bill of twenty thousand francs receipted in his name. What will bo the 
conclusion, then ? ” 

V People will do me the honour to believe — ” 

“No, pwjple will do you no honour whatever, Glotildo. Qomo, now, 
who on earth urould believe it to be a loan ? Folks will simply say : ♦That 
little viscountess is a terrible coquette. The money he^ husband gives her 
isn’t enough, and so she’s eating im poor Crolsenois.’ And every man in 
tile club will laugh knowingly. You know that, you know such things 
occur every day. And a little later, mind, the story will reach your 
husband’s ears, considerably enlivened and embellished. ” 

The poor viscountess wrung her hands in despair. “ It’s terrible ! ” she 
sobbed. “ And do you know, Bois d’Ardon would really believe the worst, 
lie decLues that a woman like myself, who sets the fashion in the matter of 
toilettes, is capable of anything to maintain her pre-eminence and drive 
other w-omcn to despair. Yes, he has often saiil it.” Be Breulh’s and 
Andre’s silence told Clotildo that they agreed with her husband. “'J’his 
mania for dross has been my ruin ,” she added. “ I ought to be the happiest 
of women, and should be but for tliat. Never I no, never will I have 
another bill anywhere again 1 ” 

Madame do Bois d’Ardon habitually took this same heroic resolution each 
time a heavy invoice reached her, but the oatJis of a woman of fashion ruid 
those of a drunkard arc siirprisingW alike, and thus the viscountess speedily 
relapsed into her old ways. “ NoW', tell me, Goi^an,” said she, “ what I 
had best do ? You will help me, I’m sure. Cai^ you ask Be Croisenois 
for that wretched bill ? ” 

M de Breulh hesitated. “ I can, of course, but such a stop would rather 
do you harm than good. J have no decisive proofs against him, you know'. 
And if he’s the man I believe, he Avill deny every tiling. For mo to go to 
him, would be to show him you have ‘divined his intentions, aiid would 
make an enemy of him for life.” 

“And, besides,” added Andr<i, “you would put the man on his guard, 
and he would escape us.” 

The unfortunate viscountess looked from the one to the other in despair. 
“ Am I utterly lost, then ? ” she cried, amid her tears ; “ am I to remain 
all my life in thie power of this odious being, coiidomued to obey him like a 
slave ? ” 

Andr^ came to the rescue. *‘No, madame,” he answered, “reassure 
yourself. 1 shall be able ere jong, 1 think, to reduce M. de Crolsenois to 
such a positiqn that, instead of ordering and threatening, he. will have to 
obey. However, one more question. What did you say when he asked 
you to introduce him to the Mussidans ? ” 

“ Nothing positive, for I thought of you and Sabine.” 

“ Then, madame, sleep in peace to-night. As long as he hopes for your 
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assistance, he will take care not to annoy you. So serve his interests, intro- ^ 
clucc him to M. dc Miissidan, and sing his praises.” :■ 

"But you, sir?” J 

" I, madame, aided by M. de Breulh, will tpil to unmask this scoundrel^ 
And the more secure he believes himself to be, the easier our task.” 


He was here interrupted by the arrival of the servant who had lieen sent 
by Do Breulh to the bank. When the laccjuey had left the room, his master 
took tho notes and placed them in his cousin’s hands. " Here, my dear 
Clotildc, is the money for De Croisenois. Take iny advice and send it to 
liiin this evening with a gracious note.” 

" Tliaiiks, (i outran. I will do precisely as you say.” 

" And don’t fail to slip into your letter a word of hope in reference to the 
introduction. What do you say, Andi'd ? ” 

But Andvd was buried in thought. "I think,” he answered finally, 
" that if ft receipt could be obtained for this sum from Croisenois 
would, be something gained.” 

" Are you jesting ? ” 

"By no moans.” 

" But the mere request would awaken the rascal’s suspicionB.” 

"Possibly,” answered tho painter. "And yet—-” He turned hastily 
towards tho viscountess, " Do you happen to have a maid you can roly oii, 
iiia<laino ? ” he asked. 


" Vos, 1 have one as true as gold and as sharp as steel,” 

" Very well. Then give that girl the letter and tho package of bank 
notes separately. Drill her thoroughly. When she sees Do Croisenois Ic'fc 
1‘icr pretend to be terrified at the largo amount of money she has boon 
trusted with. Tell her to mako O^igreat fuss, and tainsist on having a pv ' 
cL'ipt to relieve her of all rosponsiSlityil’ ‘ 

" That sounds feasible, certainly,” said'‘t>e Breulh. 

" And she will do it,” exclaimed thejyi^untcss, eagerly. " Joaephiiu' 
hasn’t her equal for pigging such a farce?’ 

And at the idea trickery, a smile spread over Madame do Boi.s 

d’Ardoii’s face, was gone ; she felt that mulor tho protoctiou 

rf these two men fear no danger. "Trust to mo, to 

Oruisenois in a good h4ih*>nr,” she said. "In a fortnight’s time I will be 
liis confidante, and you shall know all ho tells me.” She clinched her 
pretty little fist with a threatening gesture, and resumed : " After all, it’s 
mir enough. Why did ho come near me ? As for Van Klopcu, what on 
earth 1 am to do without him, Heaven only knows. Where am I to tin n ? 
There isn’t another man in Paris who can dress me with such chic f ” And 


KO saying, she rose to leave, "I’m tired out,” sho added ; "four friends 
of my husband’s dine with us to-day. So 1 must be off. Adieu, or rather, 
(lu revoir,” Then light-hearted and siniling as usual she hurried to her 


carriage. 

"And such are tho women of nowadays,” sighed M. de Broulh ; "and 
whenever you come acro.ss one with a vestige of a heart, she’s utterly 
without brains.” 

But AndrC was too much engrossed witl^his fixed idea to reply to this 
observation. "Now,” he exclaimed, " Croisenois belongs to us. We havo 
our starting point , He holds M. de Mussidan no doubt much as he fancies ho 
holds your cousin. Wo know this honourable gentleman’s ways of working. 
He robs you of your secrets, and blackmails you afterwards. But we are 
ahead of him. lie shall make nothing out of H. do Mussidan.” 
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' It i«i by no means agreeable for a aellisli bachelor to be suddenly dis- 
. possef>sed of a cosy homo, in which he has surrounded himself with all kinds 
of celibatarian luxuries and comforts. In fact, anything more disagreeable 
can scarcely bo imagined ; and yet this was what Dr. Hortebizc had now 
to submit to, in consequence of Mascarot’s request (presented by worthy 
' Father Tantaino) that he would kindly give hospi^lity to young Paul 
' Violaine. The amiable epicurean turned pale and shuddered at the mere 
thought of this intrusion. To share his rooms, or have^them invaded by a 
f huisnifr seemed to him much about the same thing. His life was to be dis- 
> organized, his habits hampered, and his liberty compromised. What could 
» ho do, where could he go, what plcasui-B could he allow himself, with this 
, youth os his guest perforce, sloping under his roof, eating at his table, 
^ following him everywhere, hanging in fact to his coat tails like a child 
hangs to it’s nurse’s ai)ron ? No more delightful restaurant dinners in tlio 
society of appreciative companions — no more of tlioso mysterious feminine 
visitors he received in the evening with curtains closely drawn, after all 
' his servants had been sent to the tiicatre. Thus in his heart he devoutly 
wished that the earth would open and swallow up both the honourable 
^ Masoarot and hisjprof^g^. 

Still the idea of evamng the instructions he had received never entered 
, bis mind. Knowing the agent’s desimis, he realized that it was of capital 
. imTOrtanco to watmi Paul daring the first few days. The lad must be 
pofished, dazzled and so transformed as to create a perfect chasm between 
his past and his future. And, inoreovor, it was indispensable that he 
should in some measure bo prepared to hoar the truth. His couscienco 
must be hardened, so as to resist all qualms. Accordingly the doctor re- 
• signed himself to the task before him. » 

P{iul found him a most agreeable companion, clever and witty, with an 
. inexhaustible fund of anecdotes ; a facile counsellor, moreover, preaching 
but a mild morality, and unscrupuloipi philosophy, ' For five days they re- 
mained together, breolcfasting nt the best restaurants, driving in the Pois, 
and dining at the doctor’s dub. Tho evenings were rcgulafly spent at 
jSr. Martin Ri gal’s, tho doctor playing cards with the banker, while Paul 
and Flavia talked apart in low voices, or Indulged in music. 

But nothing is eternal hero below. Paul bad only led this existence for 
five days, when Tantaino suddenly called and announced he had come to fetch 
him and his luggage. *'l’vo arranged the most charming little retreat in 
the world for 
keeping with 

^^Where is 

Tantaino smiled knowingly. V Having an eye to the preservation of your 
Bhoedeathei')” he answered, '*l’vo secured rooms for you very near M. 
Martin Rigal’s.’^ 

The old man was without hi^ equal in such matters. He knew every- 
thing and everybody, and foresaw all emcrgcucios and contingencies. 
Paul realized this at nis first glr.nce round his new home. It was in the 
Rue Montmartire, almost at tho corner of the Rue Joquelet, that Tantaino 
had found these rooms, modest ones, such as an artist W'ho had overcome 
tho first difficulti^ of life, and saw a future opening before him, would feel 


you, said he, ot course, it isn t as fine as hero, but it s in 
your position.” 
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justified in occupy lug. The apartment, situated on the third floor, com- 
prised a small vestibule, a dressing-room, and two chambers— one for sleeps 
iug in, tho Other for work, both tastefully arranged, the latter having a 
piano near the window. Everything was neat and clean— furniture, hang- 
ings and ornaments, but nothing was new, and Paul was struck by tlio 
fact that this apartment, rented and furnished for him onl;j^ three days pre- 
viously, seemed to have been long inhabited. Furniture is of course not 
animated, except by spirit rappers, and yet all those goods and chattels, 
tlie very rooms themselves, seemed palpitating with lif& You might liavc 
sworn that the tenaut bad merely gone out for a lounge, and would soon bo 
home again. The b^d looked as if it were still warm, and two half burned 
candles added to the general impression. Beside tho bed were a pair of 
slippers that had already been worn. Tho firo was not quite Out, and on 
tho mantelshelf was a cigar stiunp ; a sheet of music paper with a few bars 
written down^ lying oii xlic table in the work room. Paul so fancied him'- 
ficlf ill another person’s abode that ho at once exclaimed ; — But sir, this 
apartment is inhabited already — ” 

“ \V(i are in your home, my dear boy.” 

“ Then you bought everything as it stood, and tho owner simply walked 
out.” 

Tantaiuo socmccl os deliglited as a school-boy who has played some prac 
th al joke. For a whole year,” said ho, “ you have been the solo tenauL 
ul tills apartment. Don’t you know your own home ? ” 

Paul listened with his mouth wiile open, as if confronting some mystery. 
“ I don’t understand you,” he said, finally, “ You are je.sting, 1 presume.” 

** I was never more in earnest. You have lived here for more than a 
year. Do you want proof of what I say ? ” So saying, he ran to the top 
of tho stikirs without waiting for a reply, and shouted out : ** Mother Bro- 
grit ! Como up stairs, please.” Then turning to Paul, ho added : ** Tho 
ronciorge will be here immediately.” 

A nioiriciit '.lator, an elderly woman, repulsively obese, with a very red 
no.<;ie, and an obsequious air, belied by tho expression of her eyes, twinkling 
under heavy grey brows, oamo panting and pufiing into tho room. 
“Cood-morning, Mother Bregot,’^ said Tantaiuo gaily. “I wanted tu 
spuik to you a momeut.” 

“All right, sir.” 

'IViiitaiiie pointed to Paul. “You know this gcntloman, 1 suppose ? ” 

“ What a question — do I know one of our tenants ? ” 

“ What’s his name ? ” 

“ Paul.” 

“ Nothing more ? ” 

“ \Voll sir, he’s generally called Paul, and nothing elso. It isn’t his 
fault if he never knew his father or mother.” 

“ What’s his profession? ” 

“ lie’s an artist. He gives lessons on the piano, composes and coines 
music.” 

“ What does he make in this way ? ” 

“Yon adc me too much, air, bat I ahould aay that it ought to be three or 
four hundred francs a month.” 

“ And that’s enough for him?” 

“Oh, yes ; but tl^n he’s so economical and sensible, and well-behaved ! 
A regular girl— at least, if I had a girl, I should like her ^ resemble him. 
He work.s hard, and is always neat and well dressed.” Sne drew out her 
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^ 8iiiiir-box» took a copious pinch, and then in a tone of profound conviction, 

' added ; “ He’s liandsome too.” 

! Tantaino’s face beamed good-naturedly. ‘‘ You seem to have known M. 

' l^xiil a Iquc tiiucp as you are so well acquainted with his ailaira.” 

should think I ought to know something about him and his business, 
since he has lived here for nearly fifteen montlis, and I’vo attended to his 
i rooms all the time.” 

“Do you know whore ho lived before he came hero ? ” 

[ “Of course I do, for I went to find out about him. Ho lived in the Rue 
; Jacob, on tlie other side of the Seine. The people over there were sorry to 
\ have him leave, too, but be w'anted to be nearer hia work at tlic public 
j library in the Rue Richelieu,” 

c Tantainc lifted his finger. “That’ll do, Mother Brogot,” said ho, “now 
[ leave me alone with this gentleman.” 

Paul had listened to these extraordinary (j^ucstions and answers wdth the 
air of a man who is uncertain whether he is asleep or awake. Tantaino 
: stood near the open door until the concierge was down stairs again ; then 
. ho closed it carefully, and, wdth a hearty laugli, returned to Mascarot’s 
“ What do you say to that ? ” 

It took Paul a minute or two to regain the power of speech. He 
struggled to collect his ideas. He remembered what Dr. Hortebize had 
said to him fully a dozen times within the last five days. “Don’t be 
; astonished at anything, but expect the most extraordinary events. Bo 
^I>repared.” Thus mindful the young fellow wonderfully retained his self- 
: possession under this first attack. “ 1 suppose,” he said finally, “ that you 
told this woman what to say.” 

OKI Tantaine sliruggcd his shoulders in evident despair and disappoint- 
ment. “ Merciful heavens ! ” said he, with withering contempt which lio 
took no pains to conceal. “If that’s all you understand from the scene 
you’ve just witnessed we are far enough from the point wo wish to reach.” 

This tone piqued the restless vanity of Mascarot’s proUyS. “I beg 
your pardon,” he rejoined sulkily, “1 understand that this scene is a x)rc- 
i face tJ) some laomance.” 

These words delighted Tantaine’s very soul, “Yes, my lad,” he cried, 
enthusiaatically, “ yea ; but it’s also an indispensable preface. The romance 
will be revealed to you at the proper moment, and you will understand 
what success awaits you if you only play your pi»ri with skill.” 

“ Why not tell me now ? ” 

Tantaino shook bis head, “ Patience 1 ” he said, “ patience I iii^petuous 
youth. Paris was not built in a day. Let yourself be guided-— yield with- 
. out fear to your protectors, let us strengthen you for the burden. To-day 
you’ve received your first lesson. Now think it over.” 

“ My first lesson ? ” 

“ Call it a rehearsal, my lad, if you choose. I preferred to put what I 
hod to tell you into another person’s mouth, or rather into action, os it wore, 
thus hoping to engrave it more deeply on your mind and memory. Every- 
thing that good woman said, must be looked upon by you as true. It is 
trtte. When vou have so persuaded yourself you will be ready for the 
battle. Till then you must rest on your arms. Remember this, no one 
impresses another with a truth he himself doubts of. There lias never 
been a single impostor of any celebrity who wasn’t his own first dupe.” 

At this Word “^poster,” Mascarot’s started and tried to protest, 

but with a wave of the hand Taxitaiue enjoined silence. “One of my 
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ho sakl, '‘lived on terms of great intimacy with a false Louis 
XVil., and he related to me a quantity of tlio particulars of this spurious 
prince’s life. This young fellow, who was the sou of a shocniaiier at 
Amiens, was so successful in assuming the personality of the young king, 
that, accidentally meeting a girl of his town, whom ho had once dearly 
loved, he actually didn’t recognise her.** 

Oh ! that’s not possible ! ’’ interrupted Paul, 

“I tell you 4c didnH recognise her. Now see what perfection ?/o?^ can 
attain in this line. Don’t smile, the matter is serious enough, I ui><sure yrni. 
You must, as it were, cast your own skin aside, and slip into uiiothcr innu’.s. 
Paul Violainc — tho illegitimate son of a woman who kept a thread-nnd- 
ncc<llo shop at Poitiers — Bose’s artless lover — no longer exists. Ho dlcil 
of starvation in a garret at tho H6tcl de P6rou as Madame Lou pi as will 
prove when needed.” 

Taiitaine was ill earnest, as it was plain to see. Jio had cast aside his. 
mask of jesting joviality, and it was in brief, dcj-ided words tliat lie drove 
his ideas intoliis listener’s torpid brain. “ You must got rid of your old 
solf as you would got rid of an old coat, which a man tosses aside and tor* 
gets. You must get rid of all i-ccollcction, and entirely so, so that if .uiy 
one called out 'Eh, Violaiuo?’ in tho street, you would never dream of 
turning round.” 

Although Paul had been warned to prenaro himself for this le sson, he 
felt ids reason flicker, so to say, like a candle in a draugiit. Well, who 
an' I, then ? ” lie stammered, 

Xantainc smiled sardonically. "The concicrgc told you. You arc Paul 
- Paul nothing. You were brought up at the Enfants-TroiivcK, and ne\< r 
knew your parents. You have lived here for flfloen months, and previously 
;you resided in tho Rue Jacob. Your concierge knows no inoro. ihit yen 
sliiill go with mo to tho Kuo Jacob. The concicrgc there will know you, 
f!ud tell you where you lived before. Perhaps, after, a time, if w»j irc 
diligent and watchful, we may be able to trace you back to your childhood, 
and even find a father for you I ” 

Paul looked up quickly. “ Put suppose I am questioned about niy jiast 
life?” he asked. “That might easily happen, you know. Suppose M- 
Martin Eigal or Mademoiselle Flavia questioned me ? ” 

“Ah, lial Now I understand. Don’t be concerned, however. You 
fjhall be provided with documents so explicit and precise, that if they re- 
quire it you will be able to give them the history of every hour, so to spcidv, 
of tho three and twenty years you have lived in this world.” 

“ Then, 1 presume tho person whoso place I take was a music’ an and 
composer like myself.” 

Tantaine by this time was utterly out of patience, and lie swore a mighty 
oath. “ Are you playing the simpleton,” he asked, “or arc you speaking 
in good faith ? Now have I told you that you have taken any one’s place ? 
^Vhy do you talk in this way ? No one but you has ever Jived here. Didn't 
you hoar the concierge ? ” 

“Yes; but — ” 

“ Heavens ar.d earth ? She told yon you were an artiat. Y'ou arc a self- 
made man ; and while waiting until your abilities as a composer are duly 
recogniaed, you give lessons.*” 

‘‘ Lessons ? But lessons to w'hom ? ” 

Tautainc turned to a bowl on the mantelshelf, and took out three \nsit- 
ing cards. “Here are the names and addresses of three pupils of you i':;, 
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who will each give you a hundred francs a month for two lessons weekly. 
Two of them will assure you, if you doubt it, that you have been their 
teacher for a long time. The third, Madame Graudorge, a widow, will 
swear that she owes everything she knows of music, which is no little, to 
your lessons. To-morrow you will cfdl on these pupils at the hour noted 
on their cards. You will be received as if you were au habitiid of the 
house, and you will try to be as much at ease as if that were really the casc.^’ 
“ I will endeavour to obey you.** 

“One word more. In addition to your lessons, and so as to increase 
your earnings, you oopy fragments of old unpublished operas for wealthy 
amateurs, at the National Library. On the piano lies the work you ra'e 
now doing for the Marquis do CroiBenois<-a charming work by Valscrra, 
‘ I tredic%niesi' ” 

Tantaine now took Paul’s ann, and made him visit the rooms in detail. 

You see,*’ said he, nothing has been forgotten — any one would have 
supposed you had lived here a century. Like a young man who has always 
lea, a regular life, you have, of cdurse, some little savings, which you will 
iiud in the drawer of tho writing-table — eight shares in the Orleans KaiLway 
line, smd a thousand francs or so in cash.*’ 

Questions liuiumerablc surged to Paul’s lips, but his companion v;as 
already on the threshold, and only delayed to say : ** 1 will come' back to- 
morrow’ with the doctor. ” Then wishing his pupil a sarcastically deferential 
good-bye, he added, as Mascarot had done : “ You- will be a duke yet.” 

The concierge, Mother Bregot, was Jying in wait for Tantaine, and as 
. eooii as she saw him coming down stairs, with his head bowed iis if iio were 
in serious thought, she baatened towards him as quickly as her bulk w'oiild 
allow of. '* How did 1 do it, Pather Tantaine ? ” she asked. 

” Hush 1 ” he answered, roughly pushing hessinto her room, the door of 
, which stood open. ** Hush 1 Are you mad to talk like that out Imre at 
the risk of being overheard by the first chance comer ? ” 

Ho seemed so angry that the concierge almost trembled, ** 1 hope,” she 
; stammered, “ that 1 pleased you by my replies.” 

“You did it very well, Mother Bregot, very well* Yon grasped the idea 
perfectly. I shall have a good report to make of you to M, Mascarot.” 

“ 1 am glad of 'that ! So no w Bregot and 1 are safe. ” 

The old man shook bis bead donbtiully. * ' Safe 1 ” he answered. < < Well, 
1 don’t know about that yet. The master has a long arm, to be sure, but 
■. you have enemies — many enemies. AU the servants in the house exoorate 
you, and they would be only too pleased-— I’m sure of that— if yon were to 
meet with trouble.” 

“ Oh, really 7 1 don’t understand it ; for we, both my husband and my- 
self, have been very good to them all.” 

“You are good to them just now, no doubt, for you wish to have them 
on your side ; but you know it was very different formerly. You were 
very foolish, you and your husband both. The law admits of no ovation— 
. Article 386, paragraph 3, means a long term of solitary confinement — and 
vour weak point is, you were seen with the bunch of keys in your hands, 
by the two women on the second floor.” 

Tho portly oonoie^e turned very pale, clasped her han<i» Mudf in 
entreatmg tones : “ Sjmk lower, sir — beg you— lower I ” , 

“ The great mistake you made was in not coining to^oohs^lt my master 
eatlicr. There had already been considerable gossip, and the police had 
got on inkling of the affair.’’ 
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Yea, but if M. Maaoarot pleased — 

“ Jlo does please, my good woman, and really desires to serve you. I’m 
quite sure he will succeed in suppressing tho inquiry, or if it must proceed 
after all, he will at least secure several witnesses in your favour. Only, 
yon know, he expects service for service, and he must be implicitly 
obeypd." 

Tho dear, good man ! We would pass through fire and water for him, 
Brogot and I, while my daughter Euphdmie, would do anything in the 
world for him.” 

The old man started back, for tho woman, in her enthusiastic gratitude, 
looked as if she was about to throw herself on his neck. **TUe inastcr 
doesn’t care much about this fire and water business,” said ho, he only 
asks you never to vary a hair’s breadth in your statements about Paul. He 
cx])cc ts absolute discretion. If you over breathe one word of tlie great secret 
coutided to you, he will give you up to justice, and then, as 1 told you, 
Article ^ 

It was evident that each oHusioii to this clause in the Code, which cn^ 
unciatrs the penalties inflicted on servants who rob their employers, .quite 
tcrrilied the old woman. ** If my head were under the axe,” she declared, 
“I would repeat to the last gasp that M. Paul had been my lodger for over 
Cl yeai', that he’s an artist, and all the rest of it. As to breathing one word 
of all you tell me, Vd sooner cut my tongue out. NoW do y('U bcliove 
mo ! ” 

Her tone was so earnest and sincere that Tantaiiie rt^overed his usual 
fi^uanimity. “ Keep to your word,” he said, ** and on that condition I’rn 
a\ithorised to bid you hope. Yes, the day our young man’s aflairs are 
settled, you will receive from me a little paper, which will make you as 
wliitc as snow, and enable you to tell every one you’ve been infamously 
slandered.” 

This was an absolute bargain, and Mother Bregot must have so under- 
stood it. ** May the dear fellow succeed quickly ! ” she said. 

* ‘ It won’t be very long, 1 assure you. But don’t forget that in tho mean- 
time you mustn’t take your eyes off him for a moment — ” 

“ Oh, depend on me, I won’t forget,” 

** And no matter who calls, I am to know it at once>-boy or woman, 
maxi or servant, Hothing is too trivial for you to report to me. ” 

** Ko one can get up stairs without my seeing and nearing them.” 

'* And if anv one calls, except the master. Dr. Hortebize. and I, you 
must come and report it at the Office immediately.” 

“ Never fear, ill let you know it in five minutes.” 

Tantaino reflected for a moment. “ I yronder if this is all I had to sa^ ? 
Ah ! I remember. Note the hours this young fellow keeps. Tallc to him 
cia little as possible, but watch him attentively, whenever you are doing 
his rooms, whenever he goes out or comes homo,” With these words Tau- 
taino turned to leave, paying but little heed to Mother Bregot’s zealous pro- 
testations, “ Watch 1 waten!” were his last words. “Above all, don’t 
let him make a fool of himself.” 

This last caution was for the time being unnecessary. Paul had no 
thought of doing anything whatever. Whilst he was under Tantaine’s eyes 
I he had from vanity protended to be unmoved by the strand position in 
I which lie found himself ; but as soon as he was alone, ho sauK into a chair 
' in a state of absolute terror and bewilderment. When a man disguises 
i himself, assumes a false name and costume, ho usually docs so for a brief 
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interval ; he knows that he will sooner or later become himself again. But 
Paul was called upon to discard his pcrsouality for ever. He would per* 
haiMi become wealthy, marry Plavia, sport a title and 'a noble name ; l>ut 
wealth, wife, and dignities, w'ould all be the outcome of a soandaloUB piece 
of deception. Never, no never, could he become himself” again. He 
would be like an actor, like a masquerader, compelled to wear his mask 
and. hired costume till the day of his death. His death indeed I Ho re- 
membered with a shudder that old Tantaine had said, Paul Violaine is 
dead ; ” and in fact it seemed as if he were bereft of something already. 
Had any one, before, ever been circumstanced as he was ? Ay, ves, he re- 
membered now a celebrated case, which he had read about^the case of 
Coginard, the bold bandit, who assumed the style and title of Com to dc 
8aint-H4l^ne, and whose martial air was admired by all Paris when he 
figured at the royal reviews. Cognard had shaken off the past, and become 
a nobleman, hououre<f and respected. So artfully had his scheme been 
combined, that ho had fiviiciod himself secure from detection. But what 
hapj[>cncd ? Why, he was denounced by an old companion of the ball and 
chain, a comrade who liad known him at the hagiie of Brest. The hagne— 
the gftJleys—iiicarccration for life ! Paul must risk all this in the danger 
ous game ho w'as called u^Km to i)lay. Might ho not be rccoguieod by sonic 
forgotten comrade or acquaintance, who, in the moment of triumph, would 
scornfully point at him, and exclaim : He a xiobicmau — a duke 't Why, 
liis name's Paul Violaine, and his mother kept a petty thrcad-and-nocdlo 
sliop, in the liue des Vignes at Poitiers \ ” 

What would he do then ? Would he have the requisite courage and self- 
possession to turn laughingly towards Ins accuser, and cheerfully say : 
** Look at me again, my friend, and sCe if you are not mistaken I for I uover 
saw you before.” 

Paul felt that he was incapable of such audacious impudence, and the 
conviction of not being equal to the task Increased his fright. If he had 
not been already engaged and compi'omiscd, if ho had known what to 
do, whore to go and how to live, he would no doubt have taken to flight. 
But could he possibly venture on such a course 7 Albeit, inexperienced, ho 
realised that men like Mascarot, Horteblze, and Tantaine, did not willingly 
contido their secrets to the winds. The revelations they had made to him 
conclusively showed that they considered him to be altogether in their 
power. Paid had a clear perception of what being in Mascarot's power 
signified. He felt certain that if he were to try and i^scond he would never 
succeed in escaping the agent’s vengeance, Ko doubt compliance with 
MascaroVs designs implied great risk and danger, but danger far ahead and 
altogether uncertain. On the other hand, refusal signified immediate peril, 
of a nature perfectly defined. Placed between these alternatives, Paul, not 
unnaturally, chose that in which the da^ of reckoning seemed farthest of!, 
and conquering tlie last qualms of conscience, said to himself : J accept; 
and now, forward to the bitter end.” 

It must hero be acknowledged, that Paul’s decision was greatly influenced 
by all he had seen and heard during his five da;y8’ intimacy with Pr. 
Hortebize. The worthy doctor was expert in rendering vice attractive, and 
smothering conscientious scruples. In exposing his odious theories he 
employed the most charming and mceful language, and if his hearer looked 
shocked or even surprised, he had always innumerable examples to quote. 
It was, therefore, almost impossible for a youth, whose prinmples wore by 
no means fixed, and who havered after luxury, and all tliat wealth can 
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give, to resist his specious arguments. Even a stronger minded fellow than 
]?aul would have probably succumbed to the physician’s incessant and 
insidious attacks, which, iusignificant as they seemed at first sight, finished 
by destroying all honesty of mind, just as dripping water ends by wearing 
jiway oven a mighty rock. Dr. Hortebize held tliat the world was dividca 
into two classes. And which do yon mean to belong to,” he asked Paul, 
xtbel’s posterity, or Cain’s? There’s no middle conrse. The sons of 
Abel are hko sheep in the hands of the sheaier. Cain’s posterity, on tiio 
contrary, hold the scissors and clip the wool. What do you fear ? The 
Divinity doesn’t come down among the clouds, nowadays, and ask, ' What 
Iwist thou done with thy brother?* W^e have only to deal with human 
justice, which merely inquires if Abel has been sheared or done away with 
without transgressing the laws. Success, remember, jostides everytliing. 
A good big crime, which at one stroke makes a man wealthy, spares him 
the commission of an infinity of little sins which so called respectable people 
Hi'c guilty of. The high road to Fortune Is so crowded, so blockeil up, that 
tho only fellows who reach their destination are those who contrive to take 
a short cut.” 

■Such were tho doctor’s doctrines ; and terrible to say, he could enforce 
ii'.oin by speaking of himself and his own prosperity, in virtue of the axiom 
that cxanixdc teaches more than precept. He seemed iu fact, a living proof 
1 hat justice was merely a myth. He personified triumphant vice, vice seated 
il a perpetual banquet, riding in a stylish carriage and splashing honest 
'; i.do8trian3 with mud. As for retributive punishment, which always comes 
ooucr or later, he feared it no doubt in his inner self, but lie rightly re- 
fi"iiric<i from troubling Paul with foreliodings. He never told him that tlio 
luodaTlioti dangling from his watch chain contained a swift and subtle poison 
for (ISO iu the event of some sudden catastrophe occurruig. Ko, he sirii[>ly 
r^pi'.itcd again and again : “ You must bo brave, Paul ; you must rely en* 
tircly on Mascarot, just as 1 have done, together with the Marauis du 
('roisciiols, Van Klopen, and any number of others. Mascarot can do any- 
thing he pleases. He’s a sure, devoted friend. Whenever there’s a 
quagmire or a slough of despond between one of his and fortune, 

ho iiever hesitates, but like a modem St. Christopher as ho is, he takes his 
fi'ioiid on his shoulders and carries him safely across.** 

On this text the doctor preached endless sermons. But Paul was alrctidy 
a convert. Indeed, far from doubting Mascarot’s power, he wus ratlier 
inclined to over-rate it, so extraordinary did he consider the events which 
had befallen him since leaving the H6tel du Fdrou. Now, moreover, his 
installation in this apartment in the Bue Montmartre, appeared to him 
little short of a prodigy. He was thunderstruck to find that Mascarot 
ruled 80 many people, compelling them to servo him in the aocomplishinent 
of his projects. This Mother Bregot, who unhesitatingly declared she knew 
lum— the concierge in the Hue Jacob, to whom any one who pleased might 
refer — the pupils who w'cre ready to declare ho had been their master for 
months, were each and all so many of Mascarot’s slaves, compelled to do 
his bidding, in virtue of some secret of theirs he know of. ** Why need I 
fear, after all ? ” Paul asked himself. ” Is defeat possible with all these 
dements of success ? Do I risk an 3 ^hliig under tho protection of a man 
whom nothing escapes, who seems to have the wonderful power of arrang'^ 
ing everything as ho pleases, who calculates everything so carefully, leavijug 
u'jthing whatever to chance? Ought I to hesitate or be over scrupulous ? 
No, no, it would be too foolish, indeed.” 
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llowevor, despite what ke said,, Paul by no moaiu had a ffood night’s 
sleep. Ho woke up several times with a start, fancying that tne phantom 
of the man he would have to personate was hovering round hia bed. Still 
on the following morning, when it was time for liim to start off and give his 
first lesson, he felt his courage, or ratlier his bounce and impudence, return 
to him ; and he strode along the streets with head erect, and a self satisfied 
air, towards, the address of Madame Grandorge, the widow who claimed to 
be the oldest of his pupils, He certainly never dreamt that two of his 
protectors were concealed behind a heavy dray, attentively watching him, 
and yet such was the case. Impelled by the same desire to know how Paul 
oOmlucted himself in his new position, worthy old Tantaine and Hr. 
Hortebizc met at the corner of the Bue Joquelet just in time to see thoir 
pupil pass, and on noticing that he was gay and smiling they exchanged a 
glance of triumph. '’Ah! hal” chuckled Tantaine, ’’our young cock 
crows again this morning 1 Last night ho seeinod to have lost his voice. 
Blit he’s all right now.” 

“Yea,” saia the doctor, approvingly. “ He’s well started, and I don't 
think we shall have any trouble with him.” However, to make sure, they 
concluded it Avould be advisable to call on Mother Bregot, who rcceivcil 
them with abject humility. ** No one has been near our young gentleman, ' 
she said, in answer to Father Tantaine’s questions. “ Yesterday ho 
down-stairs after seven, and asked me where the nearest restauraub was. 
t sent him to Duval’s close by. He was back here when tlio clock struck 
eight. He went up to hia room, and before eleven his lights were out.” 

“ And tO‘day ? ” 

** Well, to-day when I went up-stairs, at nine o’clock, he had just finisheil 
dressing. After 1 bad arranged the rooms, he told me to get him some break- 
fast and make some cofiee. 1 obeyed, and he ate with such a good appetite 
tiiat 1 euud to myself, * Bo tho bird’s getting accustomed to his cage. ^ ” 

“And then?” 

“ He began to sing like a bird. Ho sat down at the pianoforte. Ah, 
the darling 1 his voice is as sweet as his face 1 I really believe any woman 
would make a fool of herself for him. I’m only too glad my daughter 
Euph^mie is nowhere about hero just now.” And tho old woman opened 
her snuff-box and took on enormous pinch. 

“ He went out after that, did he ? ” resumed Tantaine. “ Did he say 
how long he should be gone t ” 

“Yes; time enough to give his lesson, 1 suppose he knew that you 
would be here.” 

“ Good.” And satisfied with this result of his inquiries, the wortl y man 
turned toward Dr. Hortebizo. “ Perhaps you wore going to the agency, 
sir,” he said. 

“ Yes ; .l must see M. Masoarot.” 

“He isn’t there ; but if you wish to speak to him on business, you had 
better go up to our young friend’s rooms, and wait there with mo till he 
comes ; for 1 fancy he^U bo hoi-e this morning. And 1 wish to seo Paul, as 
well,” 

“ All riglit,” answered the doctor. “ Let’, go up, then.” 

Tantaine^ saggesbion was couivaient to an order for Mother Bregot, who 
at once produced the key Paul had left with her. Tho two visitors then 
climbed tho stairs. - 

>, Dr. Hdrtehize was bettor able than Paul to appreciate the skill which 
had been exercised in arranging the apartment so that it might appear to 
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hAVO boen long tenanted by its present occupant, and so that the latter’s 
life might seem to be one of worK and quiet. “ Upon iny life ! old man/* 
cried the physician, in a tone of sincere admiration, wliat a scene-painter 
you would make— -or rather, how well you would set a play on the stage.** 
At one comprehensive glance ho had taken in each detail and accessoiy, and 
he continued : ‘‘Upon my honour, the mere sight of this workroom or stiulio 
M^oiild induce any father to give hia daughter to the young man who lived 
ill it.** Ho turned, surprised by Tantaine’s silence, and then, noticing that 
the old dork looked very gloomy, ho anxiously asked, “What’s tho matter ? 
What troubles you?*’ 

'J’aiitaine did not answer at first. Sitting with his legs crossed in front 
of the fire, ho remained frantically poking it, as if, indeed, he was anxious 
to put it out. “1 see trouble before us,’* ho said at last in a grumbling 

Icnc, 

At this declaration the doctor’s face darkened. “Is Perpignan med- 
dling ? ” he hastily asked. ‘ ‘ Have you found any insnrmountabie difficulty 
ill that direction?” 

“Ho 5 Perpignan’s a fool— an absolute, intolerable fool. However, ho 
w ill do precisely what I bid him to do/* 

[)r. Hortebize smiled again. “ Then,” lie murmured, with a sigh of satia- 
J.iotion and relief, “I really don’t see — ” 

“Uon’t see r* interrupted Tantaine severely. “I daresay you don’t; 
I nfc, unfortunately — or fortunately, rather — I’m not so bllnrf. Have yon 
' • gotten Croisenois’ marriage? The obstacle lies in that direction. The 

r/de affnir had gone so smoothly— it was so well arranged — and the imsai- 
hiiity of any misfortune seemed to have licen carefully guarded agnuist ! 
\ cMfccrday 1 would have answered with my head for success — ^but now ! ” 

“ Well, you were too certain, that’s oil j you were not prepared for tho 
least check.” 

“That isn’t it ; but 1 must admit that I hadn’t foreseen tho impossible, 
’riiorc ar6 limits to human intelligence after all, I presume.” 

“ Please explain yourself.” 

“Well, this is the situation. Tho most skilful enemy in the world, 
<locto.'’, could never have purposely blocked our road with the obstticles 
tlipit chance has thrown in bur w^ay. Yon go a great deal into society, I 
know , and no doubt you can tell mo if, in this year of grace, 1808, you are 
nccpiaintcd with on heiress of high birth and great beauty who cares nothing 
for luxury, who hasn’t a spark of vanity in her nature, but who, on the con- 
trary, is capable of really and truly loving. Como, doctor, have you over 
come across such a girl? ” 

'the doctor answered with a smile that implied ne^tion. 

“Heverthvless,** continued Tantaine, “such an heiress exists, and her 
name is Sabine do Mussidan. She loves— whom do think ? A painter, an 
artist, a man who has crossed my path three times already, and who, 1*11 
swear to it, possesses an immense amount of energy and perseverance.” 

“ Pshaw I no doubt he’s some artist without fortune, position, or friends.” 

“ He’s not without friends, unfortunately,” answored worthy Tantaine. 

“.At least, he has one friend, and what a friend, too I Why, none other 

than the man who was to have married Mademoiselle Sabine — M. de 
Breulh-Faverlay 1 ” This nows was so strange and so utterly unexpeoted, 
that Hortebize 8t9Dd aghast and silent. “How they came together is 
quite beyond my knowledge,” continued Tantaine. “It must have been 
by some stroke of genius on Madomoiselle Sabine’s part ; however, the fact 
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i.si tliore— that they are friends. And, singularly enough, the very woman 
1 selected to farther Do Croisenois* interests has been chosen by them to 
push theirs.*’ 

Impossible 1" 

**That was my opinion also. But none the less, the three were closeted 
together yesterday evening, and I believe they swore to prevent the 
marquis from succeeding.*’ 

T?he doctor bounded from his chair. “ What do you mean ! ” he asked, 
feverishly. “ Do you think they liave already discovered Do Croisenol's’ 
plans ? How can they have done that ? ** 

Father Tantairie looked discouraged. “Ah I ” said he, “ that’s the qnos' 
tion. A general, you know, can’t >)e in every x)oint .of the battle-lleld at the 
same time, and among his lieutenants, a certain percentage of fools or 
traitors is always to be found. Now, 1 had planned with Van Klopon and 
Croisonois a little oomedy which was to have placed the Viscounteds dc 
Bois d’Ai'don at onr disposal. Everything had been foreseen, combined, 
and arranged. I )iad preconcerted each detail with the minutest possibk' 
care, and felt absolutely sure of success. Unfortunately, however, after an 
oxcellout rehearsal, the real performance was simply disgusting. Neither 
Van Klopen nor Croisenois took the trouble to play their parts properly. 
I had prepared for them a little c?ie/ d'muvre. of finessing, insisting on tlii; 
various needful transitions of tone and manner ; but what did they niak': 
of it 1 Why, a brutal, riotous, ridiculous farce. They thought, the fools, 
that a woman could be easily deceived. They neglected, a mimbor of higl))y 
essential particulars ; and, to make the mess perfect, the .marquis, whom I 
had told to be most reserved, immediately unmasked his batteries. 
the simpleton actually talked to Madame de Bois d'Ardon about Sabine ! 
That lost ns the game altogether. The viscountoss, momentarily deceived, 
began to refiect, realised that Van Klopcn and Oroisenois had been playing 
into each other’s hands, scented something wrong, and rushed off to .ask 
M. de Broulh for help ! ” 

The doctor was in consternation. “Who on earth told you all this?” 
ho gasped. 

“ No 01)0—1 guessed it. Not so difficult a matter, cither ; given the ro- 
suits, it is easy to go back to the causes. Yes, that is just what took place, 
I’m sure of it I” 

Tantaiiie w^ not the man to waste time in useless words. Whenever ho 
opened liia mouth ho had always something of importance to say, and hl.s 
words, when apparently of the simplest kin(l, always bad a serious meaning. 
Knowing this, the doctor had become more and more anxious as his oom' 
panion’s explanation proceeded. “ Why do you tell me all this ? ” he asked 
impatiently. “ Why don’t you say at once, and in just as many words, that 
the whole thing is knocked on the head?” 

“ Because 1 don’t think it is.” 

“ Then what do you think I ” 

I think it’s seriously compromised, and that’s a very different matter. 
When you play ^cart6, and your adversary has scored four points and yon 
only one, do you throw down your cards and give up the game ? By no 
means ; you cling to them, on the contrary, and try to retrieve your posi- 
tion in the last deal.” 

The old clerk’s impassive calmness now fairly exasperated worthy Dr. 
Hortelnze. “But this is sheer folly,” said he, like snicido, like 

throwing oneself out of window.” 
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Taiitaine whistled sarcastically. “Then, may I ask,” he said, “what 
would, bo the best courso for us to pursue in your excellency’s opinion ? 

“ 1 say unequivocally, give it all up. Abandon the whole scheme and 
plan another one which, if less lucrative, perhaps will also be less perilous. 
You expected to win the game ; you had every reason, in fact, to think so. 
But now pocket your vanity, and make up your mind to lose it. You tried 
to crunch something that has proved too hard. Drop it, then ; for if you 
pers^ivere you’ll break every tooth in your head. We\o tried these people 
and found them too much for us, so let them bo. After all, W'hat does it 
really matter to us whether Mademoiselle de Mussidau marries Be CroisC' 
nois or De Brenlh, or any ono else ? The speculation isn’t there, fortunately. 
Tlie productive idea— the idea of an enterprise to which everyone of our 
))eop]c must subscribe — still remains intact. We will work it up at once. 

I hit, <at the same time, let us frankly confess our defeat on this present 
j>oint, beat a retreat, and bury our dead.” He stopped short, disconcerted 
by the expression he noticed on Tantaine’s face. “ It seems to me,” con- 
tinued the doctor in a wounded tone, “ that my idea is not as ridiculous us 
yon consider it. It strikes me as altogether reasonable.” 

“ Verliaps so — but is it practicable 
“ I BCG no reason why it shouldn’t be.” 

“Indeed 1 Then in your fright you look at the position through singular 
spectacles- Wo are too far advanced, my dear doctor, to ho altogether our 
'vvn masters. Wo must go on. The necessity for doing so is iiriporious. 
To retreat now would be simply to invite our enemies to pursue us. \Vc 
i c bound to fight anyhow, and battle for battle let us rather choose oui* 
iMvn ground and attack. With equal forces the aggressor has eight chances 
oni of ten in his favour ; that’s been proved.” 

“ W ords, mere words 1 ” ejaculated Hortebize. 

“ Words, indeed ! Were our revelations to Croisenoia mere words ? ” 
llfis argument struck, homo, for the doctor started and exclaimed : 
“But you don’t mean you think he’d betray us? ” 

“ Why not, if it were his interest to do so ? Reflect a moment. Croisc- 
iujia is at the end of his resources ; wo have dazzled him with the prospect 
of a princely fortune. I)o you think he’d quietly submit if we said to him ; 

‘ We beg your pardon, we made' a mistake. There’s really nothing to bo 
done. You are poor ; remain so. We don’t propose to help you ? * ” 

“ But it isn’t necessary to say that. We could help him.” 

“And what would that lead us to? Do you wish to pay his debts, and 
his mortgages, defray all his expenses, and gratify all liis extravagsnfc 
tastes? Do ^ou think ho would limit his demands? Why, now that he 
has been let into our secrets, he holds us as much as we hold liiin. You 
will find that he has grasped our theories, and can levy blackmail as well 
as ourselves.” 

‘ ‘ Ah, already the other day,” rejoined Dr. Hortebize moodily, “ I thought 
it very imprudent on your part to tell him everything you did 1 ” 

“ No ; it was necessary to confide in some one. Bcsiflcs, the Mussidan 
afhiir and the Champdoce affair are linked together. 1 conceived both 
schemes simultaneously, end they shall both of them succeed or fail.” 

“ Then you persist ? *’ 

** Certainly; m&re than ever.” 

For some minJtcs the doctor had been rattling his medallion in &n 
afTcoted manimn^ 'Vliich had certainly caught his companion’s attention. 
Now, with j^teary smile, he exclaimed, “I swore long ago that our lives 
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should be bound together, tliat wo should both succeed or come to grief, 
aiidj I’ve no intention of retracting my words. March on, since you are ao 
mindedi and however perilous the road you so obstinately choose may seem 
to me, I’ll follow you to the end. of it — to the bitter end. IVe something 
here which will, in some measure attenuate the catastrophe, when it comes 
— at least as regards myself. A contraction of the throat as when a man 
swallows a bitter pill, one quick convulsion, a little vertigo, a hiccup, and 
all will be over.’* 

This uncomfortable precaution of the doctor’s was peculiarly offensive to 
Tantaine at all junctures, and especially so at the present moment. 
“ There, that’ll do,” ho exclaimed, impatiently. “If the worst comes to 
the worst, and things turn out badly, use your medallion, if you choose ; 
but, in the meantime, for heaven’s sake, leave it in x>eaee, and don’t rattle 
it ill that distracting way 1 ” lie rose hY)m his chair with a look of annoy- 
ance, and stationing himself with his back to the jfire resumed : “ With 
men of our stamp a danger Once known is a danger no longer. We arc 
threatened and will defend ourselves. Woe to tno man or woman who 
stands In my way I For I shall hesitate at nothing.” Ho suddenly checked 
himself, opened each door in succession to satisfy himself that no one else was 
ill the apartment, and then returning to the fire-place, proceeded in a lew, 
hoarse voice t “ Come, now, after sul, there’s but one sole obstacle in our 
path — one man only — ^that painter called Andr^. If he ivero suppressed, 
our machinery would work perfectly well again.” 

Hoiiiebize started as if be had boon touched with a red-hot iron. “ Do 
you mean to say — ” he exclaimed. 

Tantaine laughed ; but his laugh was terrible to hear, And why not ? 
Isn’t it bettor to kill the fellow tfian be killed by him ? ” 

Dr. Hortebize was so utterly horrified that his teeth chattered. He did 

not object to say to people, “ Your purse or your honour,” but “ Your purse 

or your life,” was more than he was prepared for. “ And if wo were 
detected ? ” he gasped, 

“ Delected 1 that’s nonsense. Suppose the crime committed. Justice 
wouhl at once try to discover wlio bad profited by it. Should wo be 
thought of 7 Certainly not. It would be apparent that Andre’s death would 
revive the cliances of M. do Drcnlh for Sabine’s hand-unable him, perhaps, 
to marry her, to marry the woman he worships, and whose heart Andr6 had 
stolen. Jealousy would explain everything, u^q you understand me, doctor '* 

“What 1 M. de Breulh would be charged ? Horrible 1 ” gasped Hortebize. 

“ Yes ; I know that it’s horrible, and I haven’t the least desire in the 
world to go to this extremity. I only speak of it as a remote possibility 
which wo may yet, be driven to. Violence is always repugnant to mo quite 
as much so as to yourself, and I hope that it won’t be necessary — ” 

He stopped short, for at that moment the door oponed and Paul came in, 
holding a letter in hia hand. The young man seemed in the beet of spirits, 
and shook hands with Dr. Hortebize and Tantaine most cordially. “I 
relied on this visitf gentlemen,” he said, with the easiest air in the world, 
“ but I didn't expect you quite so early, and I mn truly thankful I took it 
into my head to come just now.” 

Tantaine smiled sarcastically, as he contrasted thii gay indifference with 
Paul’s condition the night before.' / 

“ Things are evidenUy going well with you," said the doctor. 

“They are going so weU, t&t 1 assure you 1 con find nb possible reason 
for complaint." , 
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“ Have you given your lesson ? ” 

“Yes, I tave just left Madame Granclorgc. What a clmrining woman 
she is. She treatetl me with the greatest possible kimliicas.” If Paul hud 
been utterly ignorant why Madame Graiidorgo received him, he would 
hiirtUy have expressed himself otherwise. 

“ That being the case,'* rejoined the doctor, with a tinge of jiersiflage hi 
his voice that Taul did not catch, “I can understand your satisfaction.” 

‘*Oh 1” aiiswtiVed Paul, *'I’m not so vain as you imagine. If I'm in 
such spirits it’s for a more serious reason.” 

“ Would it be indiscreet to ask what that might be ? ” 

Paul assumed the grave and mysterious expression a youth generally 
afTccts when the love affair, which at that moment absorbs him, is touched 
upon. “ I am not sure I have a right to tell you,” he Said. 

“ Uprm my word ! An adventure already I ” 

Paul smiled with consummate aclf-conceit. . 

** Keep your secret, my boy,” said Tantaine. 

O'his of course was just the thing to loosen the youth's tongue, as the 
.'tstutc old man had foreseen. *‘Oh ! sir,” l^aul protested, “do you think 
it possible for me to keep a secret from you ?” 'rheii triumphantly waving 
the open leftor he held In his hand; and watching the ctfect of his words, 
!ic coij tinned : “ 'I’lio concierge gave me this letter when X came in She 
•'.dd it was brought by a banker's boy. Can you guess whore it comes 
Tom? Why from ^Mademoiselle Flavia lUgal, and it Leaves mo no doubt 
nt her aentimciita towaids mo.” 

“ Tm that r(3ally so V ” 

“Yes, it's just like that. Whenever I choose, Madcmolaollc Flavia will 
become Madame Paul.” 

A Hush came to old Taiitaine's wrinkled cheeks, but faded away almost 

instantly. “ And you are happy ? ” he asked, with a precepfcihle tremor in 

l‘-s voice, “ very happy ? ” 

The young fellow threw back his coat, and adjusting his thumbs in the 
avinholos of his waistcoat, carelessly replied : “ Yes, of coarse I am. Oh ! 
I didn’t liavc much trouble, I assure you. Why, I had only been to M, 
Kigal’s three times when Madcmdisello Flavia owned to me that she didn’t 
dislike me.” 

,, ,A3 if Tantaine did not consider his spectacles sniHcicnt to hide his feel- 
he now carried his hantls to his face. 

“ However,” resumed Paul, “the last evening I saw Mademoiselle Flavia, 
she was dreadfully reserved and cold. Perhaps you think I tried to soften 
her— not at all. I .said to myself, ‘Let her be, my boy,* and came awtiy 
much earlier than usual.” The young fellow was not telling the truth. iXe 
had, iii fact, felt frightfully uneasy, “And I did wisely, as the result has 
proved,” he continued; “Poor girl! her coldness hurt heiTself. Just 
listen to what she writes.” ido tossed back liLs hair, assumed what he 
thought an imposing attitude, and then read the following letter aloud : 

‘ ' ‘ My friend — I was vevy iiaughty,.^]]d I repent. I could nbt stcepall night, for 
I was haunted by tlie grief 1 saw in your eyc.s when you left. Paul, it was 
a test — will you forgive me ? I sulfercd much more than you could have 
done. .Some one who loves me, alas ! perhaps more than you do, has told 
me, over and over again, that when a young girl shows her whole heart to 
tlm man she loves, she risks her happiness. Is tliis true ? I hope not,^ 
Paul ; for never— no, never can I learn to feign ; and in proof of this I am 
now going to tell you all. My father Is the best and kindest of men, and 
VOL. I. p 
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always does as I ask him ; so I am certain that if your friend — ol\r dear Dr. 
Hortebize — came from yon aa the bearer of a certain request, it would not 
be refused. 1 am sure, too, that Were I to join my prayers to his, the 
answer would be. Yes/** 

“And this letter didn’t touch you ? ** asked Tantaine. 

** Of course it did 1 Why, hasn’t she a dowry of a million ? ” 

At these words Tantaiiic started up with so' threatening a gosturo that 
Paul recoiled wonders truck by this unexpected display of auger. 

But at a waniing glance from Hortebize, the old man restrained hiinsc-lf. 

“ If one only knew when he meant w'hat he said,” he muttered. “ liis 
very vices arc feigned.” 

** Isn’t he our pupil ? ” asked the doctor, with a smile. 

Tantaine, meanwhile, approached Paul, and laying his hand somewhat 
roughly on his head excUumed, “No, you will never know how much you 
owe to Mndemoisclle Flavia, my boy.” 

TJiis scene inipresse<l Paul the more strongly as he could in no degree 
grasp its meaiiing. These two men had done their very best to pervert him. 
They liad laboured to achieve that result wdbh all the power of their in- 
tclleeta, and yet now that ho tried to put their lessons into practice, thus 
hoping to win their praise, they both lookeil <'it him with absolute conto in pb. 
However, before he had sufficiently recovered from hi-s surprise to ask n 
question, Tantaine had masterud his emotion. “ My dear boy,” ho s.ii'l, 
“ I’m satisfied. I came to see you fearing you might be wavering.” 

“And yet, air — ” 

“ But Let me tell you,” interrupted Tantaine, “I find yon strong and 
steady, much more so than I supposed possible.” 

“ Yes, ho has really made astonishing progress,” added the doctor, aj)- 
provingly. 

“ So much progress that it’s time to treat him like one of ourselves. To- 
night, my dear Paul, M. Mascarot will I'.ave obtained from Caroline Schim^ 
inel the solution of the enigma that has been puzzling him. ('all at the 
agency, at tw'O o’clock to-morrow aftcnioon, and you shall bo told every- 
thing.” 

Paul wished to ask two or three quc.^tiou3 then and there, but Tantaine 
did not give him time. He interrupted him with a curt, imperative good- 
moming, and hurried offi. dragging the doctor wdtii him, looking liken man 
who wished to avoid a perilous or troublesome explanation. “ Let us go,” 
he whispered. “ Had I stopped, in another moment I should h.ivc knoeUed 
the miserable conceited foot flat upon tlie floor. Oh ! Flavia ! Flavi:i ! your 

folly of to-day will cost you tears of blood ! ” 

The two associates were at the foot of the staircase before their 
had recovered from his amazement. He still stood with parted Ups, in the 
centre of hia workroom — an excellent model for a statue of surprise and 
confusion. Ail the pride and vanity which had swelled his heart only a 
few minutes before had ^ne — evaporated, like the ga.s of a balloon that is 

S ricked with a pin. “I wonder,” he muttered, “what that dastardly 
octor and that odious old clerk are saying about me now. They arc pro- 
bably laughing at my simplicity and ridiculing my pretensions 1 ” This 
thought exasperated him to such a degree that he ground liis teeth in r.agc ; 
but he was mistaken, for neither the doctor nor Tantaine iuentioned Paul’s 
name after leaving the house. 

As they walked up the Buc Montmartre they were absorbed in thinking 
bow they might moat conveniently “suppresa that young painter AndrC, 
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or at least render hiin powerless to thwart their designs. “As yet/’ said 
Taiitaiiie meditatively, “ my information is far too vague for me to decide 
on the best course of action. My present tactics are to show no sign 
life, and I have given directions to that ciFcct to Croisenois ; but I have 
hooked one of our agents on to each of our adversaries. Andr^, De Broulh, 
and tile viscountess will be unable to take a step without my kiiowleilgo. 

I have an ear at their doors, and an eye at their key-holes, even when they 
believe themselves moat secure. 1 shall soon see their game clearly and 
then — But in the meantime trust to me and don’t allow all this to worry 
you ! ” 

They had now reached the boulevard, and Tantaine stopped and drew 
out his huge silver watch. “ Four o’clock,” he cried, “ how time flie.s ! I 
must leave you, for I haven’t a moment to lose. It’s no time to sleep 
wlicn one has milk on the (ire. 1 have to go in ten different directions, 
and foo if our ‘observers’ have anything to report.” 

“ Shall I see you to-night ?” 

“ It’s scarcely likely, for I think I shall dine at one of the restaurants on 
the pntor lioulevards.” ^ 

The doctor staved. 

“ Not for pleasure, as you may imagine, but T have a rendezvous at the 
Orainl Turc with that scamp, Toto-Chupiu. I must find Caroline, for F. am 
I’oiuinuod I can ascertain the Champdocc secret through her. No doubt 
cihe's discreet and cunning, and has been threatened with awful conse- 
quences, if she ever divulges the truth. But tlicn she’s partial to a glass, 
t'. a great many glasses, and I fancy 1 shall find out what’s the best liquor 
to loosen her tongue. And now I’m off, I’U see you to morrow at any 
rate.” 


END OF VOr.. t. 
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Yks, he was in a hurry, lliis dear, good Tantaine, in siioh a hurry, indeed, 
tlnit altfhough he Wtas usually almost as perpetual a pedestrian as the Wan* 
<L;riiig Jew, he now hailed a cab, engaged it by the nour, and promised the ^ 
driver live franca gratuity providing he drove fast. The first direction he 
gave was in the Hue de Douai, at the comer of tlie Rue Blanche, where he ; 
alighted, and bidding the cabby wait for him, vralkcd towards the house 
where young Gaston de Gandelu had rented such a sumptuous apartiiiont 
for Jiose. Father Tantaine seemed to knou' the whereabouts of the place, ; 
for he asked no questions of the concierge, Imt went straiglit upstairs and 
rang at the door of the Viscountess de Chan teniille’a*^ abode. It was 
some time before his ring elicited any reply, but at last the door was . 
opened by a stout girl, with a red face, whose cap was all askew. This 
was Marie, Zora’s cook, the girl who on a previous occasion liad acquainted ' 
Miiscarot with everything jthat transpired at Madame de Chanteinil]c‘.s'; 
hoLise-warminjj. On recognizing the old clerk, she received him right | 
cordially. “ What, is it you. Father Tantahie ? ” she cried, “ YouVe as wcl- J* 
cjine aa flowers in May.” 

*' Ifiish ! hush I ” said he with an anxious air. : 

“ Plh ? why hush ? ” 

“Your mistress might hear you.” 

The girl burst out laughing. “ No fear of that,” she answered ; 
madaine’s in a certain place it isn’t so easy to escape from. The more * 
precious the jewel, the more carefully you lock it up.’ 

This remark,* which implied that Rose had been arrested, ;jcemcfl to ;• 
astonish the old man prodigiously, “ Impossible ! ” he cried. 

“ It is so, though. But come in and we’ll tell you the whole story, while j 
yon drink a glass with us ! ” < i 

In the dining-room, whither Tantaine was now conducted, six guests, \ 
seated round a table coYered with bottle.s, W'ere finishing a meal begun ' 
several hours previously. Four of them were women whom Tantaine re- 
cognised as clients of the agency, the two others being men of highly ques- 
tionable appearance^' “We are amusing ourselves as you sec,” said the 
cook, after pouring out a glass of wine for .Tantaine. “ Ah ! what a funny 
aflair it was yesterday I 1 had just started my dinner, when two military 
looking men called and asked to see madame. They were shown in, and at 
once said they had come to take her to prison. When slie hoard this sho 
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shrieked so loud that you might havd heard her as far m tho Riio Fon* 
tiiiiie. She Avouldii’t budge an iueh, but clung to the furniture. So they 
caught hold of her, one by the heels and the other by the head, carried her 
down-stairs, and bundled her into a vehicle Waiting at the door I That’s 
tho fourth mistress of mine l^ve seen caftfed oS like that*-But, Father 
Tan tame, come, you’re not drinking ttn;|^thiirg ! 

Tantaiue by this time, howevetj nad di$6ovored all he wished to know, 
and BO he retired fiom the festivity, which seemed likely to terminate only 
with the last bottle In the cellar. 

** All goes well hero,” ho muttered to himself, as he entered tho cab 
again. “ Now for the next ! ** 

They drove to tho Champs Elys^cs, and Tantaine bade tho driver 
stop not far from the house tho cider Gandelu was building. Here he 
accosted an alert little follow who was driving ba<*k the foot passengers 
with a lath, bidding them bowaTC of tho debris that was constantly falling 
fioni the scaffolding above. ** Anything new, La Cand6le ? ” asked the old 
clotk. 

No, Monsieur Tantaine, nothing ; but pleasO tell the master that I am 
koepiug niy eyes open.” 

Tiio ol<l clerk then liurried on his way, interviewing in quick sueeession 
0110 of Do llrculh’s footmen, and a woman in the employment of Mailamo 
de Ikiis d'Aidon. Tlien dismissing his odb, he started on foot for tho es- 
tabh^llment of Father Canon, m the If'auboiirg Saint-Honord, where ho 
found Floreslan, who, humble enough in the presence of Mascarot, ivaa 
^ haughty and bupt rciUoua to a degree with poor Tantiine. To air his 
supcnoiity he insisted on entertaining ths old clerk at dinner, but he (onld 
tell him nothing new, except that Mademoiselle Sabxno was frightfully 
sad. 

It was nearly eight o’clock when Tantaine got rid of FloresUn, and 
jumping into a fresh cab, ordered the Jehu to jliive to the Oiand Turc,” 
that famous establishment, tho object of Toto-Chupin’a convivial asplra- 
tion^. It is in the Hue des Poissonniers at Montmartre that the sign 
of the “ Grand Turc” swings to the wind, inviting paasors-by to walk in- 
side and enjoy tliemselves. Tho pleasures provided are of an edible, 
potable, and saltatory nature. After a good table (Vh 6 ie at six p.m., ouu 
may indulge in coffee, beer, or other beverages, and then comes a dance by 
way of aiding digestion There arc two entrances, one conducting straight 
to the ball-room, and tho other to tho table which is extensively 

patronised by clerks, artists starting in life, and old bachelors lixiug on 
their incomes. The repast is barely over before dishes and plates and 
ghibsea and tablecloths disappear, the restaurant becomes a cafd, beer flows 
freely on all sides, and in lien of the clatter of knives and forks one may 
'hear the rattle of dominos. Then all of a sudden a pair of large folding 
doors are thrown open and harmony pervades the entire establishment. Tho 
orchobtra in the neighbouring ball-room has struck up the first waltz. One 
peculiarity of this ball-room is, that quadrilles are never danced there. 
The progrtimme is a long succession of polkas, mazurkas, and waltzes— tho 
latter bmng predominant. The rotunda forming the centre of the hall is 
edged round with benches dispersed in circular mhion. The dome above, 
on which a number of amorous doves are depicted disporting themselves in 

an azure sky, would bo none tho worse for a little cleaning, but the floor is 
Ibcpt^ marvellously shiny and smooth. Germany is always largely to the 
fore in the dancing hall of the ** Grand Turc,” and the gallant oavaliei who 
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wishes a pat'tner for the mazy waltz, must at least be acquainted with' tho 
pleading dialect of Strasbourg. Here, indeed, behold Alsatian maids and 
cooks, turning for hours round and round, Btidly erect, with lips just parted, 
and eyes half closed, displaying in fact, the same autoiii atic grace as tho 
little wooden hgiires one sometimes sees on barrel organs. 

When worthy Father Tantoliio entered the ball’room, having duly paid 
his fee, the master of the cercmopics hi^ just oallod ** take your places for 
the waltz,” for the tenth time that evening. Tho scene was animated, 
and the atriiospliero impregnated with strange emanations and pcrfiimoH, 
Many a new comer would have felt suflbcated, but tlio o]<l clerk, like 
Alcibiades, was always at his case no matter where his profession called 
him. He had never before set foot inside tlio ** Grand Turo,” and yet you 
would have sworn ho was an hahituS, so thoroughly at home did he look as 
he roamed among the tables reserved for rofreshraents, both on the ground 
door and on a circular gallery overhead. But in vain did lie wdpe his 
spectacles, dimmed by the vapour and dust of the ball-room — he could see 
nothing of cither Toto-Chupin or Caroline Schimtnel, the cook. **l[avc I 
conic on a useless errand?” ho grumbled, *'or ami simply too early?” 
Finding a vacant table near the counter of the lady-cqahicr, he sat himself 
down, ordered some beer, and so as to while a%vay the time, began to study 
a huge symbolical picture on the wall before him. This brightly coloured 
transplendent work of art, if such it may be called, represented a black 
bearded and exceedingly portly man, wearing a white turban and a blue 
robe, seated in a red chiiir near a green curcain, having a mauve border, 
with his feet on a yellow carpet. 

With one hand he was apparently rubbing his stomach, but with the 
other he held out a glass so that it might be filled with tipple. Plainly 
enough, he was the “Grand Turc ” in person, for on one side of him figured 
All enormous pipe, and on the otlier a crouching lion, whilst thei-o was also 
a sultana who most graciously filled his glass with foaming beer. This 
sultana, a most bewitching fair-haired woman of massive build, had evidently 
been bom in Alsace ; tho painter thus paying a delicate and merited com- 
pliment to the ladies who mainly frequented the esbiblishment. Tantaine 
v/aa looking at this work of art ivith cousidcrablo wonder, whi!li all at on<'e 
he heard a high-keyed voice behind him, “ That’s certainly Toto-Chupin,” 
he said ; “ the young scamp 1 Where on earth can he have got to — for mo 
not to have seen him ? ” 

He turned round, and two tables off, in a dark comer, he perceived the 
object of his quest. It was not, after all, so surprising that he had passed 
Toto without re<^gniBiDg him, for the young rascal M^as transformed. Ho 
had planned out a now life for himself on the day he extorted a hundred 
francs from Tantaine, resolving to madden all his friends with envy, lie 
had apparently succeeded, for he was now gorgeous to behold. He had 
laughed at young Gaston de Gandelu and called him a monkey, but he now 
imitated him even to exaggeration, so tliat of tho two, Toto himself now 
looked the more genuine ape. His light coloured jacket was wonderfully 
short and tight, his waistpoat was dT a most surprising pattern, and his 
trousers had such little width, that it was a wonder he had ever been able 
to get into them Formerly he had despised shirts, but now his neck was 
imprisoned in a stiff stand-up coUar, and as a finishing touch a liairdresscr 
had curled his lank tow-like locks. Several empty jugs of beer stood on liis 
table, and in front of him sat a couple of “ pals,” who with their ‘‘Newgate 
knockers,” high caps and loosely knotted ncck'Cloths, looked as thorough 



8 


THE SLAVES OF PARIS. 


a pair of reprobates as could be found. Toto-Chupin’s haughty aiiiand 
condescending smile told that he was standing treat — enjoying the superior 
position which belongs to those who pay over those who accept. 

I'antainc was rising to go and pull the young monkey’s ears, when a fresh 

thought crossed his mind, .and he hesitat^. Slowly and cautiously, mind* 

ful not to attract attention, he climbed over a couple of benches and hid 

himself behind one of the columns which supported the overhanging gallery. 
By this stratagem, the performance of which occupied at least uve minutes, 
he found himself at last so near Toto’s tabic, that he could hear every word 
the young reprobate and his associates exchanged. ** You needn’t call me a 
boaster, said Toto to his friends, “ nor a dandy either ; as you sec me noiv 
you’ll see me always, at least I hope so. A man must bo properly dressed 
to work on ii grand scale as I mean to do.” His companions laughed until 
tears stood in their eyes. “I know what you intwAU,*’ continued Toto. 
** You think 1 look queer in my new togs. That’s because I ain’t n-sod to 
’em. But just give me a little time, and, besides, I mean to take lessons in 
deportment.” 

“ Well, w'cll I ” said one of his frionila ; wonders will never cease. I 
say, Chupin, when you drive about in your carriage, W'Ul you give me a 
lift?” 

*‘\Vhy not? What’s wanted to have a carriage? CJoin of course. 
Well, and who arc those that make coin ? Why, the fellows that have a 
* dodge.* Now, I know a ‘ dodge ’ that has filled the pockets of those who 
taught it me, so why shouldn’t it fill mine ? ” 

T^taine was quite terrified on noticing that Toto was tipsy. What did 
the young rascal really know, and what was he going to say ? The old man 
made ready to tly at the boy’s throat and choke down the first compromising 
word.f Toto’s guests also knew that he had drank too much. But as ho 
seemed disposed to tell them a secret, they became very attentive, and ex- 
changed a knowing look. They wore ready to believe that this precocious 
scamp had, as he asserted, some special way of obtaining money ; for his 
new clothes and his liberality wrore in their eyes highly suspicious. How 
had ho got hold of so much coin ? That was the question ; and to induce 
him to talk^they freely filled his glass, each of them, moreover, offering 
remarks suited to liasten his revelations. The younger of the two shook 
his head laughingly. ’*1 don’t believe you’ve any dod^ kt all,” said he. 

" Yes, I have. 

“And why not, after all,” quoth the elder “loafer,” soothlngTy, 

“ Let’s b^ar what it is, then,” interposed the other, You can’t expect 
ns to believe it unless wc know something. about it.” 

“ It’s as simple as * how do you do,’ ” answered Toto. “ Suppose I saw 
Polyte there steal a couple of pair of boots from a shop front — 

At this Polyte protested with so much energy that Tantaine, who had not 
lost a word of the conversation, was convinced that the individual in ques- 
tion had some peccadillo of the kind on his conscience, 

“ You needirt m.ake such a fuss about it,” said Toto. “ I’m only sup- 
posing a case. Let’s say you did it, and that 1 found it out. Do you know 
what X should do? I should go and find Polyte, and say to liim : ’ Go 

halves, my dear fellow, or 1 shall peach.’ ” 

“ Perhaps you would, but I should knock you down,’^ 

Porgotting that he was desirous of seeming a regular swell, Toto made a 
mocking gesture familiar to Parisian gamim. “You wouldn’t do anything 
of the kind,” he cried, “ for you arc not a fool- You’d say to yourself ; 
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* If I hmii this boy, he’d mzvke a row, and then I shonld be arrested, and 
with his evidence be sent to prison.” No, indeed, you wouldn’t knock me 
down. On the contrary, you’d speak very gently, and end by doing just 
what I asked.” 

Ami is that what you call your ‘ dodge ? ’ ” 

“ y^s, indeed, and a good one it is too ? Fouls run all the rioks, aud tlio 

wise men reap the profits.” 

But there’s nothing new in all this. It’s simply blaokmailing.” 

** I never said it wasn’t. On the contrary, I’m proud to say that it’s 
liUckinailing reduced to a system.” And, thereupon, 1'oto took up an 
empty jug, and calling a waiter, haughtily bade him replenish it. 

In the meantiino his two friends looked at each other with manifest dis< 
appointment Toto’s “dodge” waa in no way new to them, nor did it 
strike them as especially practicable. Blackmailing is a 8x>eculatioii of primi- 
tive simplicity, which almost every ono is acquainted with. The dilficulty 
to find a mine to work, and be sure it will x>ay for working^ “ Of course,” 

Polyte, “every now and then a good stroke of business may be done 
lii that line ; but a man isn’t woke up eve^ morning by some one shouting 
down the chimney : * Come and see how 1 steal boots.’ ” 

“Of course, not,” answered Toto, scornfully. “The calling's like all 
otiicrs. a man must be active if he wants to earn his living, instead of 
rustomcra coming to you, you must scajcch for ’em, and you find ’em too — ” 
“ And where, pray ? ” 

“ Ah ! that’s the point” 

There came a long pause, of which Tantaino was tempted to avail him - 
sell, so as to prevent any further revelations on Master Toto’s part ; but on 
the other hand, he deemed it wise to learn exactly what the young scamp 
I'ould, and was incliiiod to do. So he cautiously crept still nearer to tlto 
piirty. Toto was rt^fiecting. “ Ah I ” said he, at last, “ and why not after 
ally” Then leaning forward, ho whispered mysteriously: “I sup^iosc I 
can tnist you ? ” 

“Of course you can.” 

“ Well, tlicn, it’s in the Champs ElysiScs that I make my money, and I’m 
sure of a stroke of business not once, but twice a day.” 

“ But there are no bootmakers’ shops there ? ” 

Cliupui shrugged^is shoulders disdainfully. “Do you think,” he said, 
“ that I address myself to thieves ? Not at all. That would be a wretched 
business. No, I watch honest people — people who arc supposed to bo 
honest— people who consider themselves honest. They arc tlic ones that 
can be made to pay, they’re the most liberal.” 

U'autaiiic shuddered. He remembered that he had heard B. Mascarot 
use almost the same words. Toto musthaVe listened at the door. 

‘‘ But honest people have no need to ‘pay up,’ ” cried Polyte. 

Toto cracked his glass, so heavily did ho bang it down on the table. 
“Ijot me speak, will you ? ” he cried im]^atiently. “ When I’m in want of 
fumis 1 go to the Champs Elysfics, and sit down on a bench in one of the 
avenues, between the main one and the quays. Then I watch the cabs, and 
as soon as one stops, £ tike a squint to see who gets out of it. If it’s a re* 
spectablo woman I haven't lost my time.” 

“ And you think you know a respectable woman, do you ? ” 

“I should say I did. When a respectable woman gets out of a cab she 
oughtn’t to be in, she looks in an awful state of mind. She Squints out of 
the window right and left, pulls down her veil, and when she fanvies no 
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one’s looking at her, out she scrambles, and rushes off as if the devil was at 
her heels.” 

“And then?” 

“ Then 7 why, 1 take the number of the cab, and follow the lady home.” 
O^antatne saw that Toto’s hearers were now deeply interested. ‘<^hen,” 
continued the young scamp, “as I eon guess she’s come from seeing a 
lover, or doing something she oughtn’t to do, I just allow her time to get up 
stairs into her rooms again. Then 1 rush into the house, go to the concierge 
and say, excuse me, but please give me the name of the lady who just 
came in. 1 always take care, mind, to have a pretty little purse in iny 

S ocket ; and so, when the concierge looks at me suspiciously, aud says, *1 
ou't know,* I pull the purse out of my pocket, and say, * I’m very sorry 
for that, for she dropped this just outside the door, and 1 wanted to give 
it back to her.’ ” 

Enchanted at the effect he produced, Toto paused to imbibe a huge glass 
of boor, and then proceeded : The eoncierge at once becomes amiable and 
polite. She gives me the name, and the floor, and tells me to go upstairs. 
The first time I content myself with finding out if the lady’s married or 
single. If she’s single, 1 give it up ; but if she married, it’s right, and up 
I go.” 

“ Well, what do you do next 7 

“ I go again the next morning and loiter about till I ace the husband go 
out. As soon as he’s gono, I go straight to his apartments and asks to see 
the lady. Ah ! a fellow needs all his bounce Just then, I can toll you. 
Well, I say something like this to her. ‘ Madame, I took a cab, yesterday, 
number so and so, and unfortunately left my purse in it with four or five 
hundred francs. I happened to see you get into the same cab, just after- 
wards, and so I’ve called to know if you found my puise.’ Well, as you 
can guess, the woman flares up, denies it, defends herself aud so on, but I 
politely rejoin, * All right, madame, I see I must apply to your husband,' 
Then, of course, she’s frightened — and pays ! ” 

‘ ‘ And you leave her ? ’* 

“_Yos, for the time being. But, when my funds run low, I call on her 
again, and_ say ; ‘ It’s I, madamo, the poor young man you know who lost 
his money in a cab number so and so, on such ancfsuch a day last month.’ 
And when a fellow has* a dozen such clients, he can ifve on liis income ! 
So now, pr’apH, you understand why I want to be well dressed. When I 
used to wear my blouse folks would have given mo five francs, but now I 
can go and .ask for a bank note.” 

Toto-Chupin's guests had lost their gaiety, they were evidently reflect- 
ing, and it seemed to Tantaine '|bat each of tnm was minded to try Xoto’s 
“ dodge,” albeit that their faces expressed intense contempt. Polyte was 
the first to sj^ak. “ There’s nothing new in this 1 ” said he. 

“ No, nothing at all,” added the other. 

Ami they were right. This abominable form of speculation is as ancient 
as marriage, treason, and jealousy ; audit seems likely to last as long as 
there are jealous husbands tenacious of honour, and women forgetful of 
their duty. Alas I who would he able to count, in Paris alone, the unhappy 
women who, for a brief moment of passion, long and bitterly repented of, 
have l)eon subjected to the intolerable and revolting tyranny of blackmail. 
One day, when happy and careless, they have hurried aWay to a rendez- 
vous, some scoundrel has watched and followed them, and a few days 
later he arriv>^ with a prayer on his lips, aud threats in his eyes to, oak 
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for tile price of hia ailenoe. For the Inoklesa victiin life thenceforward be- 
coinee one long agony. Good-bye to happiness, serenity, and peace of mind. 
At each ring at the door bell, the victim starts and turns pale. “Who is 
coming T^’ oaks herself with a shudder. Is it he,, that execrable scoun- 
drel, about to make some fresh claim, some fresh demand, after the style 
sii;,'gGBtod by Toto-Chapin. ** Madame will not refuse a little help to the 
poor young man who was unfortunate enough to lose his purse in the cab, 
which madamc took just after him.** 

It is only right to Odd, that when blackmailing in this or any other form 
comes under the eye0 of j^uatioo, it is most severely dealt with. There arc 
no halfway measures ; but retributive vengeance falls right heavily on the 
guilty parties. Bat then how few there are who dare apply to the law for 
I n^dross— who dare reveal their faults, their sins, their frailty ? l>espite 
iheir disdainful airs, Toto-Cfaupin’s conmanions had been greatly Interested 
by what he had told them. They baa heard of blackmailing of course, 
their remarks proved it ; but although they had plied many a shameful 

r ailing they had never thought of resorting to this one, wliich^ as explained 

by U'oto, struck them as being of fascinating simplicity. Hence they ad- 
visedly “ran it down,** trusting that theso tactics would fire Toto and make 
i.ii'i more explicit. “All that's very fine,** said Polyte, “Things like 
that are talked about, but they're never done.** 

“ Yoa they are,** answered Toto stoutly. 

“ Como now, you're romancing. 1 bet you've never done as you've told 

At any other moment this, yottng rascal'a conceit would probably have 
prompted hiin to answer, “ Ycjs I have,** but he was fuddled, and so may 
l)(? excused for speaking the truth. “Well,” said he, “if I'vo.not done it 
myself, I've sceti it done often enough— ‘OH a large scale, too— and a fellow 
can always imitate a big thing in a milder W£iy with a better chance of 
success.** 

“ iTou’vo seen it done, do you say ? ** 

“ Of course I have ! ” 

“ Did you lend a hand, then? ** 

“ Yes, I did. Ah ! bless my eyes, how many cabs Tve followed, how 
many ladies and gents, real sw^ls, all of the tip-top class ! Only 1 wiisn’t 
working for myself 1 I was like the dog that catches the game and never 
cats it. It was hard lines, I can tell you. If I'd had a bone thrown me 
occasionally, even ! But no, It was dry bread, and kicks and cufis for 
dessert. I’m not going to stand it any longer. I've made up my miud 
now to go into business for myself/* 

“ And who have you been working for liJjje that ? ” 

Chupin drew himself up in the most haughty fashion. Far from intend- 
ing to do Mascarot the smallest harm, ho thought only of extolling his 
merits and extraordinary ability, as if, indeed, the “guv*nor’s** glory shed 
some lustre on himself. “The folks Fve worked for,’* said ho, “haven’t 
their equal in' Paris, ^ey don't stick at trifles, either, you may be certain 
of that— and they are so rich, it would frighten you to try and count their 
money ! Tliey can do anything and everythlug in the w’orld they please ; 
and if I told you — ” 

He stopped sliort, with hia month open and his eyea dilated with terror, 
for in front of him stood the old clerk, that dear, good, genial Tantainc. 
Chupin’s terror had no apparent gi'ound, for never had the old man's face 
worn sucli a benign, good-natured look. “ Ah ! Toto, my boy, so here you 
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are I ’* he exclaimed in a bland, paternal voice. Why, I*vo been looking 
for you everywhere, Mercy on me 1 how fine you are I Any one would 
take you for a young prince 1 

Tantaine*s kind looks and cheery voice seemed quite to disconcert poor 
Toto. The mere sight of the old clerk bad dispelled the alcoholic fumes 
with which hia brain had been burdened, and as he regained full conscious- 
ness he remembered how indiscreetly he had been tcuking. He was con- 
scious of his folly, and had a vague presentiment of some impending mis- 
fortune, which was none the less fearfnl although as yet veiled in myatery. 
Artlessnoss was by no means a distinguisbimg olrn'octerlstic of this child of 
Paris. His mental ability had been sharpened by stern necessity, and his 
intelligence was far beyond his years. Thus he at onoe doubted the siucerity 
of Tantaine’s gonial smile, and realised that perhaps his very life depended 
on the promptness of his decision at the present emergency. Had the old 
fellow heard anything of the conversation ? Yes, or no. Everything de- 
pended on that. "If the old rascal has been listening,” thought Toto, 
** Tm lost ! ” And the lad watched Tantaine with the keenest attention, 
as if determined to decipher this living mystery. He was skilful enough 
to conceal his anxiety. Silence would have betrayed his suspense, and so 
with affectedly boisterous gaiety he answered, " 1 was waiting for yon, sir ; 
and it was in honour of you that 1 put oa my best clothes. I didn’t wish 
you to blush for me.” * 

“ That was very good of you, I’m sure, and I’m really very much obliged,” 

" And now will yon allow me to offer you something— a glass of beer, or 
a drop of brandy, perhaps ? ” 

Toto must have been rapidly regaining his courage, for to patronise Tan- 
taino in this way amoauted almost to a piece of iinpertinonco. But lie would 
have done even more to exalt himself in the opinion of tho two friends whom 
ho wished to crush with his superiority. He half expected that his invita- 
tion would b6 most peremptorily refus^ However, the old clerk graciously 
replied that he was much obliged, but must decline the offer, having re- 
freshed himself only a moment beforOw^ " You haven’t my thirsty disposi- 
tion, sir/’ Hijolned Ohupin. And pointing with an air of pride at tho empty 
jags and bottles on the table, he added, “ We have (Irauk all thoao, my 
friends and I, since dinner.” 

This was an introduction, or intended as such, and Taptainc slightly 
lifted his shabby hat, while Toto's friends bowed most pi’ofoundly. Theso 
gentlemen were not altogether pleased with the appearance of the new- 
comer, and concluded that this would bo a ^ood time for them to mkko 
their escape, particidarly as they were not without fears that Toto might 
repent of his generosity. At the "Grand Turo,” as elsewhere, it is some- 
times the invited guest who pays the score. A waltz had just struck up, 
and the master of the ceremonies was shouting his everlasting " Take your 
places, ladies and gentlemen ! take your places I ” So Toto’s friends 
shook hands with him, and bowing respectfully to Tantaine, disappeared 
in the crowd. " Good fellows ! ” mattered Toto, looking after them. 
" Capital fellows ! ” The young scamp never blushed for his compan- 
ions. 

Tantaine, however, whistled most contemptuously. "Ahl my boy! 
he said, " you keep very bad company, I fear. And youTl be ,iorry for it 
one of these days.” 

" I can look out for myself, sir, I fancy ! ” 

" Qu your own way, my lad. Of course it is no business of mine; but 



DHB SLAVES OF FABtS. 13 

Von’ll come to mef one of these daye^bo euro of it. l*ve told you so, as 
you may remexnber, more than* once ! ’* 

This prediction, to which he had been so long accuBtomcd, eased Toto of. 
his last anxiety. ** If the old rascal suspected anything,'* thought he, 
" I’m sure he wouldn’t talk like that ’* 

Unfortunate Toto t Little did he realise that at this very moment, wlion 
his spirits were going up like an india-rubber ball, his danger was most 
imminent. ** This lad’s altogether too clever ! ” Tantaine was at that in- 
stant saying to himself. “ Too clover by far. Ah ! if I wore going on 
with our business and could make it worth his while, 1 should hnd him 
wonderfully useful. But just now, when we are thinking of winding up 
affairs, to leave such a smart lad who knows so much wandering about at 
his own sweet will, would be the height of imprudence on the part of 
people who know the importance of a stolen secret.** 

Meanwhile, Toto had summoned a waiter, and now threw a ten-fraiio 
piece on the table, haughtily exclaiming, ** Pay ^ourself 1 ’* 

But Tantaine pushed the money back, and handed the waiter another 
tcn-franc piece from his own pocket. This genei'osity put the lad into the 
best possible humour. ‘*8o much the better for mol” he cried gaily. 
** And now, let’s find Caroline SchimmeL** 

But is she here ? 1 couldn’t discover her,” said Tantaine. 

'* Because you didn’t know where to look for her, then. She’s playing 
cards in the caf<^. Come on, sir 1 ** 

liut Tantaine detained the lad for a moment. *'0n6 instant,” ho said. 
"J.'eil me, did you say precisely what 1 bade you to this w^oniau ? ” 

“ Word for word, sir,” 

Kepeat to me what you said.” 

Chupmi who was standing, reseated himself. For five days,” he began, 
solemnly. I’ve literally dogged your Caroline. We’ve played cards until 
all was mue, and X took care she should rise from table — a winner. I con- 
fided to her that I had a good uucle, fifty years old or thcreahouts, still 
fresh and alert, perhaps a little bit foolish, but awfully amiable --in short, 
a >vidow'er without children, who was dreadfully anxious to marry .again — 
willi a woman she know — ^in fact, herself ; for having seen her ho had fallen 
head over heels in love with her.^* 

“Well done, Toto, well done I And what did she say in return ? ” 

“ Bless my soul 1 she grinned like a hyena. Only, she’s a suspicious sort 
of a cat, and 1 saw very well she fancied one was after her money. I didn’t 
look as if I guessed her thoughts ; but 1 just mentioned that my uncle had 
a house of his own and made some four thousand francs a year.”. 

“And did you mention me by name?” 

“ Yes, at the very last I did. I know she must have often seen you at 
the agency, and said to myself, * Father Tantaine’s a worthy old gent, but — ’ 
dash it all, you’ll excuse me, won’t you?—' he isn’t particularly liaiidsomo, 
> nor over well dressed as a rule ? * To oay the truth, 1 thought she might cut 
up rusty, and so 1 kept the name back as long as 1 could. But as soon as 
I mentioned it she looked more pleased than ever. ' 1 know him I ’ she 
exclaimed, ' 1 know him well. ’ So you see, M , Tantaine, that yon ’vc nothing 
to do now but to fix the wedding-day. Now, come on ; she expects to see 
you to-night,** 

Tantaine settled his glasses with a decided gesture, “lam ready ! ” he 
said. 

Toto was not mistaken. The Duke de Champdoce’s former servant was 
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playing a game of cards, but as soon as she saw young Cbupin’s sci-dUmt 
uncle, in spito of the fact that she held a wonderfully good halide she threw 
down hot cards and received him with m'arked eaeouvagemeUt. Toto- 
Chupin looked on in del^ht. Never ^d he seen the old weal— as he, in 
the recosSes of his heart, irreverently termed hun-Tflo , amiable^ agreeable 
and talkative. It was easy to see that Caroline Bchimmel W^ mating un.< 
der his attractions, for never before in her life had such tender words been 
whispered in her ear by so mnsloal .a voice. Nor did Tantaihe confine his 
attentions to tender words ; he ordered a bowl of kirsch punch, and loving 
talk and fiery lic^^uor were allowed to alternate* The old boy’s lOngdost 
youth seemed to nave come back to him— he drwk, and he san^, and he 
danced* Yes, ho really took her round the waist, and drew her into the 
ball-room ; and Toto, in opon-niouthod astonishment, watched them as they 
whirled around. At all events Tantaine was rewarded for this super- 
human exertion, for at ten o’clock tho mon'iage was airauged, and Caro- 
line left tho Grand Turc^«’ on tho arm of her future husband. She had 
consented to allow him to piTcr hit a betrothal supper at a restauraiit 
hard by. 

« • • • » • ■ 

The next morning, when the street-sweepers came down from Montmartre, 
they found a woman lying face downwards on the pavement of the outer 
boulevard. They earned her to the nearest police station, but she was not 
dead as had been at first imagined ; she was only stunned. When she 
came to her senses the poor creature stated that her name was Caroline 
Schimmel, that she had been to supper in a private room at a restaurant 
with her future husband, but could remember nothing moro. At her re- 
quest she was put iuto a cab and sent to her homo, jp the Eue Marcadet. 


xxm 

" It is only a master’s eye that sees,” says Ia Fontaine, and once again tho 
truth of this proverb was verified at the, employment agency in the Euc 
MontorgueiL For more than a week B. Mascarot had ceased to preside in ^ 
tho Confessional Box, and the agency was already Buffering from his 
absence. Continual complaiata were made. Bcaumarchcf was all veiy 
well, but he was not Mascarot. The^ ex-sub-ofiicer, frightened by hla 
responsibility, had ventured on some timid remonstrances, but his master 
had 80 ill received hint that he could only retreat with a si^. 

What indeed did Mascarot care for his agency now f Thus on tho morning 
after Tantaine’s expedition to the Grand Turc,” while Bcaumarohef 
answered eachfr^h applicant, with the same stereotyped phrase, "My 
master has gone outt)n businosa,” iiis master was in reality shut up in his 
oMm private room. On the day in question, his face bore evident marks of 
fatigne. Hia eyes were greatly infiamed, and on his table stood a cup of 
6i9cme which he oocasionmly sij^d, as if to moisten his parched throat ^ 
and cool some internal fire. It was plain enough that this man, generally 
so cold and calm— so completely master of himself— was now a prey to 
terrible agitation. Great generals on the eve of a decisive battle may ap- 
p^r unmoved to those about them, but ib.ey are none the less the victims 
of that feverish excitement which always precedes action. Now with B. 
Mascarot, the hour had struck for the supreme confiiot. Ho was about to 
take a step, after whiolv there could be no possible turning back, He was, 
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In facti, waiting for Catenae, Hortebize and Paul, to reveal to them liia plan 
in its fullest details. 

As usual, the first to appear was Hortebize. “I received your instnic- 
tioaa» Baptistin," he said, as he entered^ **aiid I have carried thorn out. I 
have just come from the Hdtel de Mussidan. ” 

*• How do they seem there f ” 

*‘iSad, but resigned. Mademoiselle Sabine was never particularly viva- 
cious ; she is graver and paler than before her illness ; that’s all the diifor- 
euce that I can detect.” 

“ Were you alone with the countess ? ” 

Yes ; and I told her that I was so harassed by the people who held hor 
letters that she must be vety guarded in her actions. She answered wifcli a 
tnournful smile, that she was in despair, but she was certain of her hus- 
bnnd’s consent, and could roly on her daughter’s readiness to many 
Groiseiiois.” 

'Pantaine would have received this statement With enthusiasm, but Mas- 
oarot remained unmoved. However much he may have been pleased, it 
M'.'is coldly enough that he replied ; “I saw Croisenois this morning, and 
if lie obeys me, which 1 am sure he will, we shall get ahead of AndrC, and 
M. de Breulh. Tlie marquis will bo Sabine’s husband before thev discover 
th.at the banns have l>eea published. The marriage solemnlzea, we can 
adord to laugh at them ; and, in regard to our grand idea, 1 have matured 
my plan of the company, and in a week the prospectus will be nublished. 
Put to-day wc have another subject for discussion, ttie Champdocc 
n'.ittor — ” 

At this point, he was interrupted by the arrival of Paul, who came in 
rather timidly, being a little uncertain of his reception after Tantainc’s 
singular good-bye the day before. Contrary to his expectations, he was 
warmly welcomed. Either Tantainc had not repeated what had taken 
place, or Mascarot regarded it with different eyes. ** Accept my congratu- 
lations,” he said, '*aa regards your success with Monsieur Martin Rigal. 
Youhave’nt merely pleased the daughter, but you’ve fasomated the father 
as well.” 

“I’m glad to heat it. Last evening, however, he was away.” 

“Yes, I’m aware of that. He dined with one of our friends, who 
sounded him with re^rd to you. If Hortebize went to-morrow in your 
name to ask MademoiBelle Flavia’s hand, M. Rigal wouldn’t refuse it." 

Paul closed his eyes, dazzled by the glare of Flavia’s millions. 

“Uark!” interrupted Hortebize; “I hear Catenae bustling along the 
passage.” 

The worthy doctor's ears had not deceived him ; it was indeed the law- 
yer, who came late, as usual. He did not apologise for his lack of punctu- 
ality, but tried to win forgiveness by the smiiU and honeyed words he 
lavished on everyone in the room. 

However, Mascarot hastily rose and confronted him with such a threaten- 
ing mien that Catenae started back. ** What the deuce do you mean ? ” 
he asked. 

“ Can’t you raess ? ” rejoined the agent, in a tone that was more appal- 
ling even than nis manner. “1 have measured the depth of your infamy. 
1 was certain the other day that you meant to betray us. But you gave mo 
your word to the contrary, and you — ” 

“ I swear to yon, Baptistlii — 

“No oaths, they are needless. One word alone from Perpignan en- 
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lightened ns. Were you ignorant of tlie fact that the Duke do Champdoce 
had unfailing means of recognizing his child->that there are inefiaceable 
scats — ” 

**I'ha4 forgotten — " The words died away on his lips, for even his 
usually marveUous self-possession deserted him under Masoarot’s contemp- 
tuous glance. 

**Let me tell you what 1 think of ^rou,” continued the agent. * ' You are 
n coward and a traitor 1 Even convicts l^p .their word to each other. 1 

knew you to be vilei but not to this degro’o— »» 

** Then why do you employ me, against my irisk t ’’ 

The impudence of this reply exasperated B. Mascarot to such a degree, 
that he caught Catenae by the collar, and shook him as if he would have 
stiungled bun. ** I use you, viper,’' he cried, ** because I so hold you that 
you cannot harm us. And yon will serve me well when 1 prove to you that 
your reputation, your moneys your liberty, and even your life all depend 
on our success. Fortunately, 1 know where that body is 1 The proofs — 
the most absolute proofs of your crime— are in the handaof a. perSgn who 
knows precisely what to do. When 1 give the signal he will move, and in 
another hour you ore a lost man.” A terrible pause followed. *‘And it 
would be as well,” resumed Mascarot at last, for you to pray that no acci- 
dent may over happen to Paul, Hortebize, and myself. If one of us should 
happen to die suddenly, your late is sealed. You are warned ; so now look 
out I ” 

Qatenao stood with his head boWed, motionless and rooted to the ground 
as it were. There was a gleam of fury in his eyes, but what did the others 
care f Ho was so bound and gagged that he could move neither hand nor 
loot against them. Ko more .ilsorgiversation, no hope of vengeance was 
possible. He owed his position to blackmail, and it was now bloc^nuil 
that threatcned^hiiu f ' ' ' 

Mascarot turned away, swallowed some of his tisofie, and tranxiuilly, as 
if notliing unusual had occurred, took his seat again by the dro and calmly 
adjusted his spectacles, which had been deranged by the violence of liis 
movements. I ought to toll yoUs Catenae,” said he, that with the ex- 
ception of this one detail, 1 know fW more about the Champdoce matter 
than you do. In fact^ what do you know ? Nothing in the world except 
what the duke has seen fit to confide to you and, Perpignan, and you imagixie 
that you are in possession of the truth, do you 7 You were never more mis- 
taken. Fortunately I know the truth, and my knowledge won’t surprise 
you when you learn that for years 1 have been uvestigating this matter.” 

** Yes, for many years.” interrupted the doctor. 

** And perhaps it would interest you to knowhow 1 first got on the track 
of this a&ir. Do you remember that scrivener who had his room near the 
Palais de Justice, and who tried blackmailing on a largo scale T Well,, 
through on unfortunate speculation he came to grief, and was lodged in 
prison for two years.” , 

1 thiuk I remember him.” 

■‘He was intelligent and ingenious. He bought old manuscriptsand letters, 
invoices, and so on, papers written upon, of all sorts and kinds by weight, 
and he carefully sorm and read them all. It is, of course, impossible to 
say what' treasures he found in these papers, abandoned ^to the Yap pickers 
and dust-carts, but 1 believe he came across severaL ' Do you thiuk there 
was ever a man who hadn’t reason to regret, at least once in his life, having 
had pen and ink within reach at some given time 1 Was there ever a causa 
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cH^Jfre. in whfcfa letters did not play an important part ? These facts have 
struck me so olten and so fore: Ely that I ask myself why prudent people 
do not invariably use thcee inks which, after a few days, fade away and 
leave the paper without a mark. To be brief, 1 decided to fo|low the 
scrivener’s example. 1 bought old papers, and, axnons other curious things, 
1 found this.” So saying he took from his desk a bit of paper, fumbled, 
torn, and dirty, and handed it to Hortebize, adding, **liOok at it well” 

Some one had Inscribed on this paper, with a trembling liand; the follow- 
ing enigmatical assemblage of letters : “ tllihcruoevahemtel^mnof^ipevahinec 
onnimaiycrem,'* while beneath ran the one intelligiUo word, Kevor 1 

**It was clear to me,” continued Masoarot, **that 1 had before me a 
cryptogram, that is to say, a letter composed according to particular rules 
and intended to place a compromising correspondence beyond all^risk of 
exposure. Of coarse, it was equally oSar that such a precaution was not 
employed in ordinary correspondence. I concluded, consequently, that 
this scrap of paper contained some tremendous secret.” 

Catenae listened to this oxidftnation with a lofty and supercilious air. 
lie belonged to that class ox combatants who never know when their 
shoulders touch the ground, and who, even when exhausted and panting, 
persist in denying their defeat. *‘The conclitsiou seems to me evident/’ 
he said patronisingly. 

** Thank you,” answered Masoarot coldly. “ At all events, it had to bo 
found. I became deeply interested in deciphering this enigma —the more 
so, as I have tlie honour of presiding over an association, each individual 
member of which owes not only his daily bread, but even the esteem in 
ivhlch ho is held by the world at large, to the manipulation of other people’s 
secrets,'* 

Hortebize smiled a wicked little smile, and with a glance at Catenae, 
murmured, ** Take that to yourself ! ” 

Masoarot thanked his friend with a gesture. ‘*One morning,” he con- 
tinued, closed my door, and swore not to leave my room until I had 
deciphered the meaning of these letters.” 

In turn, Paul, the doctor, and Catenae now attentively examined the 
paper hande<l them by Masoarot. The letters seemed to them to be placed 
quite at random on the paper, and conveyed no sense or meaning to their 
minds. *‘No,” said the doctor impatiently, '*it’s no^ use ; 1 can make 
nothing out|of It.” 

Masoarot smiled complacently. He had never been over modest, and he 
had, moreover, bis reasons for prolonging his companions’ astonishment na 
much as possible. “You can detect notoing?” he asked, as he took tho 
letter from Paul’s hands. 

“ Nothing whatever,” answered Catenae sulkily, 

“ I assure you,” resumed Masoarot, “ that at the outset I wm quite as 
much at sea as yourselves; and yet I carefully preserved this sci^p of 
paper, soiled and old as it was — the ago is evident from its hue and thjB. 
fiiintness of tho ink. A secret instinct bade me guard it closely, a presenti- 
ment seemed to tell me it meant fortune, wealth for myself and all of you. 
All human minds have a certain dose of curiosity, inquisitiveness, and seek 
to le'arh bidden tiling. Riddles, rebuses, and charades are successful 
raasoar. ’ It might be that, on deciphering these letters, 1 
sfi^donly arrive at EK>mo insignificant, childish phrase— I might, of 
coarse, make some startling discovery. The chances were equal, and tiiis, 
of course, I fully realised. At the outset I had detected^that there were two 
VOLl II. 
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distinct handwritings. If it were a woman who had composed the rebus, 
a man had added wcword '.KeyerT Was that ‘never^ a reply to tho 
previous letters ? If this surmise were correct, thmi the woman asked some 
favour and the man refused it. But then, why had- two different languages, | 
80 to Say, been employed ? those mysterious letters, followe<l by this 1 

ordinary word 1 On reflection this is what I thought i -The womaii^t request ] 
was of a ^ngerous nature, and might reveal something it was her interest 
to conceal, while this laconio ' never* was in no dome compromising. But 
haw happened it, you ask, that the reouest and the refusal were writtem 
on the same paper ? This question, also, i soon solved to my own satis- 
faction. This letter was never intended for the poet, and never went into 
aJ^ter*box. It was exchanged between two neighbouring houses, perhaps 
two floors in the same bouse, and perhaps, who oould say, between 
twdpi^nns in the same apartment. . In a moment of intense excitement a 
W(Sikii^^>enned these mysterious lettere, and sent them by a servant to a 
man whose help Or whose pity sa&d mercy she implored. He, in a fit of 
rage, snatched up a pen, wrote that one word * never,* and then- handed the 
paper to the servant, saying., ' Take that to your mistress.’ Having settled 
these points in my owm mind, I noit attacked the enigma. 1 was nnac< 
customed to this sort of work, and I found, AS yon may imagine, consider- 
able difflculty in the task ; ih fact, I worked fourteen hours without success. 
It was the merest chance tliat gave me the duo I was vainly seeking. 
While 1 was studying the letters, I happened to hold the paper between 
myself and the light, the back of it turned towards me, and to my utter 
surprise 1 read it at once. It was the simplest, most childish cryptograr>li 
in the world. The letters, instead o! going from left to fight, went from 
right to left, and to obtain the sense, it was only necessary to replace them 
in their proper order. 1 took a pencil and copied each letter in turn, be- 
ginning at the last one. *M. e. r. c. y. i. a.,' etc. 1 next divided tho 
letters into words, and obtained this sigiiifloant result : ' Mercy, I am 
innocent. Have pity on me. Let me have our child.' " 

Dr. Hortebize snatched the paper the desk. 

You are right,” he said ; ** it is the infancy of art. *' 

B. Mascafot smiled. |*I had succeeded in readiug it,” said he; 'Mmt 
that was only the beginning. This scrap had been found among five on six 
hundred pounds of paper, bought at the sale of a chateau near Venddmo. 
How was it to be traced back to its possessors ? I should have despaired if, 
in one comer-rsee there — 1 hadn’t noticed the faint trace of p crest and 
motto, originally stamped on the paper. I knew literally no ^ .ig about 
heraldry, but one of my friends knew a great deal. He examiuvi the crest 
YTith a magnifying glass, and at once pronounced it to be that of tho noble 
house of Champdoce.” At this point B. Mascarot rose, stationed himself 
erect, with his back to the fire, and then resumed ; That was how I 
Itarted, gentlemen. Faint was the light that guided me, wavering and un- 
certain. Another man would probably have been discouraged ; but 1 rarely 
give up an idea. I am patient, and 1 wake each morning witli tho siirnc 
idea in my mind that was there when 1 went to sleep. Six months later, 1 
knew that these appealing words had been addressed by the Duchess of 
Champdoce to her husband ; and 1 knew under what circumstances they 
had been written. Since then 1 have fully investigated the secret first sug- 
gested to me by this scr^ of paper. If 1 hav^ not achieved my task earlier, 
It was because one single link was wanting. But 1 have it now ; I obtained 
>t yesterday.’ 



THB SLAVES OP PAMS. 


19 


Ah ! " BAid the doctor ; “ so Caroline Schimmel hag spoken ? ’* 

Yeg. The secret she kept for twenty- three years dropped last night 
from her tongue, which had been loosened by wine.*’ As he spoke, B. 
Mascatot opened a drawer of his desk and drew out a voluminous manu- 
script, which he brandished with an air of triumph. “This is my master- 
piece 1" he cried, “and the explanation of my manceuvres for the last 
lovtuight. After you have read this you will understand how it happens 
that 1 hold the Duke and Duchess of Champdoce and Diane do Sauvebourg, 
Coimtesa do Mussidan, all in the game noose. Listen, doctor, yon who 
have the blindest and most tmquestipning confidence in me. Listen, 
Catenae, you who wished to betray me» and then tell me if I am in error 
when 1 affirm that I hold .every element of success in my hand.*’ He held 
the manusoiipt out to Paul. “And you, my dear be 

tills aloud-^1 have written it more especially for yon. Bead it 
weigh every syllable, give it all the attoition you are capable of 
history of a great and noble family, . And rememboi: that there is wTone 
detail, however trivial it may seeiUi that is not fraught with import^ce as 
reganls your future,” 

l.^anl opened the manusoript, and in a voice which trembled at first, but 
which gathered strength as he went on, ho perused the heart-stirring 
.narrative prepared by Mascarot under the title of “Tbs Cuampdoce 
Seckbt.” 


END OP PART I. 



PART IL 

TKE CHAMPDOGE SBOHET.. 


I. 

Ik joumeyin]^ from Poitiers to I^ondoii, it is best to engage a seat in the 
diligence, which plies between the capital of the department of the Vienne 
and Saumur, the gayest and most m-epossessing of the many towns tlnit 
stud the banks of the rapid Loire. The diligence ofhee is but a few yards 
from the HOtel de France^ between the restaurant of the Coq>Hardi and 
the Gaf(^ CastiUe. Travellers are received there by an cxcecdiugly polite 
clerk, who in return for the advance of a five franc piece, promises a good 
seat in the coupi for the following morning. ** But be careful,” be invari- 
ably adds, “be careful to conus here, punctually at ||^ o’clock.” So the 
next morning the traveller has himself awakened atljtky break, dresses as 
quickly as possibly, and hastens to the olEce as fast as liis le^s can take 
him. But ho has hurried himself withcml reason. In the ol&e there is 
only a stable-lad, just sufficiently awaXe to give a sullen reply to the 
qucstLOiis asked of him. It is of no use remonstrating or dying into a rage, 
for he simply turns round on his bei^i and dozes off again. Over the 
w.ay, however, a shop where hot rnflpjftnn be obtained ov^tually opens, 
and furnishes a convenient refuge foF^bse who are waiting. ^ Half an hour 
afterwards, the clerk of the office turns up, yawning and rubbing his eyes. 
The old diligence is dragged out of the. courtyard, tlxo postilion and the 
ostler harness the three horses, while a couple of porters hoist the luggage 
and goods on to the roof of the vehicle. “Take your places, goutlonu-n,” 
shouts the clerk, “take your places I ” It is a false alanin So far most 
of tlio passengers have not put in an appearance. It is necessary to wait 
for M. do Rocdieposay, who lives in the Rue St Porohaire, for f.T, J^adal, 
the notary, wlio resides near Blossao, for M. Richand, of Louaon, who 
arrived at Poitiers on business yesterday, as well as lor several others. One 
by one, however, they eventually turn up, laden with parcels and carpet 
bags, which they stow away under their seats. At last the vehicle is 
lu$ ; half post seven is striking i the conductor swears a last oatli, the 
poi^lioB cracks his whip ; and the heavy old coach rolls off, the bells of 
the horses gaily jingling. Down tlirough the town go the nags at a sharp 
pace ; the bridge across the Claln is crossed almost at a gallop ; the vehicle 
bounds over the paving stones of the Faubourgs, the highroad is reached, 
and then — alas 1 for those who like to travel rapidly^the faorses^knowingly 
sxibaide into the jog trot they will keep up till the of the sUge. 

The driver now complacently fills his pipe, and the passengers, if they bo 
so minded, may look out"bf the windows and admire the scenery. This is 
upper Poitou— a succession of fertile plains, far-stretching pasture lands 
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ainl dense forests. Valleys follow valleys, and as far as the eye can reach, 
come fields, with rudely-tinted soil, and chestnut-trees with branches bowing 
to the ground, planted here and there in their midst. See here are the moors 
and woods of Bivrpn where game is most abundant ; for their owner, the 
Count do Mussidan, has not once shot over them since he killed poor 
Montlouia threo-and-twenty years ago. The ch/iteau do Mussidan is 
farther off on the right hand side. Two years ago, come Christmas, old 
Madame de Chevauch6 died thevo, leaving all her property to her niece, 
Mademoiselle Sabiiiei On the other side of the road, half hidden by the 
trees of a lordly jpark, rises the proud castle of Sauvebourg, with its 
balconies and cornices, carved by one of the favourite sculptors of Francis 
tho First. And here a few miles farther on, on the summit of an isolated 
hill, stands the ancient feudal manor of Champdocc, whenco jdains and 
villages and forests may be viewed for many a long mile around. How 
gloomy, how desolate it looks 1 Ouco the most stately pile in all Poitou, it 
is now falling to ruins ; for, for flve-and- twenty years, its owners l^avo 
abandoned; and seemingly forgotten it. ^he left wing has already half 
crumbled to pieces. The storms have earned away the weather cocks and 
the roof. Rain and heat have rotted the shutters and window-frames, and 
the rusty iron balconies barely cling to tho stone work. 

Hero, however, in 1840, there lived with his only son, tho possessor of 
<inc of the most illustrious names in France— C<5aar*OuillaimlG do Hompair, 
Duka de Champdocc, three times a marquis, twice a count, aoiid seven times 
a baron. 

lie was looked upon as a most eccentric nobleman. He might be met on 
the highw'ays clad like the poorest peasant, wearing an old coat, darned 
a nd patched, a dingy leather cap and wooden shoes. In winter time lie 
would throw an old sheepskin over his shoulders; and in all seasons be in- 
variably earned a stout ash stick. He was then some sixty years of age, 
but still endowed with wonderful strength and nerve. His eyes bespoko 
Ids iron will, turning from grey to black whenever he. became enraged. 
He had been an and had fought in Condi's army ; and a sal)re 

stroke had cut his upper lip in twain, leaving a scar which imparted almost 
a fiendish expression to his facev He was not', however, an evil minded 
man, though for violence, obstinacy, and despotism, he w^as probably with- 
out ail ermal. ^ Fortunately for those around him, his anger might bo 
measured by bis three favourite oaths. When he was merely dissatisfied 
he would exclaim, *^Jarnicoton!** In a state of irritation he shouted, 
■‘tJjikii ! ” and when fairly enraged he burst forth into a terrible cry of, 
“ JarnUo7inerre i ” Then was the time to ke^ beyond reach of his bludgeon. 
He was greatly feared, and tho folks of Bivrou bared their heads with 
mingled terror and respect when, followed by his son, he passed by on 
Sundays on his way to high mass at the church, where ho had a pew of his 
own, the first in front of tho altar. As the service proceeded he read his 
huge prayer-book half aloud, or sang with tho choir in a deep bass voice. 
At tho collection he regularly deposited a fiVe-ftanc piece in the plate, and 
this weekly offering, with his subscription to the GazeUe de France^ and the 
five crowns a year he paid the barber who camo to shave him twice a -week, 
made up his personal expenditure. It must not bo thought, however, that 
he starved at homo plump fowls, savoury vegetables, and exquisite fruit 
abounded on his table. But the menus were invariably limited to things 
that had been caught, killed, or gathered on his estates, and so butchers 
meat was never seen at Chompdoce, for the simple reason that it would 
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have had to bo paid for. Although frequently Invited to the ontertain- 
znente of the neighbouring nobility, who looked upon him as their senior 
representative, the duke regularly declined the compliment, declaring that 
no nobleman, with any fedings of self respect, could accept hospitality 
without returning it ; and in this instance, returning it implied a pecuniary 
outlay. 

It was certaiuly not poverty that compelled the Duke de Champdoce to 
practise such rigid economy. His estates in Toitou, in the Angoumois and 
Baintonge, were worth more than twelve hundred thousand francs, and this 
without counting the forest Of Champdoce, which, skilfully mancaged, 
yielded some ten thousand silver crowns a year in timber. It was said, 
moreover, that his personality in ready coin and, invested money was yet 
more considerable ; and the report was by no means a false one. People, 
of course, looked upon him as a miser ; and yet he was not one, at least, 
as the term is usually understood. The fact is, this obstinate nobleman 
was simply following out a scheme, planned after long reflection, and exe- 
cuted with great perseverance «nd energy. His past life might in some 
degree explain his conduct. G4sar-Guillanme de Champdoce had, as 
wo have a&ead^ stated, emigrated from France at the outset of the Revolu- 
tion. For a time he had served in Condi’s army, and then, wlieii the 
Empire dawned upon Europe and Lemtirnists were reduced to wait and 
hope, be had journeyed to England, taken refuge in London, and earned a 
aijcviity livelihood by giving fencing lessons. At the restoration of the 
Rourbons ho had returned to France, and by a very great piece of good 
lock he had obtained possession of a part of the old family estates. But 
what was that part to him ? He thought of the princely opulence of his 
anccstoi's, and, contrasting it with his present belongings, pictured hitnself 
ill a state of miserabld poverty. As an additional pang he saw a new, 
young aristocracy spring out of the ranks of commerce and industry, active, 
proud of its wealth, and ambitious to win the influence and prestige of the 
listless, enervated old nobility. Then it was that M. de Champdoce, 
whose family pride was almost a form of monomania, conceived the plan to 
which ho afterwards devoted his whole life. He considered he had dis- 
covered a means of restoring all the' past power and splendour of his house ; 
three or four generations must eacrifice themselves for the benefit of their 
descendants. *^By living like a peasant,” said he, ''by denying myself 
every luxury, I can triple my capital in thirty years. My son must imitate 
me, and in a hundred years, thanks to a colossal fortune, the Dukes of 
Champdoce will have regained the rank to which their birth entitles them,” 

In 1820, following out this scheme, he espoused, as a matter of business, 
a young girl who was as ugly as she was noble, but who possessed a magni- 
ficent dowry. The marriage was far from being a happy one ; and folks 
even accused the dnke of brutality towards his poor young wife, who failed 
to understand how a man, whom she had enriched with a portion of half a 
million francs, could possibly refuse her a dress she needed. However, 
after a year's matrimony, she gave birth to a son, christened by the names 
of Louis-Norbert ; and six months later, worn out, no doubt, with the hard 
life she was compelled to lead, she died, somewhat suddenly. In his heart, 
her egotistical husband rejoiced rather than otherwise. He had a sturdy 
Vj^ung heir, and the mother’s fortune now belonged to him. What else did 
he care for ? Henceforth unhindered, he might carry his mania for economy 
to the farthest limits. Rising before daybre^, he accompanied his labourers 
to the fields aud toiled beside them. He attended all the fairs and markets 
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person, Beilina his crops and live stock at the highest possible price, and 
haggling over a rew francs like the closest-fisted peasant. As for his sou, 
bis only care Ivat that the little fellow might grow np strong and healthy, 
80 as to fittingly oontiaue the task of retrieving the family fortunes. 

Young NoSert was brought up b*ke a potty farmer's son, neither better 
nor worse. At first he was allowed to ramble along the hedges, roll on the 
manure heaps, and wade about in the ponds at his own sweet will— going 
barefooted in summer time, and Wearing woodbi shoes, stufied with slniw, 
at winter tide. However, when he was nine years* old his rural education 
commenced, To begin with, he kept the cows in the pasture lands, or at the 
outskirts of the woods, carrying a long perch-jrto prevent the cattle from 
nibbling at the young shoots. He went off at dd|vn, with his daily piti:ui(..c 
in a basket, slung over hia back. Then, as ho grew older, he leavn^to 
guide a plough, to mow, sow, and reap, to value a standing crop at a 
to attend ou cattle and shc/ip afifiicted with rot and foot-and-mouth dniliise, 
and finally, to drive a bargain. The Duke de Ghainpdocc long hesitate«l 
beforo allowing hia son to be taught to read. What was the use of educa- 
tion, as the lad must lead a rough, country life ? Still, on the other hand, 
the man who cannot read, write, and count, can scarcely manage a large 
estate to advantage. Finally, the priest of Bivron ventured on sonic 
remonstrances, and liis grace consented that Korbert should be taught the 
lirat rudiments of knowledge. 

Everything went as tbo aiike desired it, till Korbert reached Ids sixteenth 
yeai'j ur rather till the day whew his father took him to Poitiers for the Hi st 
time. At sixteen, Louis Norbort de Champdoce looked fully tllt'CC years 
older, and was certainly as handsome a youtn as could anywhere be found. 
His features had that pensive expression common to tillers of the soil, who 
live alone, absorbed in their own thoughts, face to face with luituro. I’lio 
Bim had bronzed his cheeks and brow; he had a magnificent crop of w.uy 
black hair, and his big blue eyes with their iiielfuicholy gleam, strikingly 
recalled hi.s mother’s. Poor woman ! Those eyes of hers had been her only 
beauty. The hard labour he had been subjected to had imparted iincom* 
mon strength to his muscles, but vritiiout tampering with his graceful 
build, and his hands, hard as they were, were albeit of perfect shape. 
From a moral point of view, he was altogether a young savage. Under bis 
father's harsh rule he had never wandered a league from the diiiteau, and 
Bivron with its sixty houses, its little church and great inn, seemed to him a 
delicious locality full of stir and bustle. So far he had not spoken to tbrcu 
strangers, and the labourers and workpeople whom tlio Duke de C)jamp*.loco 
employed feared his grace too much to talk openly in the lad’s presence. 
He had never heard a word likely to enlighten him as to his n‘al f/ositiou, 
or cause him to reflect. Brought up in this fashion, he could barely imagine 
any life different to his oum. To wake when the cocks crowed, labour all 
day in the fields, and fall fast asleep after supper, such seemed to him the 
sum total of life. Ha];>pinc 8 B in his eyes consisted in good crops ; and mis- 
fortune came in the form of a severe frost or a heavy hail storm. Still he 
had his amusements. High mass on Sunday moniiziga was almost u.fiU fo 
him ; and after the service he took infinite pleasure in surveying the groups 
of villagers rigged out in their best clothes. At times too bo eagerly 
listened to the discourse of some helmcted charlatan vaimtiug the superio- 
rity of his “pencils** or “pain killer “from the top of atravelliug van. 
For more than a year the young peasant girls had favoured him with 
sheepish glances, and bluslum to their ears whenever he spoke to them, 
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blit lie was far too simple to notice it. After mass, he accompanied his 
father on an inspectidh of the week's work, or else obtained permission to 
set snares for birds. He had no notion of real life^ of the , world, society, 
men’s relations with each other, and the value of money. .Somewhat 
alarmed by his natural intelligence, bis father had purposely kept diini in 
tho dark on all these pmnta. Such, indeed, Was Korbert, wneu one eveu^ 
ing the duke bade hun hold himself iii readiness to accompany him to 
Poitiers on the morrow. 

T|ie Duke de Cliampdoce had just received the rents of several of his ten- 
ants. as" well as the price of a large stock of tin^ber,. and it was necessary 
he should invest this money, for he never let capital Ho idldi If he took 
his son with him, it was because he began to feel that he must initiate lain 
into the management of the large fortune he would one day inherit ; so, 
soon after daybreak, they both set off in a light cart, with forty thousand 
francs in silver, in stout bags, under their feet, Notbert was raiUank For 
more than a year be had been longing to see Poitiers, which he had never 
visited, although it is only some nve leagues distant from ChanipUocc. 
Poitiers, bo it mentioned, is not precisely the gayest city in Franco, and 
many of the students there naturally sigh for Paris and the Quartior 
Latin, The streets are nar^w tortuous and extremely ill paved. The 
tall bloqk houses seem to dat^roin half forgotten centuiios. No matter, 
Notbert was fairly dazzled. As the horse was walked through the town, 
to prevent any mishap, he perceived the most beautiful, most astonishing 
things in the shop windows. It happened, j^reover, to be market day, 
and such, to the lad's mind, was the ^tlr {i$di bustle, that he felt almost 
dizzy. He had nerhapa never imagined that the earth contained so many 
inhabitants ; ana he was, indeed, so preoccupied that he did not notioe that 
the horse hod stopped of its own accord in front of a stylish house, having 
a notary’s name inscribed on a bright brass plate. 

“ Come, come, Norbert,” cried the Duke, “ Here we are 1 ” 

Tho lad at once alighted, but his mind still wandered tlirough the town. 
He helped, in purely mechanical fashion, to can*y the bags of silver in- 
doors. He did not notice the obsequious manner in which the notary re- 
ceived his father, he did not hear a word of the interminable conversation 
respecting investments that followed;. His brain was busy with the mar- 
vels of Poitiers— to him an earthly paradise. 

At last tho duke left the notary’^ office, taking his son with him. They 
stabled the horse and cart at a large inn, on tho market-place, and break- 
fasted off a bit of bacon, washed down with a glass of sour wine, on tho 
comer of the oononon table where peasants and herdsmen were haggling 
and tippling. However, M. do Champdoce had not come to Poitiers merely 

on aooount qC hie investment. Ho intended, aa it waa market day, to avail 

himself of tho opportunity to ferret out a miller, who had owed him a small 
sum for more than a year. Accordingly os soon as the frugal meal was 
over, he bade his son wait for him, and hurried off. Norbert was standing 
in front of the inn, somewhat perplexed at finding himself abandoned in the 
midst of so many Grangers, when suddenly he felt some one touch him on 
tho shoulder. Ho turned at once, and found himself face to face with a 
yoxmg fellow of his own ago, who exclaimed with a laugh : ** What 1 have 
you mrgotten your old friends 7 *' ' 

It was a moment before Norbert recognized this young fellow ; but sud- 
denly remembering him, he responded : ** Why, Montlouis, is it you ?” 

This Montlouis, the son of one of the Duke de Champdoce’s farmers, ha d 
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formerly been Norbert’s comrade. In earlier days they had ofttiines 
driven their cows to the same pasture lands* had spent long afternoons 
playing together^ iishitig and bird-nesting ; but for five years they had not 
met each otlieif. }!!forbert!a hesitation on reoognimng his old playmate, was 
in some measure due to the letter’s costume — a. tall hat and a long black 
coat with metal buttons. This was the uniform of the college where Mout- 
louis was completing his studies ; for whilst hia.graoe the duke was making 
a peasant of ms son, the humble farmer atroVe to turn his lad into a gentle- 
man. Norbert was lit fact so struck by the difference of Moutlouis^ attire 
to his own, that beyomi a few words ol recognition ho could find nothing to 
say, What aro ypu doing here ? ” asked Montloiiis, at last 

** Waiting for iny father.” 

** Just as £ am for mine. However, weVc still time to tsike a cup of 
roffee together.” And witlioiit waiting for Ms old mate's acceptniioc of 
the offer, Montlouis drew him into a little oaft^ at a few yards from the- 
iun. The young collegian’s superiority was evident, and he seemed dis- 
posed to make it yet ml the more apparent, the billiard table were 
free,” said he, '*1 should have proposed a game. To be sure it coats money, 
and I don’t suppose your father allows you much.” Herbert liad never held 
iu his hand a ti’penuy bit he could call his own, and he felt ciuolly mortified 
on hoariug his friend talk lilro this. ** My father,” resumed Montlouis, 
** never refuses me anything. But to say the truth, I work hard, and I’m 
certain of two prizes this term. When I’ve taken my degree, M. de Mnssi- 
dan will engage mo as secretary — ^lie has promised it— and I shall go to 
Paris, and amuse tnyiKdf. And you — ^whai do you mean to do i ” 

“ I ? I don’t know.” 

“ Don’t know? ' Then I know for you. Why, you’ll dig and toil in the 
fields like your father. Does it amuse you? To think you’re the son of a 
groat noble, of the richest man in Poitou, and yot you’re not so happy as 
L a mere farmer’s son. Well, well, I suppose there’s no help for it.” 

They parted ; and when the Duke de Cliampdoce retumeu to the inn, he 
found Ilia son on the spot where he had left him, and noticed nothing 
unusual in his manner. ' * Come,” said the duke, ‘ * let’s harness. ” The drive 
home was a silent one. Montlouis’ remarks had fallen into Norbert’s mind 
like subtle poison into pure water. Twenty careless words from an incoii- 
sid(‘rate boy were about to destroy the result of sixteen years’ patience and 
obstinacy. From that day, indeed, Horbert was transformed, though no 
one suspected it« 

It is in seoludled rural districts that diplomatists should go and study 
dissimulation. This young fellow, ignorant as he was, at least knew how 
to control his temper. His smiling f^e never revealed the storm raging 
in his heart ; and it was with all his usual alacrity that he started each 
morning to perform bis daily task, once pleasant enough, but now held by 
him in horror. To gain some inkling of his thoughts, it would have been 
iiecessarv to follow and watch him. Often when he thought himself alone, 
ho would remain motionless for hours, leaning on his spade, with contracted 
brows, and absorbed in dismal rcflectioas— he, who formerly had known no 
more of care them the bird warbling in the bushes. His intellect, aroused 
by Montlouis, was now on the gui inm, and many circumstances which ho 
liad never before heeded, at present seemed to him so many revelations. 
For instance, notiujif his father's relations 'with the surrounding peasantry, 
he realised, that despite apparent familiarity, they were separated by a 
perfect chasm. He divined that he must seek for his equals among the 
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great landowners of the district, who lived on their estates in the summer 
time, and repaired on Sundays to the Church at 13ivron. The old Count de 
Must^idan, so imposing with his snow white locks, the proud Marquis de 
Sauvebourg, to whom the peasants bowed so humbly, were alwAyS eager tO 
shake hands with the Duke de Champduoe and hU son. And, moreover, 
tlic most beautiful and most disdainful of the ladies of the nobility, who 
bore themselves like tjueeus when they crossed the market-place, sweeping 
the dust with tlie trains of their gorgeous dresses, ay, the most imposing 
amongst them, seemed flattered and delighted when his grace, who, despite 
his cfjarsc garments, retained the manners of the old regime, gallantly 
kissed their hands. 

All this was oalcnlatod to enlighten Korbert. He felt that he was the 
equal of these haughty folks ; and yet, what a difference there was between 
them and him ! Whilst he and his father walked to mass in their heavy 
hob-nailed siioes, the others drove up in superb caiTiages, drawn by valu- 
able horses, and were BUTrounded by footmen obedient to their bidding. 
What could be the cause of this difference ? It certainly did not consist in 
the poverty of the Champdoces, forNorbert was sufflciciitly well acquainted 
Avith the value of lands and crops to realise that his father was as wealthy, 
if not even wealthier than these people. Thus everything he had hoard 
whispered since hia transformation must be true. The Champdoce labourers 
declared that the duke was an old miser, and that rather than spend his 
gold nr give it to the poor, he buried it in the vaults of his eastlc, rising 
from l>ecl in the dead of night to go and worship bis treasures. ** Oiir 
voting master, Nurbert’a badly off,” they said to each other. “ He might 
have every pleasure in life, but he's treated even more severely than our 
own youngsters.” Thereupon others would rejoin in a threatening tone, 
“ Ah, I wouldn’t stand it, if I were in his place;” 

The labourers were not tlie only ones who pitied him. He remembered 
very well that on one occasion, whilst his father was talking to the Marquis 
de Sauvebourg, an old lady who accompanied the latter, probably the 
marchioness in person, had looked at him must compassionately, and, 
carried away by her feelings, perhstps, had murmured, ** Poor lad I what a 
pity he lost hia mother so early/’ 

What did all this mean? Did it not signify that folks pitied him, be- 
cause he had to submit to his father’s despotic will ? To crown everything, 
these gay, grand nobles had sons of their own, young follows of Norbort's 
age or thereabouts. He wept with jealousy when compoivd himself 
with them. Somellmes as he trudged along, bringing a x^air of oxen home 
after ploughing a field, ho mot some of these young aristocrats riding dainty 
th orouffhbrods. If they kiieAv him they just exclaimed, ' * Good day, Norbert, ” 
and galloped on. The greeting seemed almost an insult to him ; these 
young fellows were as insolent as happiness itself and he hated them. What 
life did they lead in Paris, whither tney invariably returned as soon as the 
cold weather set in ? He had to sow his crops, but how did they find 
occupation for their hours of idleness ? This was a x^oint he could not solve, 
and his absolute ignorance led him to make the most absurd conjectures. 
He in no degree envied such ** pleasures,” as ho had hitherto heard of.- 
The peasantry shat themselves up in a tap-rourn, emptied countless 
flagons of wine, shouted, disputed, and finally fought together. That was 
what they called “amusement;” but, to Norbert it seemed just the con- 
trary. However, the young scions of the nobility, whom he knew by sight, 
must have more rcjflned enjoymentSi a different gaiety to that of the tippler 
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Btumbling home. But then came the question as to what these superior 
pleasures really were. Across the desert with which the paternal will had 
ehUUmpSiSdCd bun> he divined there TOi!iBt be another marvellous, unknown 
world. Who could d^cribe it to him Whom could he talk to, ask for 
information, niaJce his friend ? Ho felt indignant at having been kept so 
frightfully ignorant, whilst Montlouis, the* farmer’s son, went to college. 
Hitherto he had yawnod at the sight of a printed page, but now, although 
obliged to spell almost every third word, he devoted all his spare time to 
reacUug. However, this could not possibly please his father ; and oneevening 
the duke imperatively declared there w^as nothing he disliked so much as a 
hookworm. Still Norbert did not relinquish his new pursuit. Opposition 
only strengthened his resolution. He read in secret. ' Ho had heard that one 
of the upper rooms of the cli^teau was full of books, and so, picking the 
door lock, ho entered and found a library of fully three thousand volumes, 
including some five hundred novels which his mother had perused in the 
weary, lonely hours of her married life. Norbert fell on these books like a 
Btarving man on bread. He read everything indiscriminately, without dis- 
cernment or reason, jumbling the past with the present, and history M'ith 
romance. .Still two ideas rapidly evolved from the confusion which filled 
his mind. He considered himself the most wretched being on earth, and 
lu; began to hate his father. Yea, ho hated him with a cold bitter hatred, 
v.'itli all the violence of the covetoits longings that cons^imed him ; and if 
ha iiad dared — But he did not dare. The duke inspired him with invin- 
cible terror. 

^Slu•h had been the situation for eighteen months, when M. de Champdocc 
coiiBidered it w^aa time he should aeauaint his son with his schemes, so timt 
the lad might, in his turn, fittingly labour for the restoration of the family 
fortunes. It was one Sunday, after supper in the common hail, tUid wdicu 
all the servants had retired. Never had Norbert seen his father look so 
solemn. Usually somewhat bowed, like all who have toiled long yearrf^'in 
the fields, the duke had now drawn himsolf up to his full height. All the 
pride of birth, generally so skilfully conccaloa. glittered iu his eyes. He 
ndabid to his son the history of the house of Champdoce, the origin of 
w Inch is lost iu the legends of medieval times. He related the lives of all 
the heroes who had made the name illustrious. Ho recapitulated the 
hcnoiirs conferred upon them, the sovereign alliances they had formed, and 
told what was the wealth arid power of the family in the days when the 
Uompairs of Cliampdoce raised taxes like princes, possessing their strong- 
holds and their army, and tiring out the strongest horse ere they had ctmsed 
their domains. ihat is what we wore,” he cried iu a ringing voice ; ** but 
what is left to us of all that splendour 7 A house in Baris, in the Eue de 
Varennes ; this castle ; a few patches of ground ; a few stocks and shares ; 
at the utmost, an income of three hundred thousand francs —barely eight 
millions of capital ! *’ 

No>'bort knew that his father was wealthy, but not to this degree. He 
was stupified on hearing these figures — eight millions ! and then a thousand 
conflicting thoughts Hashed like lightning through his min<l. Eight millions ! 
And he had to toil like a labourer who canicd thiity sous a day ! An in- 
come of three hundred thousand francs ! And this i-oom whore he now sat 
listening to his father looked like some pauper’s dwelling I His ancestors 
Lad had an army of retainers, and yet all the clodhoppers of the district 
treated him with patronising familiarity I How could he accept such 
humiliation and such poverty, being so wealthy and so nobly born ? A first 
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impulse of rage almost overcame his usual tiinidity, and he half rose to re- 
proach his father for his avarice and cruelty ; but his strength was not in 
keeping with his audacity. Overwhelmed with emotion, he sank on to his 
stool again, unable to speak a word, choked by the sobs that rose fh>m his 
heart. 

The duke had not noticed tliis explosion of feeling. Prostration seemed to 
have followed the excitement with which he had recorded the glories of his 
house, and now he was w'alking heavily up and down the room, his head 
bowed upon his breast. Bai*ely eight millions,” he repeated ; ’tis little, 
very little.” 

‘ Little indeed I And yet Norbert knew that not one of the so-called 
i ivealthy families of the neighbourhood poskessed a third of this large 
i capital. The Mussidaus certainly did not enjoy an income of more tliau 
( eighty thousand francs. The Sauvebourgs, at tne very most, had half as 
I much again. There was certainly a so-called M. do Puymaiidour, who was 
; said to be over and over again a millionaire ; but ho was by no means of 
nutheutio nobility, and, according to popular rcporl^ the origin Of lliS Wealth 
* w'oulcl not boar anything like close inspection. Thinking of all Ibis, 
Norbert looked hatefully at his father, as the latter paced to and fro muitcr- 
^ itig uuintelligible words ; and the lad needed all his reason, all the energy 
. of ills honest conscience, to rcpoll the frightful ideas that assailed hia rniu'l. 

At last the Duke de Chainiidoco paused in front of his son, ** iSIy fortune 
is nothing,” he said bitterly ; ‘*no, nothing, in these days wdien vain and 
insolent upstarts of the middle classes carry all before them. Because they 
sj have bought our estates mid affixed the names of their chflteau to their own 
I ridiculous cognomens, they fancy they belong to the nobility, and copy, 
1 not our qualities, hut oiir vices. The real aristocracy has not understood 
the times ; it leads a wretched, beggarly Life, and will soon die of hunger. 
Money is everything uow-a-days ; and for a Champdoce to fight against all 
/ these parvenus, all these financial princes whose escutcheon is stolen coin, 
; he must, at the very least, have an income of a millLoii francs. Do you 
hear me, my son, a million.” Norl^ert looked at bis father in astonish- 
. niont ; despite all his attention, he c/mld not luidcrstand the drift of these 
explanations. “Neither you uor I, my son,” proceeded the duke, “will 
ever have the capital of such an income in our colFcrs ; but, please God, one 
. descendants will find it in theirs. Our ancestors established the power of 
our house by valour and the sword ; we must show ourselves worthy of 
. them, and consolidate v/hat they have bequeathed to us by dint of labour 
and privations.” The old nobleman piausod, and for some momcMts his 
. ' emotion prevented him from proceeding. “ Well, I have done my duty,” 
, he resumed at length, growing somewhat calmer. “It is for you to do 
your’s. When I set about the lask, I hadn’t fifteen hundred thousand 
' francs I could call my own. 1 have just told you what 1 now possess. You 
‘ must imitate me. You shall marry some wealthy young girl who will bear 
you a son. He must be brought up like 1 have binught you up. By living 
, in the same style us myself, and even if you are unlucky in crops, you will 
■! lit the very least be able to bequeath your son some fifteen millions. Lei him 
; imitate us, and then, in his turn, he will leave his descend ants a i-egal 
I ; fortune I This is what must and shall be, for so have J decided.” 

I Now, indeed, Norbert fully understood. Still ho remained silent, utterly 
; overcome with wonder and surprise. 

i “ It is no doubt a painful task,” resumed his father, “ but it is by no 
i means unknown to illustrious families. In seeking' to establish a great 
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*hoRRe a man iniiat live entirely in the future, nml forget himself tof think 
of his posterity. Tlierc are certainly moments when a man’s frivolous or 
evil instincts try to gain the upper hand, but they may bo crushed and 
stifled if you always keep your groat and noble object in view. Follow my 
example. I only live for my descendants, and picture to myself the splen- 
did existence they will owe to our exertions.” As Norbort listened, he half 
fancied ho was dreaming. “ You have seen me,” continued M. de Champ- 
doce, ** haggle for hours over a paltry twenty -franc piece. I did ao, saying 
to myself that some day one of our descendants would nobly throw it to a 
beggar from his carriage window, Everything I amass is intended for 
them. Next year 1 will take you to Paris and you shall sco the house wc 
possess thei*o. You will imd it full of tapestry, such as other people cannot 
obtain for love or money, full of furniture of marvellous workmanship, and 
niasterpiocos of x>a'inting and sculpture. I preserve, and embellish this 
house as a lover embellishes the borne ho means for his bride ; for 1 intend^ 
Norbert, that it shall belong to our children, to the Dompairs de Champ- 
doco of the future.” The duke spoke in a tone of triumph, he seemingly 

(livinod the future and pictured bis descendants in the proud position ho 

had doscribod. “ If I have spoken to you in this fashion,” he resumed, 
imperatively, “ it is because you are old enough to know the truth. Wliat 
1 have lohi you must be your rule through life. You are now a man, and 
of your own free will you must do what you have done, hitherto, merely 
out of obedience. That is everything. To-morrow, you will have to load 
tw<^nty-fivc sacks of wheat, and take them to the bakery at Divron. You 
may now retire.” 

Norbevt staggered from the room. Like alb despots, unused to contra- 
diction, the terrible old nobleman did not admit the possibility of his son 
Ju-sitiiting, He foresaw no obstacles to his pot scheme, and yet at this very 
luouicnt Norbort was swearing to himself that he w'ould nover obey his 
father. Ilia rage, wliich fear had restraiued whilst ho was in the dnke’s 
presence, now burst freely forth. He had gained the broad walk, lined 
with old walnut trees, behind the chateau; and rushing along, he thuu- 
dcred out liis despair. He pictured himself condemned, condemned l>eyond 
appeal. As long as he had iin.agincd th.at his father was simply a miser, ho 
had indulged in hope — all passions have their fluctuiitions ; but now, 
despite his inexperience, he understood that such a mania as the duke’s could 
never he shaken off. ** My father’s mad,” he repeated, “'my father’s mad. ” 
Everything he had heard seemed to him monstrous and absurd, and he 
longed to free himself from such atrocious tyranny. But then how could 
ho nope to gain fi>eedom ? What coidd he possibly do ? 

Alas ! ICvil counsellers arc only too easily found, and on the very 
inorro^v, Norbort was fated to meet one alf Bivron, in the person of a man 
named Daiiman, who bore the Duke de Champdoce no good will. 


IL 

This man Haiiman did not belong to the district, and, indeed, folks were 
quite ignorant of his aiitbcedents. He asserted that he had formerly been 
a huissier at Barbe^ieux ; and after all this was quite po8.sible, nobody 
having made inquiries. One thing is certain, he had long lived in Paris, 
for he spoke of the capital liko a man well acquainted with its ins-and-outs 
and the ups and downs of life there. He was a scraggy little fellow, some 
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fifty years of ago, with the face or rather the snoiit of a wcaseL With his 
loiigpointednose, his canning restless eyes, and his thin lips, ho hardly looked 
the sort of a man to be trusted. He had arrived at Bivron some fifteen 
years previously, looking Inexpressibly seedy and with little or no worldly 
possessions. However, he showed himself remarkably eager to make 
money, and was ready for anything. Ho had, indeed, prospered during liis 
sojourn in Poitou, and owned fields and vineyards and even a house at the 
Croix-du-Pfttre, where the highway and tho cross road to Bivron meet. In 
addition, he was rumonred to have a nice round sum in cash put by. Ho 
had no real profession, but he dabbled in everything and had a finger in 
every pie. He had something to do with everything that was estimated or 
sold. He bought standing crops of the farmers who wore ** hard up,” 
and gave himself out as a clever surveyor. Those who needed money or 
grain for seed purposes applied to him, and pitividing they produced 
suitable guarantees, ho willingly accommodated them at the rate of fifty 
per cent. In one word, he was tho confidential adviser of all the folks 
with tarnished reputations, and the evil genius of all the madcaps for five 
leagues round. He. was said to be exceedingly skilful, able to rescue 
anyone from a false situation. Was he really such a master of the law as 
he pretended ? At:aU events, he could not speak for a minute without 
quoting some clause of the code. He pretended that his one great dcf^ire 
ill the world was to improve the lot of tho peasantry, and Dui-s, whiist 
squeezing heavy interest out of them, he tried to stir them up against the 
nobility, the merchant classes and the priests. Owing to his facile verbiage, 
his legal knowledge, and his long frock coat, the farmers h«id nicknamed 
him the lawyer ” or the ** judge.” His enmity towards M. de Champdoce, 
dated from an occasion when he had almost come to mef . He had foun(l 
himself on the threshold of the assize court, aud would havif been severely 
sentenced had he not managed to bring forward four or live false witnesses 
to swear in Ids favour. However, the duke having openly declared against 
him, and endeavoured to persuade the peasantry not to let him dabble in 
their affairs, Daiynan had sworn he w^ould have hia revenge, and for the last 
five years ho had been watching for a favourable opportunity. Such, 
physically and morally, was the man whom Norhert met at the mills of 
Bivron on the morrow of the foregoing interview with Ins father. 

In accordance with the instructions he had received , the young fellow 
brought his fivc-and^twexity sacks of wheal from Champdoce, and unassisted 
he had removed them from tho waggon and carried them on his shoulders 
up to the mill loft, lie had just put on his jacket again, and was preparing 
to return home, when Dauman approached him, and bowing to tli':? ground 
begged him to give him' a lift as far as his house. “I hope,” said he, 

that Monsieur le Marquis will excuse the liberty I take in asking for this 
favour, but the rascally rheumatism that troubles me prevents me from 
walking. I’m growing old and weak, Monsieur le Marquis.” 

Bauman knew how to give folks their fitting titles ; he had read that a 
duke's son was known as a marquis, and so he lavished the apellation on 
Norbert. It was the very first time that the latter had ever been so 
addressed. A few days earlier, his common sense would have induced him 
to look on the flattery for what it was worth, but now his famishing vanity 
was delighted. Yes, I’ve a seat for you, ‘judge,’” said he, “I’m only 
Waiting for a sack that was forgotten at the la8t4<Blivery.” 

Bauman made a low bow, and smiled obsequiously. But whilst express- 
.ing his thanks he watched Norbert, askance, and noting that the lad’s 
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features had a most unusual expression, he said to himself; *' Something 
out of the common must have happened at the ch&tcau de Champdoce. 
Perliaps the opportunity to revenge himself, which he so longed for, was 
about to be onered ; iudeedL he nad a presentiment to that clTect, and 
reflected that he might surdy and terribly strike the father through the 
son. However, one of the mill hands had just brought the sack Norbert 
was waiting for, Dauman climbed into the waggon and settled himself on 
some straw, whilst the young maivpis sprung on to one of the shafts and 
started his’.horses. At first the judge ” remained silent ; he was thinking 
with what trivial remark he might best open the conversation he <lesired to 
have with his noble young driver. “You must have risen betimes, Mon- 
sieur Ic Martinis,” he began at last, “to have finished your work so early.” 
Norbert offered no rejoinder, “ His grace the duke,” resumed Dauman,’' is 
lucky indeed, to have such a son as yourself. 1 know more than one 
father in Bivron, who says to his lads: ‘Lcokatthe example our youn/^ 
marquis sets. He doesn’t sliirk work for fear of hardening his bands, and 
yet he’s a noble, and wealthy too, and might cross his arms if he chose and 
let others work for him.’” Here a sudden lurch intermpted Danman’s 
verbiage, but he soon began again. “ X was watching you as you lifted those 
sacks of wheat ; they seemed like feathers in your hands ! What muscles ! 
What shoulders ! ” 

At .my other time Norbert would bave boen delighted to hear this praise, 
but it now displeased and irritated him, as the way he whipped up his 
horses plainly showed. ^ “There are impudent busy-bodies” resumed Dau- 
rnan, growing bolder and bolder, “who dare to deride you, Monsieur le 
Marquis, because you are as well conducted as a young ^irl ; but I always 
reply that you are a sensible fellow. A regular life is far liettcr for a 
man’s health and purse than wasting time and money on billiards and 
women, like a number of young fellows I know of, do.” 

“ But 1 should do just the same, if I could,” answered Norbert with sul- 
len frankness. 

“What did you say?” asked hia companion, who looked amazed, al- 
though ho had heard perfectly well. 

“1 said that if 1 wore my owit master I should live like other young 

men.” 

He stopped short, but Dauman’s eyes Unshed with joy. “Ah, ha!” he 
said to himself, “ the game’s in my hands. I’ll teach the duke not to 
meddle with my private affairs.” And then speaking aloud, lie added ; 
“ Some parents are certainly too severe 1 ” A gesture of Norbert’s showed 
him ho was on the right track. “ Yes, it’s always the same,” he continued. 
“ Men grow' old, their hair falls off, tlieir blood runs slow, and they forget 
the days when things were different. They forget that young men mu.st 
BOW tlieir wild oats. Your father was v&y different when he was young.’* 

“ My father 1 ” exclaimed Norbert in surprise. 

Yes, ask his friends, if you doubt what 1 say 1 ” 

The waggon bad now reached the cross roads. “Here we are,” said Dan- 
man. “ How shall I thank you, Monsieur le Marquis ? If you would 
allow me to offer you a glass of real cognac, 1 should esteem it a great 
honour.” 

Norbert hesitated. Instinct warned him that he was doing wrong, that 
he had better refuse, ^it he would not listen to his forcliodings. He 
tethered his horses, and followed the “judge *’ indoors. The house had a 
comfortable aspect. Dauman was served by an old woman, a stranger to 
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i the province like himself, and of somewhat questionable reputation, albeit 
exceedingly devout. She was certainly on terms of surprising familiarity 
with her master. The latter’s study as he called it was almost as am- 
biguous as himself. A stock of pigeon holes along one wall ; there was 
a desk covered with ledgers ; sacks of wheat aid^ rye stood in sundry cor- 
, ners ; a book case replete with, legal tomes faced the fireplace, while from 
' the ceiling hung numerous bunches of dried herbs. It was trith groat re- 
spect that the judge ” ushered the son and heir of the Duke de Ohampdoce 
< into this apartment. He brought forward his own leather chair, and, as 
; soon as his guest was seated, went in person to the cellar whence he 
: speedily returned with a venerable looking Viottle. ** Taste this, Monsieur 
: le ;Marquis,” he said, when he had filled two glasses, grower at 
^ Archjac gave me this brandy in return for a great service 1 did him ; for, 
^ let me tell yon without boasting, I have dpne many people a good turn in 
my time.” So saying, ho raised his own glass and smacked his lips. 
" Good, is it not? One can’t buy anything with a bouquet like that ! ’* 

All this obsequiousness was not thrown away,*for in less than half an hour 
Norbert had opened hia heart. His conduct was in some measure excusable. 
He was m one of those situations when it is positive relief to be able to con- 
fide a secret to any one, and besides he knew little dr nothing of the 
« judge’s” true charaoter. So he poured forth his most secret thoughts. 

, The story was a long one, ('and Dauman chuckled secretly as he listened ; 
though all the time, he retained the grave face of a physician, called in 
for a serious consultation. “ This is frightful I ” he said, at last. “ Poor 
fellow ! were it not for the respect 1 owe to Monsieur le Duke, 1 should say 
^ he was not in full possession of his intellectual faculties.” 

How could such a lad as Norbert distrust such marks of commiseration ? 
,v ^'Well, as I’ve just Siaid,” he continued with tears of rage starting from his 
; eyes, That's the way I’m situated ! My destiny is settled, it seems, anrl 
, I’m helpless. Unless, indeed, I hill myself.’^ And he added with clinched 
teeth, ‘’After all, it would be better to rot underground than lead such a 
' life as mine,” ALthese words Dauman smiled so singularly that Norbert 
asked, “ Do you think that a mere child’s threat ? ” 

“By no means, marquis ; you iiave suffered too much not to have 
thought of suicide ; but excuse mo if 1 say that you arc foolish to talk in 
, this way of your future.” 

** Future ! ” cried Norbert angrily. “Why do you talk to mo of a future, 
when you know that my present life may endure twenty years more ? My 
father is young still.” 

“What of that? In three years you will be of age, and then you will 

have a right to olaim your mother’s fortune.” Norbert’s astonishment con- 

vinced the “ judge ” that the youth was even more simple than he had sup- 
posed. “ When a man reaches his majority,” continued Dauman, in an ex* 
planatory tone, “he may claim whatever he is legally entitled to. Sucli is 
the law, Your mother’s fortune would render you independent of your 
father.” 

“ But how could I ever dare to claim it ? ” 

“It would not be necessary for you to claim it in person. A notary 
would transact tlio business. Of course, you have to wait three years be- 
fore making the demand 7 ’* 

“ But that’s impossible,” answered Norbert. “d can never wait. I must 
put a atop to this tyranny at once,” 

“ Fortunately there are ways—” 
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** Po you thhik 80, ‘ judge * ? ** 

- “ I will point them outr If you wore of ago, I would suggest applying 
to tlio courts to have your father placed under interdict, as, being iiiHictea 
with monomania, ho is unfit to manage his fortime properly. That is done 
every day in great families. But then, unfortunately, you are not of age, 
I.ct. ns think of somebhhig else.” Worthy M, Pauinan swallowed another 
glass of brandy, and then roauined, “You are oig:hteen, and wish bo escape 
from your fathor’a tyraimy. Well, to begin with, you might enlist as a 
Soldier.” 

“ Ay,” oxclaimod N'orbert^ that’s always a resource." 

*VA bad one, iharqtiia, believe me. However, you might forward a coin- 
plnint to the Public, Prospoutor,” 

A complaint ? 

Yes. Uo you suppose our laws do not povido for the case of a fatlicr 
abusing his authority ? Tell me, has your fathci* ever struck you ? ” 

'‘Never.” 

“ Never mind, you might say it all the same ; and besides you could urge 
tliat you are not brought up in accordance with your rank, that you are 
denied the advantages of education, that you are treated as a Servant, 
whilst your father is several times a millionaire. All those points would 
hit hard; and, besides, all the countryside would hoar testimony that you 
are pitied by cvcryoncy and cominonly known as the littlo Champdoce 
sawige. ” 

Noibert started to his feet. "Who ever dared to speak of mo in that 
way ? ” liij cried, in a threatening voice. " Name him.’* 

'J;his explosion in no way amazed the "judge,” who had indeed artfully 
provoked it. " Be calm, lx> calm, Monsieur lo Marquis,” he answerco, 
adding as Norbort resumed hia seat, “The term is used by all yf>ur 
cnoiiihis, or rather by your father’s foes, and I’ can tell you they are no few 
ill mnuher, thanks to his despotic habits. You yoiii'seff might count many 
fi'icnds. Por instance, several ladies of your own rank take great interest 
in you. Only the other day, MouHicnr le Marquis, w^hen you were being 
spoken of, Mademoiselle Diane do Sauvebourg turned scarlet at tho mere 
mention of your name. Do you know Madeinoisello Ditme ? ’* 

Tho young man flushed. “ Sufficitf*' resumed Danman. " Well when you 
arc free you will do as you please. And now, in reference to your com- 
plaint — ” 

But Norbert, who had just caught sight of tho clock, started up once 
more. “ Twelve o’clock,” said he, •* dinner-timo. VBiat on earth will my 
father say 

** Are you afraid of him as much as that < ” asked Ntlie “ judge with a 
loiuili of sarcasm. 

But Norbei-t did not hear the taunt ; he was already in the road, and, 
HpviiJging into his waggon, drove off at full speed, standing on the 
threshold of the house, -Dauman gazed after him. “Make haste, my 
la<y’ said he. “You didn’t say good-bye; you’ll come again. I’vo a 
tliird 'little plan in iny mind to rid yon of your father, and that’s the one 
you shall adopt. Ah I ah 1 my Lord Duke of Obanipdtxx*, you wanted to 
send me to tho galleys, did you ? Well, you shall see where ITl aoud your 
son.” • 


11 . 
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Dauman liad not exaggcsratcd when he said that Norbert waa fjenorally 
called, ** that little Champdoce savage,” only no one attached an insulting 
meaning to the nickname. At iluit time gold was god in Poitou, and it 
would have been blasphemy to outrage the son of a man who had I'm income 
of three hundred thousand francs. It should bo mentioned that among the 
nobility, opinions had singularly changed in reference to the Duke do 
Cliampdoce during Iho course of twenty years* Ho had been laughcJ at 
the first time lie was seen wearing a rough jacket and womlen shoos ; but 
he did not care a straw for this merriment, relying on tho power and re- 
spect his great wealth must ultimately conduce to ; and he was right. 
When the nobleman’s neighbours saw him add vineyards and pasture-lands 
; and liclda of wheat and rye to his ancestral forest, they began to reflect. 

Tliough they had not the courage to imitate him, thoy admired liis energy 
. ami pei'severanco. He was no longer a madman in thoir eyes, but. the 
' masterly manager of a superb estate. And after all, was the son really to 
' bo pitied? Would he not ultimately possess the largt^st Lu-tuno in tho 
province? Mothers w'ere e.spcoially interested in Norbert, atid thought 
what a tiiumph it would bo, if they could only rnairy a daughter of theiis 
to the Ohampdoce aavs^c. But then his father watched him most jeal- 
ou.<ly; the lad was seemingly not to bo got at. 

However, tho task which mothers conaidered too difTicuH to grapple was 
to be attempted by a yonug girl, audacious Mademoiselle Jlz.'ine de ^Sauve- 
bourg. 81ie was rightly considered to be one of the beauties of tho province. 
She was fcUl and very fair, witli abundant r unny h.air, a milk like complexion, 
and ii charming smile. In her eyes, however, there gleamed at times llu*. 
firc of concentrated energy and ambition. She had been at a 

eouvoiit, and her parents had wirhcd her to take tlie veil ; lint at her own 
repeated request, and at tho oaruost solicitation of tlm Ijady Superior, wh.o 
was kept in a constant state of anxiety by her threats to t-calo tho walli?, 
they had recently calUul her home. Her father was wealthy, but .she luul 
a In-other tenyeiirs older than herself, and the .Marquis dc Saiivebourg liad 
openly declared that he meant to arrange niattors, so that tho entire jiro- 
perty should go to tho heir of the name. All ho could do for h'^ daughter, 
said he, was to give her a trousseau, and a dowry of 40,000 francs. S!io 
must renounce all other expectations. “ So 1 suppose, my girl;” ho added, 
speaking to Diane, '*that you have come home, armed and equipped to con- 
quer a husband. Study your cards, mind ; for if you don’t succeed, Tve 
virtually nothing to offer you.” 

Diane had quite accustomed herself to the idea of being disinherited in 
her brother’s favour, so she quietly replied, “ Well, I’ll have a try ; and, at 
all events, it will be time enough to shut me up in a convent again in ten 
years from now,” 

M. de Sauvebourg had roundly blamed M. do Champdoce for sacrificing 
his son, but to sacrifice his daughter seemed natural. ** I shall succet^^d,” 
thought the girl; “I know it.” And indeed, one day when a friend 
of her father^ spoke of Norbert, and tho great fortune he would one 
day inherit, in her presence, she asked herself, “ Why shouldn’t I 
marry him?” In fact, she at once decided to try and fascinate tho 
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" Champdoco savage.” It would be bliss indcsed, to become a duchess with 
au iwcom© of three hundred thousand livrea. ()£ course there would be the 
old duke and his avarice to contend against, and besides, she must first of 
all see Norbert and try and study his character, lie was pointed out to 
her lit cbiirch, and she was struck by his handsome looks audnohic bearing, 
whicli even his shabby garments could not hide. Moreover, with femii)izie 
intuition, she divined that Korbert auflbrod, and a feeling of pity crept iiitn 
her heart. Pity leads to love, remember ; and when Diane left the church 
she had taken .a solemn oath to be Norbert’a wife. However, she did not 
breathe a word of this to her parents, preferring to carry on her designs 
witltout counsel. She was at once determined aud practical, prudent and 
calculating. She had learned many things at the convent where she iuid 
been brought up, and frank and open as was her expression, slie posse3s<.d 
consideniblc insight into character, and never lost sight of the main chancc!. 
To can y out her plan, however, she must meet !N’orbert and talk to him under 
fiivourahlo circumstances. To her parents’ anrjirwe, she siulden'y seemccl 
inspired with interest in the poor and made it her occupation to relieve 
them. »She was constantly to bo met in the lanes can'yiiig soup or meat to 
some of her and her father exclaimed, “Diane has niisscfl her 

vocation ; she was evidently meant to bo a Sister of Charity.” Ho did 
not notice, however, that the poor folks she took an interest in all livod 
near Chainpdoce, Meanwhile, several days elapsed, and her wanderings 
proved vain. The “Champdoce savage” seemed invisible, and, to mako 
imtters worse, she did not even havo the consolation of meeting him at 
mass. 

The fact ia, Norbert had changed his life* One evening, a week or .^o 
after the conversation in whicli the duke had confided his hopes to lus son, 
Iso again detained him after supper. It was bar vest- time, there M’crc still 
scvi’tvil sheaves to bo got in, ami Norbort was on the point of starting a Held 
again with the labourers when the duke bade him rernaui, “ The way I 
ctuilided in you the other night,” said the old nobleman, “should luivc 
warned yon that a great chango was about to take place in your position. 
In future you will not toil as von have hitherto done. I mean to 
you less tii’csomc but more diffn^ult duties. You shall act as overseer of 
tlioeabato.” Norbort looked up quickly, and h'ls father resumed, “ You 
arc no longer a child, and I wish you to become nrcustomecl to indcpcmicut 
action, so that at my death you may not be intoxicated by your liberty.” 
With these words the duke rose and jiroduced a very beautiful giui, “ J am 
pleased with you,” he continued, “and this ia the token of my satisfaction. 
My forester hai this morning brought mo a fine dog, which is also to he 
yours. A young man must have some relaxation, and in your spare time 
yon may shoot over the domain. In going about you may liavc to incur 
some trilling expenditure, and so hero is some money which T beg you to 
husband ; for romember that the least prodigality will certainly delay' the 
restoration of the fiimily fortunes.” The old nobleman talked on for .some 
time in this strain ; but Norbert literally heard notliing. He was even too 
fitiipificd to take the six five-franc pieces which the duke held out. JJis 
strange maniier was certainly not to the liking of M. de Cliampdoce, who 
at last impatiently exclaimed, “ Eh I Jamkoton! 1 thought this new ar- 
i-anaement would picas© you.” 

With a great elTort, Norbert managed to stammer, “Yes, certainly it 
does. You will find that I’m not niigrateful.” 

The duke looked at him in surprise, turned his back, and hurriedly strode 
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f ^away, “ Wliat doea tho boy mean ? ” he muttered. ** Could the ounS have 
[' been ii^ht ?” 

|\ The faefc is, this now arrangement, as his grace called it, had been preaa- 
] iiigly advised by the only man M. do Ciiainpdoce ever condoscended to 
\'li«teii to— the village piieat of Bivroii. However, the relaxation came too 
^hite. Norbert’a hatred against “his tyrant,” as he called his father, waa 
ftoo deeply coofcod to he so c.isily dispollod. And besides, what was this 
|gt'eat concession affcor nil ? A gUll, ahd % DlRttBr Of thirty fftlUOS in all \ 
lit would have been different hod his father decided to complete his ediica- 
|tion ; but no, ho was still to remain the “Ghampdoce savage,” Neverthe- 
kloas, iivailing himself of his father’s authorisation, he spent long days in 
Bthc ooviir, less engaged in shooting than in thinking over his position. In 
Shis rambles how as invariably accompanied by the dog tho forester had 
||brougfit for him, an<l tlio animal was so intelligont and faithful that ho felt 
i' iio h.id ft>und a frioiid. He still thought of Daiunan ; and although bo hail 
pasked (inestions, and ascertained that the “ jurlgo ” was a moat dangerous 
|!,inan, wlio w'ould atop at nothing, he none the less detonnined to return to 
(‘him for furtlier advice. It was in vain that conscience warnoil him ; ho 
f.^jmrned its counsels, longing more ardently than over for tho life of freedom 
Mml enjovincnt he had drciuued of. 

I IV. 

K Bauman was expooting to see him, os certain of his coming as the Inrd- 
|ea.tcher of a cypturo, after carefully arranging his perfidious inirroi\ Und 
fibe not ensnared Norbort with a niirago of enjoyabJo liberty? Dauniati, 
p like all who speculate in cupidity and misery, had hw spies every wliero, 
ISaiid knew precisely what was going on at the chAtcaii. He even knew tho 
^ very words tho duke had used during this last conversation, and was aware 
j*of the piivilogos granted to Norbert. Still, he was convinced that by tliis 
relaxation M. de Ghampdoce only hastened his son's revolt. Of an evening 
after dinner ho often roamed along the high road, with his pipe in fiis 
mouth, and whenever he sighted the cb&teau de Champdoce, ho was w^ont 
■; to shake, his fist at it threateningly, and mutter, “ Ho'U come back I Yes, 
he’ll come t ” 

And liidocd, a week later, one day when Korbert was supposed io be 
shooting as usual, he knocked at tho door of his father’s enemy. From his 
window Bauman had seen him approach, arid it was with quite as imi»-h 
■ respect aa before that he received ** Monaionr Ic Marquis,” as ho took gooil 
care to call the lad. Still, he seemed embarrassed, and in lion of saying 
^ anything to tho point continued repeating, •• Your very humble servant, 
Marquis ; your very humble servant.” 

< Norbert, who had expected a very different ^eeting, was disconcerted 
* by this coldnoss, and thought of withdrawing. However, his vanity with- 
held him, and he said to himself that if he retired without attempting any- 
thing, the “judge” would certainly consider him a fooJ. So, mustering 
‘ up his courage, he began, “ I wish to consult you, M. Dauman. As I have 
. no experience of my own, I desire to avail myself of yours.” 

“I am sure, sir~I am sure — ” replied the “judge ” with an absent air. 

“ Come,” exclaimed Norbert, “you really oug^lit to help mo after what 
. you said tho other day. When I left so hurriedly vou were explaining 
tho different pUna I might resort to with the view of altering my position. ” 
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“Do you really remember those idle words I uttered?” asked Daumriu 
with an a«tlinirably adccted air of embairassmoiit. 

“ Moat certainly 1 do.” 

The rascal was inwardly delighted ; still ho rejoined with a forced smile, 

“ Oh, you know, sir, a great many things are said which mean nothing. 
There is a wide distance between inteution and act. I am bo outspokcu 
that my tongue is apt to get me into trouble.” 

Norbertwas uofool, and besides, tlie hot blood of tho Chainpdoco race 

coursed in his veins. “ You took me tor a fool, tltea, It seema^ iis aakvd 

indignantly, striking the floor with the butt end of bis gun, 

“ Oh ! Monsieur le Marejuis I ” 

“ And you fancy that you can trifle with mo. You induced me to open 
my heart to you ; but your amusement may cost you dour,” 

‘ ‘ Moudlcurlu Marquis I is it possible you suppose mo guilty of such infamy ? ” 
“ Then what on earth do you expect me to think of your conduct ? ” 
Dauuian hesitated at first ; but suddenly seeming to regain (Courage lie 
exclaimed, “You will he angry, but 1 must tell you the truth.” 

I fthan’t be angry. 3x>eak without fear.” 

“ Weil, Monsieur lo Manpiis, tlus tho C3Ae. I’m only a poor man, and 
eui’t afl'ord 1.o run any risk. What could I gain by encouraging you to 
brave your father? Why, it’s madness to think of opposing tJie powiTfuJ 
Duke de Ohatnpdoce ! He would take such stops that 1 should bo pop[>cd 
i:ito prison in the twinkling of an eye.” 

“ And why, pray ? ” asked Norborfc. 

“ ilavo you never stmlied law at all, marq[iua? Good heavens! how 
iiogligeut rmrenta are I You are not nineteen yet, and I know a certHin 
clause ill the code which could be twisted in such a way that your humble 
.SC) v;ii)t would simply bo sliut up in durance vile for flve ycara. Tho law 
.scvuicJy punishes any one who tampers with a minor, the son of a million- 
aire to boot. If your father ever discovered — ” 

“ How could he over learn it ? ” 

Dauinan did not answer, and his silence so clearly signified di.Mbelief in 
Norhcrt’.s discretion that the youth indignantly repeated his qnc-tif)!). 

“Well,” said tho “judge,” “to speak frankly, you aro a dulilul son, 
and besides, you fear your father so much — ” 

“ Yon think I should tell him everything if he asked me? ” 

“ Well, you yourself told me that when bo looked at you iu a certain 
way you couldn’t resist him.” 

“ 1 may be a savage,” rejoined Norbort, “ but Tm not a traitor. When; 
T promise to keej) a secret, neither threats nor torture could o.:bract it froii: 
luo. Certainly 1 fear my father ; but 1 am a Chatnpdoce, remember, and 
prize honour above aught else. Do you understand me, sir ? ” 

“ But-^-” 

“No human being,” interrupted Norbert, “shall over know from me* 
that you have spoken to me. 1 swear you that.” 

As the “judge” listened, his features gradually assumed that expression 
of sympathetic intere.st which had originally inspired Norbert with confi- 
dence in him. “ People might think, ”«aid he, “ by my hesitation, that my 
object was an evil one. However, it is not my habit to give bad advice ; 1 
know the law besides. Behold my breviary, iny rule of conduct.” And so 
saying he proudly brandished a volume of the code. 

“ Well,” exclaimed Norbert hastily, “ now that I have given you a solemn , 
promise of secrecy, will you tell uie w'hat 1 am to do 2 ” 
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D;iuiiiaQ wiiikod as he auawcrcd, “Nothing, marquis— bide your time, 
you Iiave only tlirce years to wait. Be patient. Your father is an old 
man. Let liim nurse Jiia hobby for three years more, and — ” 

But he was siuhlcnly cut short by Norbert, who, bringing his tist down 
with a bang on the table, exclaimed, “If that’s all you have to say, I am 
sorry I came.” At the same time he turned as if to leave the room. 

“ You arc too hasty, marquis,” rejoined the “judgo.” 

I’ho young man hesitated, “ Well, go on then,” lie said abruptly, 

“ Pleascyiotice, marquis,” resumed Dauinan, “that while advising you 
to be pnioeut, I don’t suggest that you should endure all the hartlshii^s 
you have hitherto liad to boar. In fact, I should simply like to see you 
both happy. 1 am like a justice of the peace seeking to reconcile two 
adversaries. Now, while seeming to be submissive, can’t you arrunge a 
plan of life for yourself?” Norbert returned to the centre of the room, 
lie wondered what the “judge ” was driving at. “ You have more liberty 
already, 1 think,” continued uaumau. “ Loea your father know how you 
ejiiploy it ? ” 

“ What can I do but shoot 

“ Well, I know very well what I should do if I had your age. 

“ Wliat would yon do V ” 

“ To begin with, I should stop at homo just enough to avoid all suspicion, 
but the rest of tlio time I should spend at Boitici'S, which is a very pUayant 
town. 1 bliouid lent there a nice apartment, wliere I could be my own 
mas ter. At Ohampdoce 1 should pevforcts wear my old coat and wooden 
.shoes, but at Voitiord I should wear clothes made by a goo<l tailor, I 
would find some jolly companions among the students ; have male and 
female friends; dance, sing, and generally amuse myself.” Ifo hcsitateil 
for a moment, and then abruptly asKcd, “ There ought to be some fast horses 
among those your father breeds? Very well, then ; why not taki* one for 
your own use. In the night, when yon .are supposed to be smmd aNloep, 
you could quietly slip out of doors, with your gun and spaniel, mind, lianic‘js 
the horse, and reach Voitiers in a wink. Then dreys yourself like the 
haudflcnuc young lord you are, and join your friends. Jf you don’t choose 
to go homo the next day, well, seeing neither gun nor dog, iolkij \YOUld 
think you were out shooting.” 

Norbert was naturally straightforward, and the idea of thi‘3 duplieily 
w'iw intensely rcpugn/inb to him Still it was the natural result of cii-oum 
fltauces. On the other hand, the coarse picture of pleasure, sketched by 
Dauman, appealed to his imagination iviih such force that his eyes sparkled 
wdtli covetous longing. “What is there to preveiit your doing this?” 
asked Dauinan, insidiously. 

“ The lack of money,” sighed Norbert. “A largo sum would be needed, 
ami 1 have none. If 1 asked my father lie would refuse, and besides—” 

“ Have you no friends ■who would consent to oblige you for three years ? ” 

“Nono ■wdiatevor.” And Noi’beit, overwhelmed by a sense of liis 
'powerlessness, dropped heavily on to a chair. 

For a uiomeiit Dauman remained rellcuting. It Hcoriied as if a strugglo 
were going on in hia mind. “Well, no, no, Monsieur lo Marquis,” he 
Oxcl aimed at last, “ I can’t sco you unhappy without doing my best to 
save you. It’s a foolish thing to slip one’s fingers betw'qen tho bark ami 
the tree, but no matter : ril risk it. Some one shall lend you what you 
want.” 

‘You, ‘judge? * ” 
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Unfortunately, no. I’m (»nly a poor devil ; but I have the confidcii.',o 
of several of the farmers hereabouts, who brin^* mo tlieir savings to* invest 
, for them. Why shouldn’t I secure them for you ? ’* 

Norbert caught his breath. “Can it really be managed?” ho asked, 
anxiously. 

“ Ves, marquis. Only you must understand it will cost you dear. Tho 
interest will be far above the legal rate, on account of the risk incurred. 
'J'hu law does not recognise such transactions, and 1 myself don’t approve 
thorn. In your place, I shouldn’t borrow this money, but wait until some 
friend can accommodate you.” 

“ I have no friends,” was Norberfs reply. 

Damnau shrugged bis ahouldors, as if to “JJc«;idoas you please, I 
xvash my hands of t)ie consequences,” and then he cxolamicd aloud, 
' “ After all, marquis, this woulcl bo but .an insigjiiiticant matter, given the 
great wealth you will come into one of these days.” Theixjupon he explained 
in full detail on what conditions he could consent to part with the fiinda 
iiiinifited to him by his client*?, the fanners, pausing at each particular 
point to ask, “Do you underhland me, iiianpiib?” 

‘N'oi bcTt understood so well that in exchange for tw'O tliousaiid fraiK's in 
b.iukiiote.s he joyfully signed two 1 O U’s of forty thousand franca each in 
favour of a couple of p<Jlty fanners of bad repute, who w'cro entirely under 
j^^ulnall^s thumb. Tlie young fellow, moreover, gave hirt word never to 
di..cl«)sc to anyone that the “judge ’’had had anything to do woth the 
li-'iiisaciioii. 

“ L’rudc'iice, marquis l That must be tho riilo of your life. Ciunc heie 
only after dark.” tiuch was Dauinau’s parting advice to his client ; and as 
lie stood alone in his olHce, he oarcfully ro-perused the acUnowledgiiicutr;, 
M id' )i Norbert liad given in cxehaiige for the money, Yen, he had forgotten 
nothing. Dis knowledge of the. law hail sorved liiiii well. These 1 O U'a 
w'ouhl certainly be paid when the marquis came into his property, if merely 
to avoid a seaudal. The w ily trickster intended to let Norbert have all 
his savings, some forty thouscind francs, on sliniJar terms, so as to be able 
to ehiun a perfect fortune on the day the lad succeeded to his father’s title. 
It is true that all tins line phui hung oii Norbert’a disorelioa, for at tho first 
.suspicion the duke would turn round and spoil everything. However, all 
tliingf) considered, Daumaii felt pretty sure that the young marquis would 
keep his jiromises of secrecy. 

As Nor bel t W'alkcd home, he was compelled to keep his huiul in his 
pocket and feel the crisp, silky bank-notes to satisfy himself j Miut it was 
not all a dream. That night seemed a year long; and at day iircak, with 
hife gun .and dog, he strode along the road to Poitiers. “I will hire a small 
apartment,” he said to himself,”* and mako the ucquaiiitunce of some of tho 
students to begin xvith.” 

In fact, he meant to do precisely what Dauman had advised. However, 
he reached l^oitiers, which he had only visited on one occasion, and at 
•sigl'.t of tho houses and people felt terribly confused and embarrassed. l£o 
sauntered along the streets not knowing how to begin, not daring to enter 
.a shop or make a single inquiry. He w^as like a newly Hedged bird, at a 
loss howto use its wings. At last, feeling cruelly mortified, he went to 
the inn on the market-place, wiiere he had been with hU father, and, after 
an unsatisfactory breakfast, i (tturnt'd. sadly downcast, to (Jhainpdoce. 1 .ate 
tlK«t evening he saw Dauman, and related his niisadvontiire, which greatly 
amused the vvorthy “judge.” But the latter was a man of resources, and 
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80 ho kindly pnt tlio yoiing marquis in communication with a friend of hia, 
who, for a good coinmiBsion, piloted him about, hired furnished apartments 
for him, and took him to a tailor, of whom he ordered such clothes as lie 
needed. Korbert was now elated again, and fancied himself on tho high- 
road to the gratification of his desires) but the result, was far below hia 
hopes. He was too timid aud ignorant to onjoy himself. He needed a 
friend aud knew not where to find one. One evening ho entered the Cafd 
Castillo, and althougli it was then the long vacation he mot several students 
there. But their iioiay merriment scared him, and he hastily withdrew. 
Thus he lived alone at Toitiors os at Ohampdoce, spending moat of his time 
in 11)0 rooms he had rented, in the company of his dog Bruno, who would 
^certainly have preferred tho opou £elds. Altogether, he only had five 

S able evenings which ho spent at the theatre ; and to*attain this paltry 
if he had to lead a life of perpetual dissimulation. M. de Champdoco 
[had noticed his soa*s frequent absence from home ; but his surmises wove 
ifar frcni tho truth. One morning, however, he rallied Norbert on his lack 
[of success in tho cover, for the lad seldom brought as much as a hare or a 
Irabbit home. “Come, Norlwjrt,” said ho, “do your best to-day. Let’s 
piavo a full bag this time, for we shall have a friend to diuuer to-morrow.'* 
r. “Todiimor! Here?” 

[ “Yes,*’ said M. dc Cliampdoce, repressing a smile, “ yes, hero ! M. de 
piiymandoiir is coming. The grand dining-room upstairs must bo opeue^i 
mud put in order.” 

[ Morlwrt took up his gun and whistled Binno, He was sorely perplexed 
ns to what this visit meant. At all events, ho could not. spend the day at 
IVtiors, ami it vrsi'Z esseutial he should shoot something. However, ho 
Was by no nuians an able marksman, and throughout tho morning ho 
rambled far and wide, burning a good deal of powder without resulL. 
About two o’clock, however, ho was approaching the moors of Bivroii, 
lie fancied ho could dutlnguish au imprudeut rr^bbit, nibbling near a 
licdgo. Now wiis his opportunity. He raised his gun, hied— beard a 
shriek of ftain or fright — and Bruno at onco dashed into tlio hedge, 
barking furiously. 


y. 


Diane pe Sauvebo’Dro ^vos tho veriest woman that over breathed. TlJs 
jBeemiugly artless girl, apparently occupied with a thousand frivolouv. 
iwhirns, really possessed an iron will, and would have died beforo reiio ant- 
ing her project of becoming tho Duchess de Champduco. So far, all lior 
rambles had been fruitless. The weather tiad become uncurtain, and slie 
would soon have to give up her long strolls round about Bivron and Ciiamp- 
doce. Still she clung tenaciously to her idea. “ The day must comc~” 
said she, “ when the invisible prince will appear ! ” 

Tho day came. It was mid Noveinl)cr, and tho weather was ex- 
tremely mild for the season. There was a blue sky overhead, tho last 
leaves on the trees iliitierod in the breeze, aud the blackbirds sung in tho 
hedges. Diane do Sauvobourg was walking along tho path luailiog to 

'Mussidan froiu tho Bivron woods, when suddenly she heard a crackling of 
branches in the copse on her left hand. She turned at oAca, feeling some- 
I what startled, and all her blood seemed suddenly to rush to her heart, for 
^■through an opening in the hedge she oaught sight of the very man she had 
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been watching and waiting fot^ during two long months. Norbert w^'is 
cautiously advancing, his forefinger on tho trigger of his gun, as if about 
to tako aim at something he was watching. Emotion kopt Diane spcll- 
boiiiicl, Slio faintly realised tho difference between iiitc'iitiows and facts, 
and all tho phantasmagoria of her imagination vanished. ITeve was the 
very occasion she had so long and patiently watched for, and yet she could 
draw no advantage from it. What would happen ! JSTorbert would simply 
bow to her in passing, she would return his salutation, and then she might 
wait another two mouths for a second meeting. How could she engage any 
conversation with liim? Was there any possibility of her doing so ? JShe 
was just deciding to make some heroic effort, when sho saw Norbert level 
his guu in her direction, he was taking aim. She wished to warn hiiik, but 
ere she hud time- she felt a sudden, sharp pain in one leg just above the 
ankle. With a shriek she riised both arms and fell at full length on the . 
path -way. ^ Still she did not faint, for she hoard the report of tho gun, a cry 
alarm in reply to her own, and a crash through tho undorwootl. 
I'rcficntly she felt a hot breath on her face, and then the touch of soino- 
thing cold and damp. She opened her eyes and sow Bruno licking her 
hajul.s. At tho same moment the hedge w'lia torn apart and Norbert ap- 
])eaved before lier. tShc at once tealisod the advantages of her position and 
closed hiir eyes .again. 

N(>rljci*t, as he stood over this fair creature, stretched white and motion- 
less befoio him, felt as if he were going mad. Ho had killed Madeinoisollo 
dolSauvebOiirg, and at the thought, his first impulse w'as to take to his heels, 
l is second, to aid his victim. Ho knelt btiside her, and soon perceiving 
she could not be dead, carefully raised her head, exclaiming, *^MadeinoiseUo, 

I liosccch you, s]>oak to me I But she did not speak at once. She was 
absorbed in returning tlumketo Heaven for her granted prayer. Vrescntly 
she Htirred, however, slowly raising her eyelids, and looked atNorbeiiv/ith 
the surjirwe of a person just roused from sleep. “It is Ij’” stami/icred the poor 
fellow— “Norbert de Oh ampdoce. Will you pardon me? Aro you suiFu - 
ing?’’ 

Me secincd ao distrosaod, that Diane really pitied him ; so repelling his 
linn, hho gently said, “It is for mo to beg your pardon, sir, for fainting in 
this foolish way ; for I am really more frightened tbuu hurt.” 

Norbert breathed again. “However, 1 will go for help,” said he. 

“ By no means. It is a mere scratch ; ” and she drew her skirt a little 
aside and showed an ankle that would havo turned a steadier head tlcin 
Norbert’fi. “Look!” said she, “it is there;” and sho showed n npot of 
blood staining licr w'hite stocking. 

Seeing this, Norbert’s fright returned, and he started up. “I will run 
to tlic chateau,” he said, “and in less than an hour — ” 

“ No, do nothing of tho kind,” interrupted Diane. “ It is really nothing. 
Look ! I can move my foot perfectly well.” 

“ But I beg of you — ” 

“ Hush ! wo will soon see what it is ; *' and ripping her stocking with a 
pen knife sho began to examine her wound. It was os she had said - 
nothing. Two shots had struck her — one had gra-^ed the skin only, and 
tlio other had lodged in the tlciih ; however it was on the surface. 

“You must have a surgeon,” urged Norbert, 

“For that? No ‘it’s not worth the trouble ! ” And with tho point of 
her knife she loosened tlic tiny shot, which dropped on to the ground. 

Norbert was gazing in cc&tacy at this beautiful young woman. He had 
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iicvtr heard a voice like hers before. Ho had never seen anyone so lovely, 
and ho Bcerucil perfectly entranced, . 

In the nicantimo Duino bad torn tier handkerchief into four strips, which 
she tied around her wound. “Now I am all right,” she said gaily, at 
the sanio time extending her pretty slender hands to Norbert, that he 
might help licr to rise. Once on her feet, she took several steps witli a 
slight limp. 

lint you are .suffering ! ” cried Norbert, in despair. 

“ No, I am not, indeed ; why, I shall have forgot it tin’s evening,” rejoined 
Diauo, and sbe laughed like a merry school-girl, as with a little teasing air 
she added, ‘''this is a droll meeting, mar<][ui8.” 

Norbert was struck by the way in which Oianc uttered the word m:ir- 
citiis, for no {)ne savo Daumnn had ever before given him this title. “ fShe 
does not dosjuac me I " he thought. 

“ This niolodramatie adventure will be a lesson to rut*. Miiiuma always 
insists on my keeping on the highway, but I prefer tins path oji account 
of its lovely view.'* So saying, jslic cxtcudt'il her hand, and it seemed to 
Korbert that a curtain rose, as in a theatre, and that he saw the familiar 
tii cucpy for the first time. “ Although it is very wrong to jUtiobcy mamma,” 
eoiitinucsl Diane, “ £ come this way nearly every dny when 1 go Id see poor 
old mother Jlesson I Poor woman, sho*.s dying of cowsuinpfcion ; .still J ti y 
to BiiYo her with iiouri-slung food — good meat and soup. It Ls the only 
rhaiicc.’' Hho spoke ow jus unctuously a.s a Sister oi Charity, and in Noibcrt'.s 
opinion, only lacked wings to be an angel. “Tbe poor woman, *’ she con- 
tuiuo'l, “ hn.s three children, and their father docs nothing for them, for ho 
drinks all he earns.” 

Norbert had indited one of his 1 0 U’s for 4,000 fnuic.^ in the mime of this 
very Beaaou. He was, according to Dauman, imcof tliosc “diciits” who 
wished to invest their savings, riowcvor, Norbeit paid no atteutiou to tlic 
matter ; he was tijo preoccupied in looking iit Mudcinoisclle Diane, who 
had already placed lier basket on hcfr arm. '* Before leaving you,” she said, 
with considerable hesitation, “ 1 .'fliould so much like— -if 1 dared — to ask a 
favour — ” 

* ^ A favour of me, madeinoiscllc ? ” 

“ You will oblige me,” she resumed, “ by saying nothing of this accident 
to any one. Should it re.Tch cho <sara of my parcaits, they would be very 
anxious, luid, undoubtedly, deprive me of the little liberty they now 
accord me.” 

“1 will never mention this terrible misfortune, mridemoiselie,” he 
answered. 

“Thaiika, marquis,” exclaimed I)«'an»:, with a coquettish ooiirtosv. 

. “And another time, lot me advise you, before you shoot, to ascertain that 
there’s no one in the path ! ” 

As she turned and departed, she limped no longer. Iliglit lightly did 
her happy feet tread the earth. She had roail Norbert’a eyes like an open 
book ; the game was in her hands. Women have a aixtli st-n.^c which re- 
veals to them things hidden from masculine perception. She Ivad toKl Nor- 
bert in five careless sentences exactly what she wished him to kuow-dliat 
she wha allowed some Jittle liberty by her parents, and along that 

path almost every day.' She was certain that the yopng maniuis had not 
lost one word ; ami looking back, she saw him standing just as she had left 
him, ns motionless as the trees around. 

The poor boy felt, when Diane hurried off, as if she took with her all Jn'a 
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vitaUty. Tie had felt a strange, unacwim table pang aa slio tripped away, 
AVhat did it nieaii ? Had ho been dreaming? And as it' to salifify iiiiu- 
Bolf tliat the adventure was a real one, be knelt down and searched for the 
shot that Mademoiselle de vSanvebourg had j^icked with her penknife from 
her leg. Having found it he rose, and, lost in reverie, slowly Bauntored 
homo. To his great surpriso, when he entered the court-yar<l, ho found 
the grand eiitranco open, and on the steps there stood his father, who iin- 
pationtly exclaimed, “Make haate, lad, I want to present you to our 
guest 1 ” 


VL 

iSjnck tlic death of Norbert^s mother, tho state rooms of the chdteau had ro- 
mtiiiicd ekvsed, but they were kept in such order, that they eouhl be utilised 
.'it any muiucnt. Tlic dining-room was really magnilieeiit, with its liuge 
sideboards of carved oak iiicruatcd wdth steel and garnished with plate bear- 
ing tiie Chanipdoec »*irms. Everything was on a grand scale. 'J’lio vrulls 
wojo hung with t.ap<i.sti'y, tlie scats Avore covered with old stamped loailier, 
iJie tabic was so huge and heavy, thtat four men could barely luihe it from 
the gruuiul. When t^orbert onti'redj ho found himself face to face with a 
!at iiUle, rcd-faced man, looking altogether commoii aiul vulgai, although 
liii* clothes were cut in the very best style. This was the Count do Puy- 
iisandour, to whom M. de Chainpdocc at once introduced his son, by hia 
tith- of marquis. Norbut Avaa surprised, and wondered what this cerO’ 
monioua presentation meant. However, his rcRections were suddenly in- 
terrupted by the sonorous peals of the great bell, which had not been rung 
for liftoen years. At the same moment a valet entered the dining-room 
e-ii ryiijg a largo silver soup tureen. The dinner of three, seaUsd at ho huge a 
tablO; and dll no vast a room, w'onld have been a little dreary, but for Al. ilo 
Puyniaridour’a fund of anecdote and adventiire. He Avaa confciniutlly to 
llic fore with a fresli fitory, Avhich lie told in a jolly but vulgar tone, inter- 
s)H!i*6cd with lic.-irty laughs. Whilst talking, however, he ate, and went 
into ccstafies o\cr tiie wine,- wliiehiho duke had brought up from the 
collar, where he preserved a largo supply intended for his descendants. 
Al. de Cliampdoco, generally so silent and moroso, smiled benignant ly 
Avhilst tho Count de Puyinaiuloiir rattled on, and seemed indeed to greatly 
enjoy his guest’s jokes. Norbert who kucAV his father, and had long 
studied him, was quite at a loss to understand his urbanity. Was it ricrcly 
fiiich as a host should .show, was it Hineere, or did it conceal an aft(;r- 
thought ? He could not tell. 

M. de ruymandour resided with his only daughter in a ch.armiiig chateau 
of irioderij date, le.HS than a league from Chainpdocc. He Avaa most liosjiit- 
ably minded, and his roceptions were truly inagnificent ; but whilst the 
ucighbonring nobility condescended to dine at hia table, they none the le^a 
called him a “robber” and a“rasc.*il.” He could not have been sp<ikcu 
of with greater contempt had ho made his fortune by highway robbery. 
The fa(*t is, Jie was wealthy ; folks who pretended to be well informed, 
afiscrtlng th.i.t he possessed no less than five millions, of f runes, lie had ac- 
quired them honestly and legitimately enough, by trading in wool on the 
Spanish frontier. His great, his only crime was, that his real name w*a.s 
PaloQzat. On becoming wealthy, he had purchased the title of count from 
the Pope, had ordered a coat of arms from a herald's ollice in Paris, and liad 
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cii(lcavour(Ml to convmcc tlie world that ho waa a horn nohlomaii. With 
tJiis objcvt, indcod, he had left his native town, Orthez, to settle in Poitou, ' 
wliore the nobility tolerated him on. account of his wealth, but without 
ever recognising his aristocratic pretensions. Still on this particular even- 
ing, he was greatly elated. It was no small honour to dine with tlio 
terrible Dukede Chainpdoce, and, indeed, M. de Puymandour eoiisidered it 
equivalent to a patent of social equality. 

At ten o’clock, when the meal waa over, and he talked of retiring, the 
duke insisted on escorting him os far as the high road ; and Norbert, who 
walked a little in the rear, managed to catch a few words of the private con- 
versation the pair wore having together. “Yes,*’ said I>e Puyinandour, “ 1 
will give a round milliou. That's a sum, mind.” 

Oh, I must hare half as much again,” rejoined M. dc C/hampdocc. 

“Half as much again 1” waa the retort, “no, that can never bo 
managed. And, besides, remember the million I speak of will be iu bard 
ciish.” 

“ Not enough, I say,” rejoined the duke. “ You’ll come to my figure ; 
I’m sure of it. It’s your interest to do so.” 

Nurbort waa too absorbed in thoughts of Biano to pay much attention to 
this talk ; hut when M. de .Puyinandour had gone on his way the lad was 
roused from his revciic by his father exclaiming. “ IHd you nol^e the beru’- 
iug of that man, Norbext? Ho’a a representative of our new ariritooracy, 
and one of tl\o best among them, too. liuUbon as he may bo, he's still in- 
tclHgetit aud houcst. In another century the doscemiantfl of these folks 
will form a new imbility as greedy of prerogatives and inilucacc ^is oura.'’ 
During the walk home, M. de Cnampdoce enlargc<l on this subject ; but 
Norbert, despite liia seemingly attentive bearing, had again relapsed into 
the land of dreams. He fancied he could heai’ Diaue^s harmonious v()icc 
and merry laugh ; lie recalled all the circumateuices of his mclcKlrainatic 
adventure that aftcruoou, and asked iiimsolf what impression he could have 
created on tliis young girl. Had he not made a fool ui himself ? Had ho 
not behaved like a simpleton ? Surely sho would never tiikc any notice of 
him. 

However, he did not forget what she had said respecting her didly 
rambles in the same direction, and at the thought ho might perhaps soon 
meet her again his blood tingkd iii, his veins, lie w'orshipped her alr<‘ady. 
Ah I if suw a woman as site was only siniiod upon him, his life would bo 
changed indeed I Ito longed to see her, to tell her that lie loved her : bub 
realising that at the decisive moment his tongue would no doubt fail ii'Ui, 
he thought it prefor.'ible to write. However, what could he say ? He be- 
gan fifty fresh letters thac night and tore them up in succession. Ho feared 
that the plain, simple words, “I love you,” would prove too startling and 
abrupt, aud tried to express his feelings iu milder terms. At last he con- 
sidered ho hod composed a masterpiece, and threw himself on bis bed, not 
to sleep, however, but to think and wait for Uiorning. At early daybreak 
ho had left the house, carrying his gun and followed by his faithful spaniel, 
aud hurried to the spot where he had met Mademcisclle Diane the day be- 
fore. Alas ! he waited iu vain. Hour after hour elapsed, and he strode 
up and down in feverish impatience, but she came not. He would have 
been much surprised had he been told that the young lady considered it 
not politic to show herself. And yet twice that day she ventured stealthily 
through the brushwood, watebed him for several minutes, and then 
cautiously retired. On the morrow, after perceiving that Norbert was still 
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tlioro w.'ilting for her, bIig would perhaps again have gone on her way with- 
out giviiTg sign of life, but for a fortuitous circumstance, l^runo, NorbcH's 
dog, scented her, and darted to the corner of the highroad where aJu; stood 
watching, "J'heve was theJu, of course, nothing for her to do bat to come 
boldly on. Norbert had started up as soon us he heard Ins dog bark, and 
tijPD,' perceiving Diane, ho had hastened forward to meet her. She coloured 
de eply, wondering if ho had seen her hiding and watching liini ; and he, 
although her suspicions were incorrect, seemed equally, it not more cm 
barr.asscd. For a moment they stood speechless, and with downcast eyes. 

“ ff I dare to appear before you, madernoisello,” at last said Norbert in 
a husky voice, “ it is because 1 have been devoured by anxiety to know how* 
y«iu w’cre. Jfow did you regain Sauvebonrg, wounded as you were? ” B.o 
pauso-d, waiting for some word of encouragement, but none came. “I al- 
most wished to go to the chAtcaii to ask about you,** ho proceeded ; “ but 
you had forbidden mo to speak of that unfortunate accident, and I could 
lu^t disobey yon.*’ 

“ Many thanks,” stammered Diano. „ 

“Yesterday,” continued Ndrbcrt, “I spent tho whole day hero. Will 
you forgive this fofty? I thought that, perhaps, having noticed my 
;i!uit'.ty,\ynu would lake pity on luo, and condescend — ” He stopped short, 
aghast at hia oW’« presumption ; but Diane did not appear to ho in tho 
sliglitc st degree appalled. 

“Yesterday,” slie answwed with an innocent air, “I was kept at home 
by my mother,” 

“ l^n’■ two days,** resumed Norbert, “1 havo constantly thought I could 
see you lying senseless on the ground. I h.ave felt as if 1 hwl obmnuUod a 
h.oi I iblo crime. I cannot forget how white you wore, and how 1 lifted your 
}u‘nd aud held it on my arm. It hay there but a moment, and yet 1 still 
scoin to irihaie tho ])orrumc of your hair,** * 

“Oh, Monsieur le Marquis !” murmured Diane oo softly that Norbert 
barely heard her. 

“ When yo\i wore licrc the other day,’* said he, “ I was so entranced 1 
co>dd not express wdiat I felt ; but as soon as yon had gone, it swaned as if 
everything grow dark.” He quivered at the remembrance of tiie sensatiou 
lie h:id experienced. “Then,” said he, “I searched for the shot, wdiich 
might lia\ c killed you, and at last I discovered it, and took it lioine with 
me. All the treasures of earth arc nothing to^mo, compared with that 
holy relic ! ” Diane turned away her head to conceal the delight sparkling 
in her eyes. “Pardon me, mademoiselle,” procecdfjd Norbert, “pardon 
me if I have offended yon. You would pity mo if you could form any idea 
ot thb life 1 have hitherto led. When I beheld you I hox)ed I had found a 
woman who might lake somej^nterest in my fate — a woman whoso conipas- 
sion could scarcely be repaid by life-long devotion.” Norbert ’s eyes were 
a! lame with passion as ho spoke, and Diane involuntarily drew back. 
“All!** exclaimed tho young marquis, wrongly interpreting her move- 
ment, “ I see th.at I was mad — simply mad 1 And now I despair ! ” 

“ Ah, marquis ! despair is not a word for us to use at our ago,*' murmured 
Diane, who, cold and calculating as she usually was, was now pi^ofoundly 
touched by the young follow’s ardent manner. 

The look which accptnxDanied her words waS signillcant enough to revive 
Norbnrt’s hopes. “.Do not trifle with me, inadcmoiaellc,’* ho said, “do 
not trifle with me ; it would lie too cruel.” 

As sho hung her head without replying, he fell on his kneea,' and, snatch- 
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ing hold of her hands, covered them with kisses. Pale, and with com- 
pressed lips, Diane felt herself carried away hy this whirlwind of passion. 
She panted for breath and fairly trembled. Sho found herself caught in 
the snare she had herself spread for Knrbert, and it was only with a great 
effort that she succeeded in regaining eoinn degree of self-possession. I’liia 
situation must not be allowed to last. “ I am forgetting my poor i>eoplo I 
she exclaimed. 

' ** If 1 could only go with you, madcmoiBelle I 

“ You may ? but you will have to walk fast.*' 

It often happens that a man's whole life is influenced by some apparently 
trivial circumstance. If on this particular day Diane had gone to see 
mothor Besson, Korbert, wlio was with her, would have ))ceu put on his 
guard against Dauman. Hut it so chanced that slie was bound on a vis-it to 
another of Norbert W'atchcd her fulfil Jior charitable missioii ; 

ami as he still had some of the money borrowc*! from Dauman about hi)n, 
ho laid a couple of gold pieces on the table before taking leave. Ho still 
walked beside Diane until they sighted the houeoa of feivron, when she 
rawed a linger to her lips, and, with the on^’ord, “To-morrow I” turned 
into the path w’hich led her home. • 

Jt was only then that Norbert regained In some measnre liis self -posse, 

ftiou. Yes, lio tiliouRlit, this beautiful girl loved him ; and, on his fiidr, luj 

W'as ready to shed hi? heart's blood for her. Jlo tore up t)»e letter he h.id 
written with mj much tvoulile ; for, in spite of his iiiexpevifince, he felt tint 
Diane’s promiso to come the next day amounted to a confession of love. 

Now, indeed, life seemed sweet and the future radiant ; aiid N»)rbort wms 
HO unlike himself, so elated, that at supper the same cv'cuing the fluke rc- 
laarkod, “ ./ornfeo^ou, lad ! I’ll wager a crown that you’ve had a good ilriy’a 
siv)rti.** 

“ You are right, father,” answered Norlwrt andacioualy, Fortunntely 
enough, the duke did not ask tt» sec his game-bag. But, on another oec.-ihioii, 
he might be called u])on to exliihit his .spoils ; andao, on thoinniTOW', hetore 
goipg to meet Diane, he bought a couple of brace of partridgea and a hare 
froTu a poacher ho was acquainted witli. 

- flo had been wailing half an hour or so at the mecliug-xdacc, when Bruno a 
joyous bark.s w.arued him of Diane's ajipro.ach, 8bo \vas very pale, and the 
tlark circles round her eye? testified to the anxiety W'hieh had kept liei* 
awake all iiighh Ah soon as sho had left Norbei-t the day before, slu.- had 
realised the risk she was running, and tlio extent of her imprudence, >.ho 
was. HO to say, trilling with her rexmtation, her future, in fact, with eveiy- 
thing a young girl ebould hold most dear. For a moment she thought of 
confiding in her parents ; but, on second thoughts, she rejo.cted this salutary 
inspiration. “No,” said she, “they woiibtSnevcr uiideratand me. JVly 
father would declare that the aYaiiciou.s Duke de Cliainiidoco would never 
give his consent. I should not be allow'ed to leave the chateau, and, per- 
hax)s, I might bo sent back to the convent.” This last prospect was not at 
.ill to Diane’s liking, and, besides, she fancied she had considerable chances 
of success. Hence she resolved to persevere with her scheme. She re- 
mained for some time talking with Norbevt in the pathW'ay, but suddenly 
remembering her poor, as on the previous day, she declared it was time to 
l>c off. 8hc must not neglect her patients, or atherwjso her parents might 
think of curtailing her liberty, Norbort again accompanied her on Iier 
visits, and even made so bold 03 to offer her liis arm whenever the path 
proved slippery or steip. 
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TliiH Idnd of thing went on for several days, the young lovers mooting 
every afternoon at the same spot and rambling along the lanes together. 
TJiey were more than once met by peasants and fanners, and there are, of 
course, as scandalous tongues in Poitou as elscv/here. Diane realisc<l all 
tho imprudence of her c^duct ; but it was part of her plau to allow herself 
to be Blightly compromised, though, at tho sumo time, it must be under- 
stood that her behaviour, whilst in Norbert’s company, was decorum itself. 
Unfortunately for their meetings, it was now the end of November, :uid 
cold weather was near at hand. One morning, when Norbert woke, lio 
cf»ul(l see the rain falling in torrents, and hear a blusterous wind 
eareoring through the trees. lie said to himself that Diano would never 
bo allowed to go out in such weather as that, and so he dcspoud(,ntly 
installed himself in front of the lire at home, and tried, or preteudc<l, to 
read. 

Contrary to his surmises, however, Diano katl gone out, but in one of 
lior father's carriages, having to visit a poor old woman called widow 
lt<udciiu, who lived iieAr Bivron, and who had broken her leg the previous 
• week. On reaching the rntssrablo shanty where the widow resided with 
“;or only daughter, l>iane found them both in tears. What fresh misfor- 
tune has befallen ymi?’* she asked ; whereupon the widow, with many koI^s 

iuid groaiki, related that she owed a matter of a hundred and thirty crowna 

'iu<l ( ouUl not possibly rci)ay them, so that her creditor Ihroatoiicd to seize 
Jicr two cowS'—hcr only bolongiugs of any value-^ainl have them sohl. It 
wnJi Daumau the judge,” she added, who had caused her all this trouble. 

lijul bogged him to grant her a little time, but ho hail refused her 
ap])licrition, adding, however, that if her daughter wont in person to appeal 
to hiiu ho might perhaps change his mind. Tlio inference was pljiin enough, 
for J'i’fincoiso Kotilcaii wasa cmnoly, buTCom young w-ornan. Diauo was 
in tensely shocked on hearing this, “ IJow sbaniefiiJ,” .slio cried ; “ I W'ill 
go and sec this man myself, and return hero by-aiubby.” Thereupon, 
.she hastily got into her carriage again, liade the coachnuin drive last, and 
ill tea minutes iviichcd tlic "‘judged ” house. 

l>:uiiu.'iii was writing at Ida desk when tlie woman he dignUied with the 
name of house-kcoper showed Diane into his ofrico. He started up, oQbn'd 
her a cliair, and with liis velvet cap in his hand, bowed to tho very ground. 
Diane, altliough she knew little of Daumau’s reputation, \v;i8 not .'is artless 
as Norbort, and was not iinposcal upon by this display of servile deference. 
She waved away the chair with a disdainful gesture, and with haughty 
mien and in .a curt, cold voice, exclaimed, M, Dauman, lhave just Iclt tho 
widow lioiileau.” 

Ah ! you know' that poor woman?” observed the “ judge,” who had bn n 
wondering what on earth could have causoil this proud young lady to call 
upon him. 

“ Vc.s, and am much interested in her,” 

** Oh ! mademoiselle’s eompasaion is well known,*’ said the ** judge ” wdth 
a servile smile. 

" Well, tho poor woman is in great distress. She is confined to her bed 
with a broken limb, and is almost destitute.” 

“ Yes ; I beard of her accident,” 

“And yet folks have threatened to soLeo her two cows, which are all she 
owns in the world.*’ 

Dauman assumed a benevolent expres.sion. ** Toor creature I ’* said he. 
“ I have often heard that misfortunes never come almie.” 
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Difino was aghast at this cool impudence. “It seems to me,” she 
answered, “ tliat this last misfortiuio oaii only be attributed to you. At 
least so I nrn told.” 

“ Can it b© possible ? ” 

“ Well, who persecutes this poor widow, but you? ” 

“I?” cried the “ judge,” striking his breast with his clenched hand, 
“ 1 ? Ah ! mademoiselle, why do you listen to those vipers* tongues ? U'liey 
only speak to slander me ! The laot is, this woman bought two sacks of 
wheat and one of potatoes, from a man at Mnasidan, on credit. A month 
later she bought three sheep from the same man, on credit as before. Then 
something else, 1 don’t quite recollect what. However, all these things 
represent a certain sum.” 

“ One hundred and thirty crowns, I beliove.” 

“ I daresay, At all events, she over and over again promised to pay 
without doing so, and finally the man became impstieut. I believe lio 
noedod the money. Well, ho came to me, and I talked to him of paticneo, 
but I might as well have talked to the wind. He declared that if I di(l 
ni»t do as he desired, he would go elsewhere. ' What could I say ? llesidos 
ho had the law on Ida side.” IXunnan paused, and then softo vore, as if 
talking to liimaclf, resumed, “If I could only hiid a way of getting the poor 
creature out of this trouble; but it W’ould be impossible without money, 
aiul money, .ay, there’s the ruh.” So saying, ho oi>ene(l a drawer and dis- 
played some fifty franca in silver which it eontnincd. “ Tins is all 1 have 
lu the house,’* he aahl, inournfiilly, “and 'ti.m't near enough.” Ho 
then paused again, and then os if suddenly inspired, resumed, “ Ooar me, 
ht>w stupid I am. Witli a noble young lady as her protector, widow 
Itouleau need have no fear of losing her cows.” Unfortunately, Dinno had 
no money; sho liad so enlarged ner circle of benevolence that she liad 
already anticipated on her allowance. “1 will spctik to my hither," slie 
aaid, in a tone that told very clearly that she had small hop(;s of .auectaa. 

Tlio "judge's” comiteuauce fell, *‘Tc the Marquis de Sauvebourg?” 

he said. “Ohl in that case we ha/on’t done with tho matter. ’ He will 
make all kintls of intpiirics, and vai'iablo time will bo lost. If 1 dar-od 
advise you, I should say it would be better to apply to sonic family friend — 
to M. Norherb do Cluimpdoco, for insianeo. 1 know,” he continued, 
“that the duko doesn’t keep his son’s purse full of gold, but thc..youug man 
need have no diificulty in obtaining anythmg lie needs, for he will soon bo 
of ago, and besiOea a marriage may even more speedily place larg<^ sums 
at his disposal.” 

(Mane fell into the trap so cunuiugly set for her, “A marriage*?” said aho, 
with mingled surprise and apprehension. 

“Oh ! I don't know. I say marriag© as I might say legacy. With his 
father’s consent he might of course marry to-morrow, but if ho has a wliim 
of his own he’li have to w'ait at least six years,” 

“ Six years I Why he will bo of age in fifteen months.” 

“ AVhat of that ? To marry against his parents’ will, a young man must 
be twenty-live, not merely twenty-ono.” 

This blow was so unexpected that Diane lost her hetnl. “ Impossiblo ! ” 
she cried. “ Are you not mistaken ? ” 

Tho “ judge ” smiled triumphantly. * * I am never inistaken 1 ” ho replied, 
as he calmly opened his code and laid it before the young lady. While she 
rend tho pa;ieago ho pointed out, he watched her as a cat watches a bird, 
** You sec,” eaid he, “at twenty-ono M. Norbert will be an ©lector and Ins 
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own masicr in every respect, barring this one point of matrimony. The law 
is precise.’* 

jJiune w.a« convincoil, anil now drew herself erect with a p.ale face and 
anxious eyes. “ After all,” she said, “ what does it matter to mo? I will 
speak to my kithcr about widow Rouleau. Good-morning." 'rheu making 
a great effort, siic tottered out of tho house, 

When mIxc was alone in the carnage again, she abandonorl herself to a 
paroxysm of tcars.and despair. This fatal hampering provision of the law 
Koome'd to thwart all her plans. She bad hitherto said to herself: *'Tho 
I.>uke do Chainpdoce will never accept mo as hisjlaughtcr-in-law, with my 
poor little dowry ; but as soon lus Norbert is of ago he oan marry me, not* 
wdl-hstaiidiiig his father, and wo shall nob have much more than a year to 
w'ait.” lJut now she saw six years of dreary suspciiso and struggling hofoio 
lier, and pos.sibly a lii*al defeat ; for conld Norbert’s passion, fervid as it 
now was, live on hope alone for six long twelvemonths ? The old Duke de 
Chiimpfloco was as sturdy as an oak, lie might last much longer. And 
yet (IcHpite this crusiiing blow, Diane determined to dght on. j^sistance 
wtuiUed her energy, and she swore she would do everything in her power 
to carry the day. To begin with, it was of tho highest importance b!io 
faliould see Norbert as soon as possible. Alighting at the w'idovv’s door, sho 
fotered the house and hurrkdly CAclaiiiicd, “I’ve seen the ‘judge-* Don’t 
distress yourself, everytliing will bo arranged.” And then eiitting the poor 
ulvl eroi lo’a t-huiiks short, she ai bled, ‘ ‘ Can you give me a slip of wb i to paper ? " 

hVau^'oise, the daughter, produced a soiled scrap, and Ditmo wrote theroon, 
4i> x»cncil, as follows ; — “ She would, iKjrhapa, have gone there in spite of 
tlie storm if she had not been occupied with the troubles of a poor wonuni. 
The same troubles will ooiuyiel her, to-morrow, no matter what the weather 
Uiiiy bo, to go and see a man named Dauman, at his house at two o’clock." 
Diano folded up her note, and then exclaimed. “I want this to be delivered 
to M. Norbert de (Jliainpiioce ; t^> himnolf, mind, and no one clso.” 

It 90 happened that PninvoiAO had made a blouse for one of the Champ- 
dooc farm f^ervanta, and thus, having an excuse for going to the chateau, 
she willingly undertook the errand, albeit, Diane's conduct seemed to her 
pa^J.s^llg atninge. 

it rniiiicd liard again the next day, but at two ii.m. Norbert, punctually, 
arrived %t Daunian’s house. Ho had an excuse all reaily for his visit, for 
he had exhausted the fuuda of his first loan and needed more money. He 
had no idea why Diane had selected tho “ judge's ” abode for their meeting 
place, but he was inexpressibly downcast. He hail thought of m.irryiim 
Madciuoisclle dc Sauvobourg. As ignorant as herself of tho bt'w, ho ha(l 
fancied be might do ho on attaining his twenty-first year ; but, alas 1 ho d.'ired 
not confide his projects to his father, for the latter, in revealing hi.s schoino 
for the restoration of the family fortunes, had added ; You must many a 
w'onum of wealth.” However j' Norbert felt Ijc could never carry self- 
saeriticc so far, never abandon Diane, and ho was on tho point of unbuvdcn- 
ijig himself to J'^auman, asking bis advice and help, when a vehicle stopped 
outside, and a moment later Madcnmiselle de ISauvebourg entcTed the room. 
At nno glance Dauman realised the position, and cut short all pretended 
astonishment on tho part of the young people by hastily cxplaiiiin^r to 
Diane what ho had done in regard to the Rouleau matter. “The httijister," 
he said, “ consents' to delay proceedings— -I can even show you his letter to 
that effect.” 11c turned ana looked for this letter among his papers, with 
fis inueU pcrsoveruncu us if it had really oxisied. “ I can’t find it,” he 
YOU II, I> 
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eventually esclaimod ; ** I must htavc left it in my bed-room. 1 have ao 
much to do/* he added, testily, that sometimes I lose my head. I must 
find it, however. Excuse mo, I will be back directly.** 

In point of fact the worthy “ judge ** wa,s by no means anxious about this 
' huissier’s letter ; only ho had divined a rendezvous and considci'cd he might 
best ascertain its purport by leaving the room. He went, however, no 
farther than the other side of the door, and then in turn applying eye and 
car to the keyhole, he heard and saw all that he desired. The “ judge’s ’* 
al)sciic 0 seemed to Norbert a celestial boon. Ho had been palnfally struck 
by Diane’s pale face as soon as he saw her, and now ho took her hands and 
•'looked into her very eyes. “Tell me,” he said in a low, tend«jr voice, 

\ “what has happened to you?” A sigh came from Diane, and then two 
, pearly tears rolled down her cheeks. “In heaven’s name,” crie<.l Norbert, 

“ what has caused your grief ? Diane, I implore you to tell me ! Am I 
not your truest and most devoted friend ? ” 

For a long time she refrained from giving any precise answer, and it ■was 
only after Norbort in utter despair had again ond again, renewed his 

a 'crs, that she finally declared tlmt on the previous evening her father 
spoken to her of a young nmn who Imd asked for her hand — a young 
mian witli every advantage oi birth, character and fortune. Notberfc listened, 
quivering from head to foot with jealousy. “ And you did not refuse? *' he 
asked. 

She gave an evasive reply, asking; “ What could a poor young girl do 
against her family, w’hen she had only tw^o alternatives oH'erccl to her — 
ouhor a marriage alio loathed, or a convent she dreaded.” 

With his ear close to the door, Daumau shook with laughter. “Nob 
>badl” he muttered — “not at all bad for a little convent-bred girl. She 
has a clear head and a clever tongue, and under my tuition she would go 
the w hole hog or none. If this simplotoxi doesn’t declare hiinsolf now, I 
wonder what*ll he her next move ? ” 

“And you could hesitate?” resumed Norbert, reproachfully. “There 
woultl always be a chance of escape from a convent, but a iiuirriago— ” 
Diane, looking more lovely tnan ever in her tears, wrung her hands 
piteously, “ What reasons,” she asked, “ could she give her fatlier for her 
refusal? Did not every one know she was virtually dowerlcss --sacrificed 
to her brother. Who but this man would ever ask for her hand ? 

“ Do you forget mo? ” cried Norbert. “ You do not love mo, then — ” 

“ Alas I my friend, you are not free either.” 

“ I am only a wecik child, it seems? ” he asked, with compressed lips, 
“Your father is alhpoiverful,” she replied, resignedly. “ Hia will i.^ in- 
flexible, and you are iii his pow'er.” 

“ What do I care for my father ? ” he exclaimed. “ Am T not a Chainp- 
doce as well aa he ? \Voe to the man, father or not, who comes between mo 
Olid the woman I adore. For I ^ore yem, Diane, and no human being 
shall take you from me.” With these words, he clasped her to hia breast, 
and pressed a burning kiss on her brow. 

Dauman, at the key -hole, held his breath for a moment. “ This sight,” 
he muttered at last, “ is worth at least fifty thousand franca to me.” 

Panting like a bird in its captor’s hands Diane secineil for a moment 

terrified, but with a sudden effort she repelled Norbert, and escaped from 
; his arms. She wiis a w^oman, be it remembered, young And passionate, de- 
snito nil hm* diplomatic artfulness, and she felt afraid— afraid of him, 
atraid of herself. 
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“ Do you tefnse me, then ? he asked. “ Do you really repel me when 
I implore you to bo my wife — ^to become the Duoliesa do Champdoce ? ” 
Madcmoisello de Sauvebourg answered with one look, which said as 
clearly as eyes can speak : “lam your's, I belong to you.‘* 

“Then, why frighten oiUcsOlvcs with those vain clnmcraa?” resumM 
Xorbert, “ Do you doubt my love? May be my father will oppose these 
plans which assure the hiimpincss of my life. Jlut before lung I shall have 
shaken off his tyranny, In a few months’ time I shall bo of age,” 

“Alasl my friend,” she auaweted, ^‘your’s are vain delusions. You 
must be twenty-five before you ean give your name, unhindered, to the 
woman you love.” 

This was precisely the disclosure Dautnan had been waiting for. ‘ ‘ Bravo ! 
ho muttered, bravo ! young lady. So that’s why she came* Well, there’s 
some pleasure in giving her a lesson, for she doesn’t forget a word of it.” 

You are tnistaken, Korbert had answered in rcpl^ to Diane’s stateniont. 
“ Unfortunately, I tell you the precise truth, my friend. The law clearly 
defines the ago 1 speak of-— twenty-five. You wull enjoy I’aris, Xorbert, from 
twenty-one to twenty -five, and will you remember that a sad-hearted girl — ” 
“ Wliy do you talk to me of law ? I shall have plenty of money when I’m 
Iwcnty-one ; and do you think 1 shall submit to niy father’s coercion ? Not 
so, iiuieod I will wring his consent from him ! ” 

'rho “ judge ” now thought it time to intervene. “ T .'?hall suddenly open 
the door,” he said to himself, “ accidentally hear a few words, make itoiuo 
leinark upon them, and master the situation*” 

Norbert and Diane had so utterly forgotten Daumaii’s escistonce, that 
they started with alarm as he re-entered the room. But he was in no way 
disconcerted by the effect he produced. In the easiest possible tone, he ex- 
claimed : “I can’t find tho letter; but I assure you that tho widow’s 
affair shall be speedily and satisfactorily arranged. 1 wish I could say as 
much of your own concerns. ” 

Norbert and Diane exchanged a look, which testified to the anxiety they 
felt on finding themselves at this man’s discretion. Their evident feav 
seemed to mortify Dauman most cruelly. “You have a perfect right,” iie 
exclaimed, “ to tell mo to mind my own business, but the trutli is, injus- 
iico revolts me to such a degree that I invariably side with the weakest. 
The few words I overheard just now, as I came in, were a ray of light to me, 
and I said to myself, “ Here are two young people made for each other — ” 

“ Sir ! ” interrupted Diane, haughtily, “ you forget yourself.” 

“I Insg your pardon,” stammered tlio “judge,” “I am only a poor pea- 
sant ; I speak too plainly. 1 meant no harm, and I trust you will forgive 
me. ” Then as Diane m^vdo no further objection, ho resumed ; ‘ ‘ Well, X said 
to myself, here are two young people who love each other, and have a right 
to love each other, and yet they are kept apart by unrenaonable, hard- 
hearted parents. Young and ignorant, knowing nothing of tho law, they 
would certainly get into trouble If left to their own devices. But sux^poso 
I helped them, and no doubt I might do so advantageously, for I know the 
Itiw tnoroughly — I know its weak points and its strong ones—” Ho talked 
on sounding his own praises for fully ten minutes, and affected not to see 
that the young couxde were whispering to each otlier near the windoWi 
“ Why not trust him ? ” saidNorbert; “he has had experience.” 

“ He will betray us ; he is cabbie of anything for money.” 

“ Bo much tho better for us, then. He will hold his tongue if ho is pro- 

mised a magnificent reward.” 
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“ Do as you think best, my friend.” 

Thus encourapicl, Norbert turned to Daurnan. “I have perfect coii- 
' fidence in you,” he said, “and so has this youdg lady. Yon know the 
situation. What is your advice? ” 

“Simply this,” answered the “judge,” “Learn to wait. The least 
, step taken Ijefore your majority is fatal ; but the day after you are twenty- 
• one, 1 promise to show you more ways than one of bringing the duke down 
on his inaiTOW-boues.” 

lio could not be induced to speak inoro idainly, but he looked so con- 
- lident and cheerful, tluit wlien Diane left the oflicc she felt hopeful once 
r^inoro. * 

' "Pliis was almost their last interview that year. Tlie weather turned 
■ from bad to worse, so that it was impossible for them to moot out of doors, 
'land the fear of being watched prevented them from availing themselves 
'of Dauinaji’s hoapibility. Kaon day, however, t)ie widow Koulcau’s 
.daughter carried a letter to Sauvebourg and brought back a reply to 
Chainpdoco. The cold weather had scattered tlio inliabilants of the varioua 
chfitoaux of the district. Only tho Marquis do Sanvebourg, who was a 
;grcat epdrtsmiin, lingered behind ; but after some Jieavy snow storms even 
Jie decided to retire until tlie ensuing spring to tho handsome rnaiisioii lie 
owned at Poitiers. Korbert and Diane had foreseen this contingen.iy, c»;id 
‘ acted accordingly. Two or three times each week Xorbert uiouutcil 
'bia horse aiid rode to town, changed his clothes and hurried to a certain 
Igardcu wall where be walked up and down before a small door. At a ecr- 
■Itain hour, prcvior.sly iigrecd upon, this door softly opened, ^lorbci t slipped 
' lin, and there in tho gaideu found Diane, lovelier than ever. 'J'his great pas' 
eiou, the beacon of his life, and the certainty of bcuig loved, had dispelled 
Jniuohof hia timidity. Ho had met Montloiiia again, and oftoji x>luycd a 
igaiue of dominos with him at the Cafe') Castile. Montlonis was to join t)m 
young Viscount do Mus.sidau in Paris, and ):ccome his ecerctary as soon 
(13 the w'iuter was over ; bat this prospect, which had oneo so delighted him, 
was now scarcely to hia taste, for, as ho confessed to Nor]>ert, ho feared 
«(.'paration from a young girl in tlic vicinity whom he was de.sperately iji 
lovo with. Coiiti<louce for contldenoe ; and more than once M.ontloui.s Avent 
with Norbert to the door that opened into the Marqids do jSaiivebourg's 
garden. 

April at last came round again. The chateaux refilled, and the 
lovers were able to meet in the lanes oiico more. TJioy had now only few 
mouths to wait until Norbert reached his majority, when Dauinan had p' o- 
inised to help them. Ono day, however, when they had spent the after’ 
noon in tho woods togctlicr, preaching patience to each other, and just as 
Norbort, light-hearted and full of spirits, had reached homo, his father scut 
for him. 

* ■ Maripiis,” said tho duke, without tho least preamble, • ‘ I have found you 
a wife, and you will marry her in tAVO mouths from now. 


VIL 

A TLiUNORR clap would have terrified Norbort less than these words. But 
the duke 4ud not sec, or did not chooso to see, his sou’s agitation, and simply 
added, in a composed, careless tone : “ There is no need, 1 imagine, to tell 
you the youtig lady’s aame. £:ihe is, of course. Mademoiselle do Puy tnandour. 
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She cannot fail to pleaae yon. As you know yourdelf, for you have seen her, 
she is very pretty, tall and dark, with a very pleasing figure. 'Her tooth, 
eyes, and hair are admirable. Don’t you lliink so? ” 

“Yes,” stammered Norbort. “I think—ln faet I’ve scarcely oven 
noticed her,” 

“ Pshaw ! ” rejoined the old nobleman, ‘'I thought you were letuning lo 
use your cyos. Never mind, you will have ample time to look at your wifi; 
when you ai'e inarriotl. And, marrpiis, there must be some alteraliou iu 
your dress. To-morrow you will go with me to Poitiers and give orders to 
ti biilor, who will see you aro dressed as hefibs your rank. We mustn’t 
frighten this young ladv with our fustian jackefca.” 

“lint—” 


“ ^V!ut a moment, ’f you please. I sliall set aside some of llic roonw in 

tlio chateau, anj you will .pond your honeymoon here. You will take ri.irij 
it doesn’t last too long, and, after a while, we can introduce this young 
woman to our ways, make a frugal, economical housewife of her. ” 

“ Put, father,” said Norbert, hastily, “ suppose I don’t fancy this young 
lady?” 

“ Well ? ” 


“Suppo-sol entreated you to spare mo a marriage which would makr 
lUf mifiorablo ? ” 

M. dc C'bampdoee shrugged his shoulders. “This ia childiaii,” lie said. 
“ This alliance is in every way suitable, aiul I wish it — ” 

“ T5at, father — ” Norbert began again. 

“Do you hesitate? ” asked tho duke an^ly. 

“ No ; I don’t hesitate,” aai<l bis son boldly, 

“ Very well, then. Let a mere nobody consult tlio dictates of his heart, 
if he sees fit, when he marries, but with a man of position, matrimony aiiould 
be looked upon as a matter of business. 1 have managed things admirably, 
Tiio mavriago portion will be a niillion and a half of francs in hanl cash, 
and ultimately, when Puymaiidour dies, and he’s apoplectic mind, you’ll 
emne into tho remainder of his fortune. Do you know what he's vorcli ; 
Five millions. Tliink of that I And tliis is all the more reason for 
piiu hiiig and economising. Think of the restoration of our house, of tho 
princely fortune of our descendants, and realise the beauty of sclf-abncga- 
lion.” ’J'ho duke wralUod for some inuiutcs up and down the room, speak iiig 
incoherently, and at last stopped in front of his soil. “ You understand 
everything now,” he said. “ To-hioitow you will go to Poit.isi:i, niid on 
Sunday wo dine with the Puyniandoura.” 

Norbert hardly knew what to say or in this extremity. “Father.” 
he began once more, “I don’t seo the use of going to Poitiers to-inoiTow'.” 

“ What do you say ?. What on earth do you mean ? ” 

“ I mean,” answ^ored tho young man with sudden energy, “ lliat I .sh.ill 
never love Mademoiselle do Vuymandoar, and that she willncverbu my wife. ” 

Tho duke had not once foreseen this contingency, and hiej mind refused 
to believe the possibility of such monstrous iniquity. “ You are mad ! ho 
exclaimed, “ and you don’t know what you say or what you want 1 ” 

“ I know very well.” 

“ Rc^flect, my boh.” 

“ I have reflcctod.” 

M, de Champdoco was evidently .straggling to keep calm. “ And you 
think,” he said, with a disdainful smile, “that I shall be natiafied with 
such an anawer os this ? ” 
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^ “I hop e you will yield to my entreaties.” 

',i *‘Do you, indeed? You think that I, the head of this family, after 
conceiving a magnificent plan for the restoration of its fortunes, am to bo 
; turned from my scheme by the mere caprice of a boy like yoarself 1 Surely 
you ought to know me better ! ** 

, “ No, father,** rejoined Norbert, “ it is no mere whim that impels me to 
refuse and claim independence. Have I not always been a good son? 
’Have I ever disobeyed you ? You have said, ‘ Go there,*' and I have gone, 

; f Come hero,’ and I have obeyed yon. I am tho sou of the wealthiest man 
t;.in the province, and 1 have lived like the son of your poorest farm-hand. 
;.Jiave 1 comx>lained or muTmured? Bid me do whatever you cliooae 

; f “1 bid you marry Mademoiselle de Pitymandour ! ” said the duke, strik- 
the floor with the stout ash stick he carried, according to his wont. 

^ “ Oh 1 all but that. I don’t love her, I cannot lovelier. Oo you wish 
'fnc to be utterly miserable for the rest of my life ? Do not exact that 
pf me \ ” 

. “I have spoken, and you will h.ave to obey.” 

, No,” said Nurbert quietly. “I will not obey 1,?* 

I On hearing this tho duke at first turned purple, and then every drop 
pi blood BGcmed to leave his face, which became absolutely Uvid. 
f*Jm'nldicu he cried in a voice that once would have made Norbcit 
^ tremble. “ How do you dare to brave me in this way T VV'hat on earth has 
.i^giveti you this audacity ?” 

' ** The consciousness of l>eing in the right.” 

** How long has it been right for children to disobey their parents ? ” 
i j Ever sin^^e fathers ventured to give unjust ordorF:,” 

. This was more than tho Duke de Chan ipdoce could endure. ''Jamiton^ 
'mrre! ” ho cried ; and he rushed towards his son with hi.s bludgeon raised, 
Ji)ut suddenly stopping sliort w'hen only midway, ho throw the stick .across 
the room, and in a lioarso voice exclaimed — “ No I I will not strike a 
phampdoce I *' 

; Maybe it was Norberi’a fearless attitude that restrained his father's 

E ssionato fury. This ouco timid youth had not moved, not even sought 
avoid the onslaught, but stood quite still and evL-ct, with folded arms 
d head thrown back. And even now that the duke had flung his im- 
provised weapon aside, Norbert retained the same attitude of defiance, thus 
speedily rekindling bis father’s anger. ** 1 will not submit to such auria- 
city,” oried M. do Champdoee, and seizing his son by the collar, he dragged 
bim to one of the r^ioms on the second floor, and roughly pushed him inside. 
Then before retiring and locking the door ho exclaimed, ** You sliall have 
twenty-four hours to decide whether you will accept the wife 1 have selected 
for you.” 

I '* My decision is made,” answered Norbort, calmly. He had not resisted 
his father, when the latter dragged him upstairs. Semi-prostration had 
followed his sudden courage, and yet it was urgent he should act, urgent 
he should warn Diane of what had happened and put her on her guard 
against all contingencies. But how could he escape ? The door was of solid 
oak, more than an inch thick, and tho lock was as enormous in sti'ength as 
^ in size. Only tlie window remained ; and this was forty feet from tlio 
: ground. But Norbert reflected that some one would probably be sent to 
'I make up a bed for him, and then he would have two sheets at nia disposal. 
i| These ho could knot idgether, and thus obtain the means of descent. If ho 
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started off at night-time, with the intention of returning before dawn» he 
could not of coursoseo Diane, but he might send her a warning through 
Dauman, whom it wa« also urgent he should see, with the view of obtain- 
ing proper advice. This plan decided upon, he threw himself into one of 
the arm-chairs in the room with a lighter heart than ho had known for 
months, for the ice was now broken between his father and himself, and 
this seemed a very groat point to ^orbort. The first step was taken, and 
it is always the first one that is the most diiHcult. The rest would ho easier 
work, and at all events lie must conquer at any price, 

Tn the meanwhile, downstairs, the duke was wild with rage. When ho 
took his scat at the supper table, ho looked so terrible that the farni liaiuls 

barely dared open their iiioutlia to eat and drink, They all knew that a 

violent quaiTol had taken place between M. do Champdoco and hia sun, 
and wondered what could have occasioned it. The meal was soon over, 
and the duke then summoned an old oouddential servant, who had been 
in hia employment for thirty years, “Jean,” he said, “your young 
master is shat up in the yellow room on the second floor. There’s the 
key ; take him something to cab.” 

‘•Yes, sir,” ^ 

Wait a moment. You will pass the night in his room. Wlmther 
hr. sleeps or not, yon will watch him just thd same. It may be he will 
think of running away. If it ho nccesswiry to cinx^loy force, cmxdoy it; 
that's ail. If you are not strong enough, just call to me; I shall hear 
aiul come to your assistance.” 

This uiicxijcctcd precaution destroyed all Nojbert’s hopes. Ho tried to 
induce his jailor to lec him out for a couple of hours, swearing ho would 
faithfully rctuiti, but his prayers weio as vain as tho threats to which 
he next resorted. Had he looked from the window, ho would have sccu 
his father pacing up and down the court-yard, absorbed in the dreary 
thought that iKjrhaps, after all these long years, he was doomed to liisap- 
poiiitmont. “There is a woman concerned in it,” the duke reflected. “ Only 
a woman could change a young man's character from wdiite to black hi av . 
short a time, and besides) he would never have declined this x>roj)oaaI witli 
such obstinacy if lie had not been in lovo with some one else ! ” But who 
ronM this W'oman be? What steps could be taken to discover her? It 
would, of course, bo useless to question Norbert himself, and at the same 
time the duke was very unwilling to iostituto any formal inquiry. He 
Xvassed the greater X)art of the night in painful indecision as to the Ixi.st 
course to pursue, when all at once ne had an inspiration, which he regarded 
as from Heaven. “1 have Bruno 1 ” he cried. “And tliroiigli this 
dog I can learn all my son’s habits, discover what houses he goes to when 
he's out alone, and oven ascertain tho very woman under whose influence 
he acts ! ” Somow'hat comforted by this hope, M. de Chainpdoce was 
more like himself when ho ax>peared in the morning. At noon he took hia 
BO.)t at the table as usual, and ordered the prisoner’s dinner to bo earned ux)- 
Btairs, with no relaxation of watchfulness. 

At hist the moment he deemed favourable arrived. Tie W'histled to 
Bruno, who seldom follow'ed liim, but in Norbert’s absence the animal 
yielded to entreaties and condescended to accompany the duke as far as tho 
end of the avcntie. Three diverging roads started from this point, but 
Bruno did not hesitate, he turned to the left one, with the air of a dog 
who knows x)erfectly well where ho is going. On ho w'cnt for more than 
half an hour, tho duke following him all ahre with hope and expectation, 
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and at last the pair reached the woodland path whore Diane and Norbort 
liad so often met. Sagacious Bruno lialtcd at the precise spot whore the 
young marquis had wounded Mademoiselle de Sauvebourg, ran round in a 
circlOf sniffed in all the neighbouring bushes, and finding nothing, quietly 
lay down. Ilia intelligent eyes seemed to say, “Let us wait I ” 

“ This,” thought the duke, “ia evidently the snot where the lovers have 
been in the habit of meeting.” Anxious to watch and escape observation, 
ho next relroateil into the neighbouring grove and sat down on a mossy 
stone at the foot of an oak. lie was ao pleased with his penetration rc- 
specling Bruno’s abilities, that he was almost in a good humour. Moio- 
over, on reflection, the danger seemed to him far lesa than he had feared. 
To whom could Norbort have lost his heart? What ambitious little 


■ country girl, thinking the youth simple enough to be duped, lia<l made up 
her mind to marry him ? The duke was thus redeutiug when he heard the 
;dog bark joyously. “ Here she comes then ! ” ho said, and ho rose to his 
,feet at once. At the same moment Diane appeared, ami perceiving M. do 
;'Chainpdocc was unable to restrain a little shvick of terror, yhe liesitatod, 
^BhouUi slie turn and nm ? But strength failed her to do so, and only just 
in time to avert a swoon did she grasp the nearest birch for support. " The 
'old uoblcman was quite a.*) much dismayed as siRe. Ho had expected a 
'^country girl, and ho saw the daughter of the Manpiis de Haiivel/ouig he- 
Jforc him. 

j But his anger quite equalled hi.s surprise. If be had nothing to dread 
Ifrom a pcaftaut's daughter, ho had everything ro fear from tliia young lady 
lof noble birth, who was legitimately eniitletl to try and win Koibert for 
3her husband, Gould he even have recourse to her family ? P'^rhap.H she 
•was acting at her parents’ instigation. Ho was sorely perplexed, and yet 
l|au exnlanation was necessary. “Aha!” ho began, with a grimace iu- 

! tended for a smile, “you don’t look overideased to boo mo, my child 1” 

“ Sir \ ” 

’ “ I niulorataiul. When ono comes to moot tho son and finds the father, 

’the change is not altogether satisfactory. But you mustn’t blame Norbci t ; 
Jfor, poor boy, I assure you tlnit it isn't his fault 1 ” 

Mademoiselle de Sauvehourg was no ordinary girl. Startled at first, .slic 
jh.ad by this time regained her self-possession. Some women W'OuUl Iiave 
iHakcn refuge in denhil ; but this idea never occurred to her. A disavowal 
*bf her position would hayo been an act of absolute baseness in her ryes. 
1“ Yon arc right, Monsieur Ic Due,” she answered; “it was to n* efc 
Voiir .son, tho marquis, that 1 came. You will therefore excuso me if I 
Setire.” 

5 She mado a sweeping courtesy with charming grace, and wiis about to 
pass ou, W'hcn tho duko laid his liaiid tm her arm, My child, allow me to 
bay a few W'ords to you ; ” and ho tried to spesak in a paternal fiishioi). 
Do you know why Korbert is not hero?” 

“ I presume he has some excellent reason,” 

; “My son is a prisoner in his room, cuarded by iny .servants, who are 
ordered to restrain him by force if ho makes any attempt to escape.” 

' “Indeed ! Poor fellow 1 How I pity liim ! ” 

Tlio duke was amazed at thi.s effrontery, iis he called it in his heart. “ T 
wish to tell you,” ho retorted, in an augry voice, “why, I treat my only 
Bon, tho heir of my name and fortune, in tlu.s manner.” 

His eyes Hashed fire, but Diane quietly answered, “Pray proceed, 
, Monsieur le Duo,” 
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“ Well then, T beg leave to inform you that T\'o found a wife for Norbert, 
She w about your own age, beautiful, clever, witty, and wmlthy,” 

“ And of high birth, of course ? ** 

This sarcasm stung tho old nobleman. “ Fifteen hundred thousnnd franca 
as a dowry,” ho sternly replied, “are worth more than a tower argent on 
an nzuve tieid.” This was the Sauvebourg blazon, and the duke paused as if 
to underlijio his uncoiu*teou8 retort. “I will tell you,” ho at Icu'jtlj re- 
sumed, ■'* that the young lady in question has several millions corning to 
])cr, and yet my son is mad enough to refuse her baud. But 1 will not 
tolerate such disobedience.” 

“You are right, sir, I am sure, if you really think this marriage wouM 
ciisnro your soirs happiness.” 

“ Jlis happiness I What does that matter if the supremacy of our house 
i'3 insured by it? I have determined that Norberb sliall miirry this wonniu 
-and marry her he shall. I have sworn it, and I .swear it again ! ” 

Dicino’.s agony of mind was well-nigh intolerable, but her pride sustainril 
her; and, -jnorcover, feeling suro of Norbert, she ventured to ask, “And 
v.hat does Monsieur Ic Marquis say?” 

“ N’orbi^rt,” angrily replied the duke, “ will return to his duty a.s soon .as 
it. pleases inc to free him from the pernicious influence he has been subicoted 
to.” 

“Ah I indeeil ! ” ' 

“ Uc will obey mo w'hcn I show him that, though he may bo in ignorance 
cf the prestige of his fortune and his name, there are others who fully 
uucU‘i‘stj\iid it. I ran uudorstand a woman longing to be Duchess do 
Cl'ompdocc ! } low ever, my son may bo a mere child ; but I have had 
some small experience of the world, and when I enlighten him as to the 
ambition which ho, poor fool, mistook for love and unselfish devotion, 
u'iil return to his allegiance to me. I will tell him how to look on those 

lianjfhty, liigh-l)orn damsela, who, Iwth penniless and proiul, have merely 

tlicir yontli ;nid beauty to win husbands with — Mcheming girls who, in j)ur- 
puil of phantom dreams, jirc willing to run risks and peril.? which cvui^n 
Liby lonvf them with tavnished reputations.” 

“ ( 'outimic, Monsieur Ic Due ! ” cried Diane, turning pain with anger and 
emotion. “ Continue, pray ; insult a defenceless girl —laugh at her povci ty 
— it is a generous, noble thing to do, right worthy of a gentleman ! ” 

“ I thought,” said M. de Champdoce, “ that 1 was addTCs.siiig tlio person 
whose in flue 1100 had induced my son to rebel against my authority Am I 
nn’f-takon? You can prove me to bo in tho wrong by inducing ISoibeit to 
submit.” Diane did not speak, but dropped her liead. “You see,” re- 
Mimcd the duke, more angrily than before, “1 am right. Reflect well on 
w hfit [ say, and remember that i^rsistcncy on your i>art will ju.siify any 
rc|)ris.'d.s on mine. You are warned — contiiiuc your intrigue if yon dure ! *’ 

This woitl, “intrigue,” spoken with an insulting .sneer, was too much 
for Diane, l^he w'ould have sacrificed at that moment her honour, ambition, 
and very life for the sake of revenge. Forgetting all pi'inhaicc, she cast 
aside the mask, and haughtily throwing back her head, w ith her eyes flash- 
ing tiro, and her cheeks bla.zing: “Listen to me!” .shr cried. “I, too, 
have sworn— and I Iia\’e sworn that Norbert shall be my husband ! Im- 
prison him, have hiirr guarded and ill-treated hy your servants if you like, 
Ijut you will never draw from him a shadow of assent. IIo will resist be- 
cause 1 bid him resist— even unto death, if need must be. Ilia energy, 
like mine, will never abate ; and, believe mo, before attacking the honour 
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of a young girl, remcnihri’ that she will one day become a member of your 
own family'. ITarcwell 1 ” 

Dhuio far down the path before the duke recovered his siensea, and 
t])Cn ho buret forth into a torrent of imprecations, threats, and inaiilta. 
lie believed himself alone, but never waa he more mistaken. This strango 
et.ene had an invisible witneas—nono othot than judge” Danman in per- 

!j(m. 

Informed by one of the servants at tlm chiiteau of the young marquis’s 
iinprisonracut, Daunian had been eager to warn J'liano ; but how was he to 
<lo ao V llo coidd not go to Sauvelxmrg, and no power on earth would have 
i’nUuicd him to write a line ; ftjr handwriting is trcachcrona, and may turn 
up as ovich'ucc agaitL^t one, even wdicn least expected. The “ judge ” was 
thn.^ greatly emharrassed, wlicn it occurrud to him he might repair to the 
lovora’ usual meeting-place, whither IMano w'ould come that afternoon no 
d(»nbt. He was barely a few yards off, when ho heard her cry of alarm 
on pf*rceiving M. do Champdoco. This cry put him on his guard ; he crept 
and (Taw'lfitl to a hiding-place, where he could both sco and listen. Bruno 
sonri scented him out ; but ho was known by the dog, w'ho complacently 
allowed the judge” to pat his head and fondle him. How eagerly Dau- 
inau listened to the talk between M. do Chanipfloce and Diane can easily 
bi‘ imagined. Bat lie realised that Madcmoisollo do Sauvcboiivg, despite her 
haughty hearing, was really sorely perplexed, and anticipated that, before 
ivtiiniiug homo, she would hasten to his house to ask hia advice. “ If I 
am to carry out my plana,” he said to himself, ** I ought to strike the iron 
while it’s hot ; and how can I do that, if I am not at home to receive her? ” 

Accordingly, without any especial caution, he rose from his hiding-place 
aiid hastened through the woods, hoping, by means of a short cut, to reach 
hia house before Buioo arrived there. The noise occasioned bv hia passage 
thiongb the underbrush attracted the duke’s attention. “Who’s there? ’* 
he iTind, going tow’arda the spot whence the sound had proceeded. No re- 
ply. Mtill he had certainly hoard someopo or something stir. Summoning 
Bruno, ho tried to put him on the scent ; but the dog "merely sniffed about 
a little, and then lingered near the bush behind which Dauman h.ul remained 
coiioealed. The duke eagerly scauned the ground, and at last difttinctly 'Ic- 
l(Mitrd the imprint of two knees on tho velvety moss. “ Some one has been 
listening,” ho said to himself, disagreeably impressed by this circumstance. 
“ But who can it have been ? Has Norbert escapcil from his room ? ” 'I'his 
idea ho ahirnicd liiiii that ho strotlo homo in hot haste. “ Whom Is my 
sou ? " he asked of the first servant he perceived, 
ft. “ Up- stairs, sir,” was the reply. 

M. dc Champdoco breathed again, Norbert had not escaped, and there- 
fore it was not he who had been listening. 

“Our young master’s in a tembJe etato, sir,” added the servant whom 
the duke had qurstioned. 

“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ Well, sir, he declared he wouldn't stay in that room a minute longer, 
and ao .lean called for aaaistancc. Ho'a frightfully strong, sir, for it took 
six of us to hold him. He swore that if we would let him out, he would be 
back in tvm hours, and said it was a matter in w'hich liis honour and life 
w'cro involved.” 

Tlie old nobleman heard this account with a sarcastic smile. What did ho 
care for tho young fellow’s stnigglcB ! His grace’s heart had grown hard 
under the pressure of fixed ido;is during so many years. It was with the 
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solemn air of a man who believes he is fiilfiilling a sacred duty, that he 
climbed the stairs and knocked at the door of the room where his son was 
confiuod. Jean, the confidential servant, at once opened it, and for a 
minute the duke stood on the threshold. All tho furniture had been over- 
turned, and a great deal of it broken, tho fragments strewing the floor. A 
stalwart farm-hand was seated by the window, aiidfNorbort lay on tlio bed 
with his face turned to tho wall. 

‘ ‘ Leave us,” at last said the duke to the servants, who instantly witlulrew' ; 
whereupon M. do Champdoco added, Get up, Norbert ; 1 wish to speak 
to you. ” 

'I’lu* young fellow obeyed. Anjmiic but M. do Ohampdooo would have been 
startled by the wild, haggard expression of his face. ‘‘What doty tliia 
mean ? ” asked his father, m his most arbitrary voice. “ Are not my orders 
snilicient to insure obedience ? Tt seems it was necessary to employ' brute 
force during my absence. Tell me, my son, what you have gained by 
tlieso hours of solitude ? What plans have you formed, and what hopes ? ” 

** I wish, and I intend to be free,” 

M. dc CLanipdoce preferred not to heed this clear, decisive answer. It 
w'as easy for mo to divine,” he continued, **from your obstinate resiijtance, 
tb.it some woman liad taken advantage of your inexperience, and employed 
lior peruieiouB influence in inducing you to disobey your best friend.” Ho 
lu sitafcc<l. .Nio answer came. ** Well, I went in scaroli of this woman wlio 
w.'ifi il littering jmiir pride and ministering to your "worst passions, and, as 
you may imagine, I found her. I went to the Bois do llivron, and there, 1 
Ij.i'iil scarcely toll you, I mot Mademoiselle de Sauvoboiu*g.” 

‘ * And — did you speak to her Y ” 

Did I speak to her? I am inclined to boliove I did. I told her what [ 
tiunight of those adventuresses who fascinate the dupes thoy mean to takc 
advaurugo of.” 
i'jithcr ! ” 

“ Oi'in it bo pOvSsible, poor, simple boy, that you havo been taken in by 
that young lady’s protended love. It is not you, martpiis, slio wants, but 
our fortune, title, aiul name. However, there are places wlierc women who 
lead young nn;n astray cun bo shut up, and 1 told her so.” 

Norbert turned perfectly white, “ And you said tliat to her ? ” he asked , 
in a low, hoarse tone. ** You dared to insult tho woman t love, while you 
know I could not protect her? Take care — I shall forget you are my 
fatlK-r,” * 

JamUonnjerra! Tic threatens me!” roared the duko. ‘*My son 
threatens me ! ” And mad with rage, blinded by tho blood that rushed to 
hi.i brain, he raised liis heavy stick and struck at Norbert. 

h'ortiinately, the young fellow instinctively recoiled, so that only tbo 
extremo end of tho staiThit him just above the tcmplo, and then slipped, 
Hovi rciy grazing his cheek. Norbert, in his turn infuriated, was about to 
nish ui)on liis father, when ho suddenly saw that tlio door was open. This 
meant liberty and salvation. With one bound he reached tho stairs, and 
before the duke could throw up the window and call for help, the young 
fellow was running like a madman across the meadows. 
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Dattman lifid hopod tqjiako a short cut home, but his road proved lonfjer 
UiMii Iluj one followed by Mademoiselle de Sanvebourg. However, Im 
a<.'r.in\M(‘il tliroii^di tJic trees and hastened down the paths with wonderful 
agility ;ind spfjCvl, na If ho had never l>een troubled with rlieumatisin, and 
at last i-eaohing liis Iiouso, he darted withoia oven d moving breath up to 
the i;arrct, and from an artfully concealod hole in one of tho rafters, efrew 
forth a tiny Idaek pliial which he slipped into his pocket. Then going 
downstairs into his ollice he examined the phial with a sinister smihi, aiul 
after ascertaining that there had been no tampering with its contents, he 
laid it on his Ubfc behind a pile of papers. Next, ho wiped his brow, and 
donned his velvet Rinokin,g cap and shabby dressing-gown. Matlenioisello 
Lhiiiio might come now as soon as she pleased : he was quite ready for her. 
And why on earth did slu; not come? Had any other adventure befallen 
l»cr? ihiuinan began to be anxious, Ifc w'cnt to the window, and looked 
down the road ; ho consulted hia watch and swore impatiently, when, ,iU j.t 
oiu'c-, lie heard a light, tap at the door. ‘*Como in,” he cried. 

hh uie entered, indceil, tottered ini^ the room, and sank on to a ciniir 
lu'^‘dU■,sa of tho ‘‘ju.lge*a” courteous wolcoine, lie i\OW UudeVtitOOd V/liy 
?'hc had liccTi so long in coming; her strength had failed her— prostration 
and nervoua emotion had followed anger and energy. But after a rnimUe’s 
repotc, she made, a vigorous ellbrt, and regaining in some incasiiro her soU- 
poi^sorisiun, oxolaiined, “ ‘Judge,’ I need advice. Liston to me. About an 
Ikoiir ago- - ” 

With ;v gostiiro Dauinan interrupted her. “ Alas !” ho siglied, “ I know 
everything ! ” 

“ ^ ou knew — 

“ 'riiat Monsieur ISTorhert is a prisoner ? Yes, madcmoisello, I know^ that. 
And 1 also know th.it you have just met “M, do Champdoco in tho Boi.s do 
Bivron, I know, moreover, all you said to the duke, I have liCvinl every 
word from a person who has just left me.** 

Di.’iiie was unable to repress a start of terror and dismay. “Who told 
you this ? ” .she g.aspcd. 

“A wood^cuttcr. -Ah ! mademoiselle, woods are not iwife pl.uccs to tell 
secrets iji. Ikddnd every tree a pair of cars may l)o listening. {' .nr wood- 
cutters lieard every Ryllablc you both said. As soon us you left’tl e duke, 
lliey .started ofl’ eager to loll their tale. I did iny best 1o m.-ike tlu' one f 
•saw promise viot to repeat it, 1 le promised, of course, but then he’s marriod, 
.mil will, naturally, tell everything to hi.s wife. And then there are tlic 
tlirce othons, besides.” 

“ Then I am lost!” murmured Thane, despondently, regretting for tho 
nujinoiit, perhaps, that she had so triilod with lier reputation. Dauman hung 
his head by way of answ’cr. But thi.s daughter of tho once martial house of 
Sauvobourg was not the w'Oinan to abandon the fight so long as life wa.s left 
her. “All is not over yet,” sho cried, gmsping the “judge’s” arm. 
“ What ^.i:J’wc to do? You must havo some idea. lam ready for any- 
thing, v^vr that I have nothing to lose. No, it shall never he said that the 
l)nkc'“f(e Gh.iinpdoco insulted me, the coward? without my having my 
revenge. Will you help mo ? ** 
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“For llcavcii’a sake !” aaul Daumau, “speak lower! Be calinj I iiu- 
pl<.iro you. You do not know this man, I assuru you,” 

“ You are atVairl of him then, arc you?” 

“ Y'cg, iiia<lcmois(jllo, I am afraid, and very much afraid. AVIiat a man 
Jio is ! He aJinoafc alw'ays gains his uiuls at any cost. Do you know that 
he tried to injure me, to punish mo, for having i^umoiicd iiLin boforn a 
magistrate in the name of one of my clients? Arnllfc, when emyone comes 
to me with anything against the duke, I am apt to keep out of the 
busilK*S.S— ” 

“Indeed!” exclaimed Diane, contemptuously. “Then after inducing 
US to oomj)romiso ourselves, you now abandon us in this cmcrgoiicy,” 

“Oh, njademoiselle, can you believe — ” 

“ Do :ls you please, ‘ judge.* Norbert is still left to me.** 

.l.)a\inian shook hia head, sadly. “How can we be sure that at tin's very 
uioniont the inar<inis has not said Amen 1 to all his father’s propositions 7” 
“No!” died Diane, “I don’t l>elicve that of Norbert. Ho would kill 
'dinaelf first ! He ia timid, I know, but not a coward ; and w hen ho tliiiiks 
nf me he will have strength to resist.” 

“Oh wo ran rcabon coldly,” retorted D.uiman, “for we stand here five 
■iiid ill safety. M. Norbert, on tho contrary, is exposed to all sorts of 
rit.oats and duiigers, ivioral aiul phyoical tortures. He U in llie power of 
f>uo of tho most ohstiuatcly wickctl mea that ever lived. And, remember, 
t'e IV are iiiomcnls iii ificii’ni lives when eveu the firiueat niaturw.j waver,” 

“ ^Ve)l, I admit it, 1 admit that Norbert may have abaiuloncd me, that 
so will inany iiijothev woman, and that I am lost and dishonoured, tle.stini'd 
iw beeonie the talk of the whole province. Nevertheless, I ha\o still life 
b it to me, and th^it life I w'oiild gladly give in exchange for revenge*..” 

'fhero w'as a ring of such terrible vchenicnce in her voice, that Dauiuan 
:-,i.irtJ‘d ; aiul this time his start was a real, not an afiectod one. “ Ah irie ! ” 
hr ‘itiid, “I also sw'oro to have my revenge on tho duke ; but then he’.s .‘jo 
powerful, so dangerou.s an adversary, that 1 thought better of it. And 
tliero arc many otht'rs w’lio liave done the same, men W’ho threatem.d 
\oiigeaiiee with frightful oaths, calling heaven arid hell to w'ilness thejji, 
"A good shut in the twilight from behind a hedge would flni.^.1i him,’ they 
thought. Well, they loaded their guns and wxiit forth to wait and watch ; 
but, dear me, at the last moment their hearts failed them, and the duke lives 
on, as halo and hearty as ever. And yet, it seems to mo, that judges don’t 
look deeply enough into things. What looks to them like a crime is often a 
deliverance. Who can tell how many other crimes tho Duke de Charnpdoiie’u 
death would avert, or how injny people it would render happy ? ” n:aiio 
turned pale as she listened to these words. “Meanwhile,” conLiiiuod 
I >auman, “ as I said before, tho duke lives on. He is rich and pow'erful, and 
»to a certain degree respected^ He will die in his bed, there will be a great 
crowd at ins funeral, and the cui*d will, of course, pray for hini, a.s in duty 
bouuil.” Whilst speaking, the “judge” had drawn the tiny black gla,S3 
piiial from behind his papers, and turned it round and round In his hands. 
“ Yes,” he repeated, “ M. de Charapdoce, tho sturdy old veteran, will bury 
irs all, unless — ” ITe stopped short, uncorked tho phial, and dropped a 

few particles of the fine white sparkling dust it contained int<t the palm 
of his hand. “ And ^et,” ho said, iu a low, stem voice, “a of this 
powder and no one would ever need fear the terrible duke ngain. t -A^man 
who lies si.K feet under ground, with a heavy stone and a fine epita^.^'.^pver 
him, doesn't insjure anybody with dread.” 
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IJrt ceased speaking, and watched the girl before him. They stood face 
to t.i'ie. iiiotiouloss and breathless, for two good minutes. The silence was 
H') profoiuid that the very beating of their hearts miglib liavo been heard, 
'i'hey each wished to ascertain, before breaking this intense aileucc, whetljcr 
they boLh sJiared the same criminal thought. Yos, they understood each 
other, ibr Daunian at last spoke, in a hoarse whisper, as if ho feai*ed tiie 
very sound of his ow|||^’oice. “ There is no pain with this —. Imagine a 
man Klruck by a heavy blow on the temple. Ton seconds, and all is oa tr. 
Mot a cry, nor a gasp, nor a straggle— nothing—” 

“M’otliinglf” 

And no traces cither. One pinch dropped in wine or collce w'ould 
.sulUce. NothSrjg betrays its presence, no change of colour in the iiciuUl, 
no iiiiu'll, no taste.” 

* ‘ Jhit if a very careful post mortem examination toolc place, might not 
some traces bo dotected 

‘ ‘ Iku'haps ab, in Paris, or some large town— but not here in tho depths 
(if the jiroviuccB. And besides, never unless suspicion had been previously 
iifcn:sed. There arc perhaps not four doctors in Franco who would remark 
ougl't els^c but the symptoms of apoplevy ; moreover, it is not onoiigU to 
say it’s there, it must bo found. Then comes the (juestiou, how it gob 
there.” 

“ Vfos, per Imps— ” 

^‘'rUerc is no perhaps. Tnvestigatioiia onco begun w'ould be cav^'Ied to 
the end. ilowevor, this substance is not sold by chemists. It is raiv, costly 
•find ujiiieult to prepare and oVrtain. At the most, four or five laboratories 
i?i Franco pro'ierve a few ]>nvo grains for tho needs of scientific invetti;.;a- 
tiou, Ib is impossible to imagine that any man in tliis part of the country 
posHosacs HU atom of it, or oven Uuotvs of its existence. For where, and 
how could ho have procured it?” 

** And yet you — ” 

***rhat'a another thing entirely, Yo.ara ago, when I was many leagues 
from here, 1 rendered a very great service to an cinincxit chemist, and lie 
iruidc nio .** present of this - i his product of his art. Jhit it would Iw iiii- 
posfliblc to trace thi.s bottle back to Its origin, for it came into my bands 
move tliaii ten years ago, .and, inoroover, the cliemist is dead.” 

“ Ton years ago ! ” 

“ '.rwelvo, I think. x\n(l yet this substance has lost none of its precious 
qualities,” 

‘ ‘ Ifow can you be certain of that ? ” 

'‘AYhy, lexperirneuted with it only a month ago. I threw a pii:: h of 

this powder into a b'jwl of milk and gave it tp a bull-dog. He lapped the 
milk for ten seconds and then rolh'd over dead,” 

Overwhelmed with lion’or, Mademoi Belle de Sauvebourg started back. 
“ Uorrlhlc 1 ” ,sho stammered, “horrible ! ” 

A smile played over the “judge’s ” thin lips. “Why horrible?” he asked. 
“ Tlie dog had boon bitten, lie might have gone mad and bitten me, and I 
should have expired in frightful agony. Wasn’t it a case of legitimate self- 
defence? Ah ! men arc at times oven move dangerous than dogs. A man 
morally murders me — I suppress him. Am 1 guilty ? the law says yes, and 
condem.^ v\e. In my opinion, however, it is better to kill the devil than— ” 

Ho a 6 more, for Diane abruptly placing her hand before his mouth, 
thus led tho exposure of bis monstrous theories. “Listen I” she 
niutiiered. 
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A heavy step could be heard on the stairs. 

“ Norbfii*t I ” gasped Diane. 

** Impossible ! can his father — ” 

“ It is Norbtrt*” repeated MadomoisoUe do Sauvebourg, and snatching 
Iho black phial from Dauinan^s hands, she thrust it into lior bosom. 

For one moment she had really been gifted with second sight The new 
comer was indeed !Norbcrt and none other. Ho fpcncil tbc door and at 
sight of him both Dauman anil Diane uttered a cry of temdod snrpi is«j. 
Everything in his appearance indicated some terrible catastrophe, his aulo- 
inatic motion, his haggard eyes, and the bl(x>d on hia face. Dauman 
seen ted a crime. “ You are wounded, marquis,” he said. 

“ Ves ; iny father struck me.” 

“ Can it be possible that he— 

“ Ves, it was ho 1 !* 

Diane had fenrod sometliing worse than this ; sho quh'nred liko a leaf ns 
she went towai'ds Norbert “Let me examine your wound,” she said 
boftly, and standing on tiptoe the better to .see, bIk', took Ids head in lici* 
ji.inde. “irlnod heavens I one inch lower down and — ” fcjhe shuddered. 

* Judge,’ give mo some water and some old linen— ” 

Ihit S'orbert gently disengaged himself. “ VVe will attend to this trifle 
litt^r,”aaid he, “I avoided the blow, which would have fulled rnc to the 
^;ri;iiud, had it couic iu full force; Ui fact, but for my alacrity, I should 
h '.ve been murdered by iny father.” 

“ Hy the duke ? And why— what liaa happened ? ” 

“He had insulted yon, Diane : and ho dared to tell me of it-- to boast of 
I to mo ! Didn’t he know that the blood of tho Champdocos’ ru]>s in my 
\ ciuft as well os in hia ? ” 

Mademoiselle do Sauvebourg burst into tears. “And it is I,” she 
sobbed — “I who brought all this upon you.” 

'‘You! You saved his life, probably. AVhen ho struck me with hiL* 
stick, the thought of you withheld my liand. I turned and fled, and never 
again will 1 cross that threshold. We hear a groat deal of a father’s 
ciirso— a sun’s should have equal weight. The. Dulse do Chairipdoce is my 
father no longer -I know him uo more. I wish I could forget his very 
existence, but no — I prefer to remember him, so that I may yet avenge 
myhclf.” 

JNuver in his life had Dauman felt such Intense joy. Ah! hia own von- 
goaiu'u also w’as near at hand. “At last, marquis,’ •said he, “ you will be- 
lieve with mo that there is some good in almost all misfortnuos. Your 

father’s imprudence will cost him dear. It now rests with ns to shake oif 
tlxc paternal yoke just as soon as we choose. Wc now possess all llio re- 
quisite elements for a formal complaint. We hav'o sequestration, threats, 
vLoleiico connived at by thiijd parties, wounds and blows which have im- 
perilled Ufa— in fact, we have cveiything we want. A physician w ill come, 
examine*, your head, and draw' up a fonnal, written report. We can pro- 
duce x>lenty of witnesses of tho accessory facts — and, as to the wound, the 
scar w'ill tell the story. To begin wdth, wo shall pray in our petition, not 
to be ordered back to tho paternal home, and sue for legal emancipation — ** 

“ Jbit tell me,” interrupted Norbert, “ if I am emancipated, ips they say, 
from parental control shall I ho able to marry whom I please \^ii”\out M. do 
Champdocc’s consent 1? ” *’ ^ .r* 

Dauman hesitated. In his opinion, under all the cireumstaiicee) l^orbert 
might eventually obUin from the courts tho authoris'd tiou to contract .jiu 
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h'inf>nvril>K> alliriiicc. l>ut tljis^wuul<l mean litigation, and patience, so lie 
Ihc.-uglit it adviaablo not to say ao. 

“I'hcn why petition ? The Champdoco family have always washed their 
dirty linen at home, and I prefer to do the same.” 

This dctermiiiiitiou seemed to astonish the “judge.” “If I dared,” he 
began, “if 1 darcil to advise yon, sir — ’* 

“Nq, No advice is necessary ; my mind is made up. lint I need sorno 
assistance, in fact, within tw’cnty-four liours I must have a large sum -- 
lv\'cnty thousand fiaiiea.” 

“ You can ha^c fcliem, sir: but I warn you that it will he at a heavy 
•* I oarc rmUiiij'' for that 1” 

jMadcinoifcrllc de Wauvehourg tried to spealc, but Norbert proveuted he.!-. 
“ I Km’t you uiidc-rsUiiKl me, jjiane? ” ho said. “ We must Ry ! Ijct us go 
at once, and ^€. 11*011 for some retreat where wo may live happy and ob- 

.V'MITC.” 

“ lUit lliis is folly ! you W'ould be pursued,” said .Uiuiman. 

MaileoMiiatOh; do Sanvebourg hnne: Imr hii.ad. 

“ Is it true, Diane,” continued Norbert plcad-ingly, “that yon hesilaic 
t(/ intrust yoiuself to me? I swear l*> conseorato my entivo existemx- 
tn you- all my tliougbls, all my will. 1 ask >ou on my kiiee?» to gu ivitli 
m**' ! ” 

1 t'annot 1 ” she murmured, “ I cannot ! ” 

“ Ymi do m»t love me ! ” he cried, in a tone of despair. .Tool tlut 1 
am, I beli<*A-Cfl that your heart was mine, but 1 see now that you never 
l(ACil me! ” 

“ 'riiou hoare.sl him ! Oh, my (lod ! Thou knowest ihaL 1 love him 1 ” 

** Tlicu why reject our only means of safety ? ” 

“ Norliei’t, my dear Norbert — ” 

“ I understand only too w'cll. The thought of the w^orld’s t:ilk friglitciis 
you - there *ire ju-ejudiets, opinions—” 

Dc stopped, cheeked by the reproaclifnl expression of Diane's eyes. 
“ M ua‘t it lie ? ” sin; asked — “ must i justify myself ? You talli to me of pre- 
judices— have r not defied them tilivady, and has not the w'orhl sat in 
judgment upon inc? And yet v,h.at lia've I done? I could rcjwat every 
wi»r<l \vc cither of us h.ivo breathed, to iny mother without a blush; but 
wt/idd any one believe me ? No, no one. The opinion of the world is al- 
ready mad*! up, no doiil^;. My reputation is uiKpiostionably gone, and yet 
[ am as guiltless as a child.” 

Norbert was furious. " ^Yho has dared to mention your name ex 'cpt 
with the most profound reapeet 7 ” he asked, 

“Alas! my friend, everybody. And to-morrow it will be worse aiill. 
fctome hours ago, while your father M'aa talking to me with such appalling 
violence and contempt, four w'oodcattcrs, binding faggots in the wood, over- 
htwird him.” 

“ That is impossible i " 

“No, it’s true,” ailirmcd Dauraau. “I heard it all from one of these 
four men— ” 

If ever a rnan received a quiet intimation to leave a room it wag convoyed 
in a glaneji which Diane now gave the “judge.” Ife took the hint at once, 
and' rose from his seat. “ Excuse me,” he said ; “ hut 1 just beard 
some calling, and 1 must pre^^ent any one from coming In here ! ” 
\Vi-cK these words he left the room, banging the door behind liiin. 
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It iioodefl this noiac for Xovbcrt to notice tluit ho and Diane were now 
alone together. “And yo,” exclaimed the young follow, “the DuUo do 
(Jliampcloco did not even take tko precaution of a«cortjiinin" wliotlicr 
tlicro was anyone to overhear iiia insults. And lie was bo blind that lio diil 
not roaliso that in (lishonouving you ho was dishonouring hiinsclf.” 
“Alas!—” 

“ Docs he think he can force me to inarr^’' this lieiresa of his— this 
Mfin'c dc rnymaiidour ? ” 

At last 1 banc knew the naino of the woman whom the duke had chosen to 
bc'crijiic his son’s wife. “Ah!’* she imirniurcd, “it is MadcinoUcllo 
tluMi, whoso hand is ofVcrcd to you ? 

“ Vus, it’s hi 10, or rather htu* millions; but my hand shall shrivel bo, 
furc it takes hers. You hear me, Diane?’* 
yiici smiled sadly as she murmured, “ Poor Norbert,” .speaking moreover 
ill '^■m.-h a niohincltoly tojio, ihat tho young man’s heart sank. 

“ You are rrucl,” he exclaimed ; “what havcl ever done to deserve your 
di.-,tni.st? Wiiat onth .shall I take th^t I will never have any c^lier wife 
but you ? Jb it because you doubt mo that you will not go with me ? '* 

“ Xo, it is not any distrust of you that deters me.” 

“ ihit wiiat is it, then ? Ts it not liberty and happiness that I proi)0.se ? 
IVhat keeps you froiii aecepling?” 

Siie ro:-je, threw Iier head back Aviih haughty pride, and an.sworcd, “ My 
con^cicncn ! V'es, my coiiscknce- -the same that has hitherto enabled ino 
‘o witli head erect, despite all the slander I knew was being circulated, 
Ihil. now it bi<]a mo atop, and I dare not disobey its voioo. Duty may be 
Inv'l to perform, my heart may break; but I must not, I cannot go 
villi you. [f 1 were alone in the world, I should, perhaps, not hositato ; 
but ] i/.'ivo fcicK, J have a family whose honour is a sacred tnust.*’ 

A family that sacnlico.s y<m to an cider brother ! ’* 

“ 'ri.at may be —so the more my merit if I do my duty. Where did you 
cvtM !mai' that a irtiio was t'a.\v to praoiise?” Norbert was too much op- 
pu‘‘5'iJal with Ihc thought of losing lier to notice the contradiction of her 
con luct. iSlic had preached insubordiiiatioii to him, but pretended to 
pr.tctisc duty Jicrsclf. “ JintJi my reason and 1113^ conseieii.-'c,” slio resumed, 
“ (Hctatc tho same course. The result is fatal when a young girl sots social 
rules and convontioualitics at defiance. You would soon cease to esteem 
her whom others despised.” 

- “Good licavens ! tvhat an opinion you have of me ! ” 

“I believe you to bo a man, my friend,. Suppose I followed you to-day, 
and suppose to morrow j'ou heard that my father Inad fought a duel 011 my 
account, .and had been killed — what then ? IJclievc mo, 1 give you the beat 
j)o=isiblo advice in bidding you dqiart alone. You will forget me ; indeed, 
you must ! " 

“ Forget jmu ! ’* cried Norbert fiercely. “ I forget you ! Can you forgot 
mo ? ” 

He was so dost to her that sho felt his burning breath. “ T,** she stam- 
merod, “I—” 

Norbert drew back that ho might better look into her eyes. “j\iid if I 
went .alone,” he asked, ‘ ‘ what would become of you ? ” 

At this question Madcinoisello do Sauvebourg turned extvc'ndy, p.'vle. 
A Hoh rose iroiii her licart, and her strength seemed smldenly ti fail her, 
“ I,” she answered, in as sweet and resigned a voice as if sho had fec*e.n a 
Cliiist.iaii mai tyr aliout to enter the arena, “ I know my fate. Wc sec each 
VOIi. II. E 
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other now for tVic last time, I shall return to Sauvebonrg, where every- 
thing is luiowii — or will bo known in a few hours. 1 shall find my father 
in itiited, enraged, ho will order mo to a carriage, and to-morrow tlic walls 
ol a convent will again close round me.” 

“ Never ! novoi- 1 That life would bc loilg agOliy tO yOU J yOU liaVG tOW 
me so o\cr and over again.” 

“Yes,” she answer crl, “it would be agony; but it is duty also. j\m\ 
w^heu the burden gro\v.s too heavy— when I ciin no longer hear it--” As 
.she ai)oko, she had drawn iJaiinwii’s black phial froin her bosom, and 
Noi’hort, oji perceiving it, at oaoo understood what sho meant. As he 
t)‘icd to snatch it from her, sho resiated ; hut the contest socm oTchausled 
her little remaining strength. As Morhort at hist clutched the phial in his 
hands, her hcautiful closed, her head fell hack, and she sank into her 
lover’s anus, while he, with horroi*, asked himself if slic were dying. Dy- 
ing she might, luivo boon, and yet she iniirmiircd a few words in alow but 
distinct whisper. She imploird Xorbert to rcatorc to her that piec'io\iH 
phial, her only fricaid and liht.’r.ator ; and then, with In ly wonderful lucidity, 
she contrived to rcjpcat to him all tho diroctions Daunian had given h(')-. 
“ Oh ! iiiy friend,” she said, “return it to ino. I shall jiot sufl'er — in ten 
leconds all will be over. A ineic pinch of it in wine (^r cofTco will sulhct , 
and mt one will over suspect the truth ; for it loaves no Iraco behiml it,” 

At iho thought that this woman loved him ko Icndcvly and pay^ionatidy 
that she would rather die thui live apart from him, Noibci t felt liis scu'^cs 
reel, “ IMune \ ” he ropeated, iia he leaned over her. “ Diane ! ” 

liut she continued, as if in doliriuni, “To die after ftueh fair hoppc ! 
Ah : M. dc Oliampdoce, you are pitiless, indeed. You have !*ol>hc<1 me of 
iny happiness ; you li:lvc insulted me, lowered mo in the estimation of the 
world, blackened my reputation, and now yon want jay life,” 

Korhert ulteivd a cry of mingled rage and hatred— so tcrrihlc a ciy that 
c-veii J>a.um:vii, llstcniii^^ as usual at the key hole, felt frightened. Aji exc- 
erahle idea had just dawned on the young man's mind ; and as he deposited 
Diane in the ** judge's” anii-t hair, i:c o.vclai mod in a lioarsc voice, ‘*I\o, 
you .sliall not kill yourself, nor ahidl l depart!” Jlc looked at her once 
Eigiin ; she smiled faintly, imirmiiruig his immo, with piirtcd lips eager to 
ho kissed, NitvbciT’s last ray of reason Hod. “ Voii shall bo mine!” lio 
murmured. “ 'ITic poison you intended for yourself shall serve my vengc- 
aiico.” A numiciit later and lie had g<iiu, 

Dfauman was livid, Jind his teeth wci'o fairly chattering wdum ho rei!!riic.d 
to his ollicc. He. hafl lost nothing of this scone, and, hardened as lip *vriy, 
it laid gi'catly impiessod him. lie could barely fancy himself awake wlu n 
ho saw Diane — whom he had cxpe«jted to find in a tainting condition — 
standing near the window, and carefully acrntiulRiiig Novbert aa the latter 
liastencd aivay. She was pale, no doubt, and her eyelid.^ were red and 
aw'ollen, but hor eyes themselves tl;i,shcd with all tlse prido of victory. 
“To-morrow, ‘Judge,’” she said ; “tomorrow^ 1 shall be tlio Duchcs,s dc 
Champdoco ! ” 

Daiiman, tho ready speaker, the man of many words, was so confounded 
that ho made no rejoinder. 


“I mcaiir' resumed Diane, “]»roviduig the truth is not discovered to- 

At these words Daiiman felt a cold shiver along the spine ; but suni- 
ino^jrg all hia self possession he replied, “ I do not uudcrsttuid you ; 
what coul^ be discevered to-night ? Tray, explain — ” 
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She gave him such a contemptuous, ironical look, that his srntonce endc/l 
in an inarticulate murmur. Ho recognized his error. Ho had fancied ho 
iniglit play with her like a cat with a mouse, but ho was mistaken ; it was 
she who had played with him. He had been her dupe. ** There is no 

doiild of success, uf comae,” alio resumed coldly, “ wily- Noibcrb is awk- 
ward sometimes." Then, as she arranged her attire, she added, “1 must 
return home — my father will be anxious. Ah! what a night of sii sponge 
is in store for mol When will to-morrow come? Cood-cvening, ‘judge.’ 
hlvcrytlung will be decided when w'c meet again." 

Dauiimn had shuddered on hearing those words : “Hovbert is aw'kward 
sometimes.” Could he really ho sure of impunity ; miglit not Norbert or 
Buiic, rather, betray him? The “judge" sank into his arm-chair and 
tried to think. Perhaps, at this very moment, it wa.s all over, 

Mtifinwhilo Norbert na<i hastened towards Cliampdoco. Ho had really 
Uvt liis head, and yet, like a true madman, he fancied ho could r<uiHon 
clc'rti ly. All his ideas, however, converged to tho criminal ]mrpose he had 
in \ iew. All tho woi'k-folks at Champdoce, and Norbert with them, diMiik 
the eommon but h(*althy wine of the district ; the duke alone rcsc‘r\'iug for ^ 
his e.'^peciai iif*e a liighcr class vintage, grown on an est-ate of his in the 
Modoc. “ Tim niastcv's wino," as the servants said, was drawn direct from 
tluj oudk, and served in a bottle which, aftei* each mcab reimvincd on a aliolf 
in tiic v'Oinmon hall, within si^lit and touch of everybody. But no one 
o.v. i dared to iingcr it. Now Norbert had thought of this bottle, and Jiiul 
formed liis plan accordingly. Crfisaing the c-ourfc-yard, without paying the 
KasiL attention to tho labourers who were loading straw there, h(! reached 
the coiuiuon hall, and to his satisfaction found it empty. Then with singular 
pj'iidence — remarkable on the part of a person in his state of mind — ho 
opened each door in succession, and glanced out of every window to make 
sino he was not being watched. Next, with oxtreinc rapidity and pro- 
digiouH precision, ho took his father’s wine bottle from the shelf, swiftly ; 
uncorked it, .iiul dro])ped therein, not one pinch, but three pinches of the 
poM'dcr contained in l)iium.m’3 phial. To diftsolvo it the sooner, he gently 
.s!jook the bottle, taking caro no* to render the wine either turbid or fiotliy. 
lie w.as certainly unconscious of his J\cts, and yet his carefulness and exacLi- 
tr.ilc were remarkable. As some specks of the powder ehiiig to tJic rim of 
tlic bottle’s neck, he carefully wiped them off, not with a napkiu, but with his 
own pockct-handkcrchief ; and then he replaced the bottle on tho shelf, 
took his eufitoniary seat in the comer, and waited. 

At this moment M. de Champdoce was stiiding up and down the avciuic, - 
For tho fir.st time in his whole life, probably, the hc.i.dstrong, ol«tinalo old 
nobleman had begun to regret his conduct. Ho had been tlunking of the 
Very same matters that Bauman had explained to Norbert, and was obliged 
to admit to himself that ho bad been exceedingly rasli. Norbert had de- 
served punishment, no doubt ; but tho law does not trifle with cases of 
socpiestration and ill-usage, and the duke fc.arcd lo.st a complaint might be " 
loilgcd against him. In that case the courts W'ould probably remove Nor- 
bort from his control, tho young fellow would liiid evil advisers, and then 
good-bye to all his chorished plans. Such a catastrophe must, if possible, • 
be averted, and so the duke resolved to act with all possible caution. Ho 
did not relinquish his views in regard to his son’s marriage with Made- 
moiselle de Puymandour. No — he would sooner have renounced iito itself ; 
but he resigned himself to the conviction that he must substitute cunning , 
for violence. The point of greatest importance now was to bring N'orbert 
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l)ar;k. "Rat woiiltl tho young fellow over consent to enter the chateau again? 
Al. de Chanipilooo was ruminating, with a heavy frown, on this particular 
<iiieatioii, when a Bcrvaut came in haste to tell him that Norbert had re- 
turned. “ I have him ! *’ muttered the duke, and at once ho hnrried to tho 
chAloan. 

When ho entered the common hall, Norbert, forgetting Ids eushnnary 
d<.fcvoiu;t', (Ud not ritic, and this non-observance of the usual rules struck 
tho duke most forcibly. Jarnicoton!*^ thought he, “does the young 
scamp imagine he uo longer owes me any deference ? ” However, he did 
not: audibly express his displeasure ; in fact, the blood on his son’s face 
worried liim cTiccodiugly. “Worbert,” ho asked, “ arc you in pain ? ^Yhy 
haven’t you had your wound dressed ? ” Tlie reply he paused for did not 
COmo. ^*Tull me,’’ Ixa resumed, Avhy haven’t you had that blood washed 
awa> ? fs it Icfl; as a reproach for mo? I didn’t need it, 1 assure you, to 
rcgict my auger'— and violence.” Norbert still olTerocl no remark, and liig 
silence peenuMi to embarrass the cliiko frightfully. The old nobleman hardly 
ku(‘.w how to continue-— he was so unfitted for the new part he Inul iiow dc- 
rhh'd uivm jibiying ; and tluTS, at last, more to gain time than to<iiicnuh his 
1)0 took his bottle of wine from olT the shelf and pf»iircd out half a 
gla ^Hful. ^voibci’t, wlio liad watched him, ({uivered from lioad to foc/t- 
“(.bine now, my lad,” said the duke, “come now, try and make friends 
with your old father. A man of honour is never asliauiod to acknowledge 
\\U miiitikcs.” As he spoke, ho took hold of his glass and raised it to the 
light. 

Ntu'bort held his breath— it seemed to him as if the floor was giving w'ay 
beneath lii.i foct ; his brain whirled, his blood boiled, nad yet he did nob 
move. 

“ ft is ornol,” coiitinm^d the duke, “it is sad for a man to humiliate 
himaedf tJins before liis sou, and to do so uselessly.” 

In vain did Noi’bcrt turn away his head. Ho could still see M. <Io 
Champdore bring the gl.ua nearer and nearer to his lips : he was on tho 
point of drinking -but no, Norbert could not snfTer that. With mu! bound 
he reaelicd liis fathe r’s side, and, smitohing tho glass from his hand, he 
Lhrowit out of the window, shoutbig in a terrilde voice, “ Jlo nob drink, it !” 

'rile young follow’s oxprosaion, voice, amd motion required no oxplaiia- 
'ion. A terrible light lhi.sl;ed upon his father. Tho duke’s features 
juiven-l, his face became H.ilTuscd, blood rushed to lii-s eyes— he opened bis 
li]»s to spcjik, but only a bourse rattle was heai\l ; he oxtended his arms 
convulsively, and thci* fell back, striking tho back of his head against tho 
comer of'^a heavy oak dresser. Norbert had ruRhed out of tlie room. 
“ Come (piiek I ” ho cried. “ iJvIp ! E have killed my father 1 ” 


IX. 

I’rns Duke do Champdoce had not underrated M. de Puyinaudour’.s mad 
longing to bo considered a gonuino uobloman. Ho hail been ha])pier in his 
earlier years when the name of PaloiWAt, his honest fatiier's, hail sufficed 
for his ambition. Then, undoubtedly, he was a man of mark, respected 
for the ability he had shown in honestly amassing an cxionaous fortune. 
^liittera^Clianged, however, on the day wdicii he took it into liis head to buy 
a title from tho Pope, and sport address cards bearing tho inscription. 
Count de Puyinaudour.” From this moment his tribulations began. 
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With the noLiliby, who laugliocl aud refused to recognize him as ono of 
themselves, on the ono side, and the middle classes, who siiccred at liia pro- , 
tensions, on the other, he was like a shuttlecock between two batilodoors, ' 
battered and banged about, and sent spinning to and fro. Still he clung 
more ardently than ever to hLs aristocratic pretension.*?, and eagerly dc.sirc(l 
that his daughter might many the son and heir of the high and initiiity 
Duke de Champdoco. lie had agreed to Bacrifice the tliird of his fortune 
for the honour of this alliance, and would, indeed, liave given the \^lK»l«i «)? 
it to ha\c dandled on his kuecs an infant-duke, with the blood of the 
pjiloiizats and tliat of the heroes of the Crusades mingled in his veirr'. 
'j’his marriage was, in his estimation, calculatod to silence all raillery. As , 

the flag (lovers tho mercliaiidisc, so would his sondii-law’s authentio raiilc 

and aiicc'^try prove his passport into aristocratic society, assuring him fil ling 
dcjcrcnce and courtesy on tlie of those who now ' bo openly derided him. 

A.S soon as arrangements were finally coneliulcd with tho duke, M. rlc< 
ruymandour resolved to acquaint ni.-j daughter with hi.s inteiition.s. II 
never dreamed of jmy ohstaolo, and, indeed, lie eamlidly believed tliat 
tdio would be as plea.scd as hinisalf. Having come to this detorinina- 
t.ion --it was ono jnoriiing whilst ho sat alone in his library — he rang the 
bell, aiul, aa soon as his valet njipearcd, exoUimed, “ C.lo and ask made- 
moisclle a maid if my <hiiu;htcr can grant me an interview.” 

Ailhough given with an ahr of great solemnity, this order in nv) wise 
se-'ined to aatoiiisJi the vrdot. In fact, M. de Ihiyniaiidour was habitually 
e,ei'enioimjU.s, and his deridcra declared that tho etiquette of tho court of 
Au.-<tria was nothing in comparison with that which prevailed in his house- 
hoJd. However, loss than two minutes after tho servant left tho room, 
tlero came a Lap at the door. ‘*Conio in,” exclaimed M. do ruviiutndoiir, 
and at once his daughter Marie axipeured, and Hinging botli arms roiuid 
liis iu’‘'k, kiis.scd him heartily on either cheek. The count frowned, 
as if tfii-s dlsjday of alTeotion displca.siid him, and then inquired, Why did' 
you come hort-, Marii* ? i asked if you would receive me.” 

“ To be .sure you did, dear father ; but I thought it more natural for ino 
to come here ; besides, it -was much more quickly done. Pray don't be 
vexed.” 

“ Always the same story. When will you acquire the di^^nity of manner 
which ou<jht to distinguish a young person of your rank and position ? ” 

Mario do Puyinandour smiled, but oh ! so faintly ; for although she w as 
conscious of her father’s absurdities, she was not diHiiosed to sit in judg-' 
nieut upon them, for she loved him very tenderly. She was a very charin-; 
ing girl, and tlic Duke de Clianipdoce had not flattered the portrait he had 
draw'll of Iiev to Morberfc. Although her style of beauty wa.s very difloreut, 
to that of Dlane’.'j, she -was none the less of bewitching loveliness- -tall, and 
of slifipcly form, ami Avith all that languid grace of attitude and motion 
Avhich distinguishes the women of the south. Her cheeks were two blush^' 
ro.scs, her big bfack eyes were us soft as velvet, and she had a woudrous 
wealth of btaish-black hair. Unlike Di.ane in person, slie w.'ia yet even 
more unlike her in mind. She had a tender heart, capable of intense de- ' 
votion, and the angelic sAVcciucss of her disposition at times even degene- 
rated into wcaknes.?. 

** Now, dear papa,” she said, in answer to her fatlier’s word.s VAanie, ' 
**come. don't scold me. You know that tlic Marchioness d’Arlangc gave ; 
me lesson.s of dignity last Avinter, and I*m practising in secret. Why, you 
yourself will bo intimidated when Tvo learned thorn perfectly.” 



70 


TIIR SIjAVES ox? rAlHfl. 


‘^Ah ! women, women!” muttered her father. “What frivolous 
cri'aturcs they aro 1 The most serious matters only furnish them with food 
fur jest and scotluig.” »So saying he rose, and assuming an oratorical atti- 
tude, resumed, “1 ask myself with anxiety, Marie, whether you will bo 
ci[Uii1 to the exalted i^osition I have iu view for you. You were eighteen 
liist mouth, and it is time to cousuler your fnturo. I have an important 
l)i( CO of news for you. In fact, I have had an application fo|j your hand.” 
iMarie dropped her eyes and eudeavourt.d to conceal her confusion. 

“ Before coming to a decision on so grave a subject,” coxitiuued M. dc 
ruymandour, “ it was-, of course, necessary for me to give it serious reflec- 
tion. 1 nave made full inquiries, and 1 am certain that the projDOScd alliance 
oll'ors every guarantee of htiniau happiness. The young man is ojdy a few 
years older than yoiuhclf. Ho is good-looking, his fortune is considerable, 
i)e ifq of nol)le Inrth, and bears the title of Marquis — ” 

“ ilo IniM spoken to you, tlicn?” iutcrnijitcd Marie in an agitated tone, 
‘'lie? VViio <lo you mean by ‘lie?*” As the girl did not answer, her 
fatlu'.r ropcated liia question. 

“ ^Vhy, M. George dc Croisenois,” replied Marie faintly. 

“ W'lmt liavc you to do with Croisenois ? retorted M. do Puyinandour. 
“ And wiio is this Marquis de Croisonois? Is he that fop with little inous- 
lu(;hnH wliom I saw hanging round your skirts this winter ? ” 

“ ^ she Htauimercd, quite out of countenance ; “that is ho,” 

“ Why should you suppose ho has asked for your hand ? Hid you know 
he intended doing so ? ” 

“My dear father — ” 

“There's no * dear father ’ in this case. What! my daugbtor — a L’liy- 
mandoiir —listens to a declaration and conceals it from me 1 Zounds 1 lie 
has written to you, I suppose ? What have you done with his letters ? ” 

‘ * Hear father 

“Silence \ You have preserved these letters, no doubt? Very well, I 
must see tJicm,’* 

“ Dear fathci' — ” 

“The letters 1” interrupted M. de Haymandour in a formidable voice ; 
“ whore arc they ? 1 must have them, even if I turn the whole house 
topsy-turvy,” 

Marie was incapable of dissimulation, and such was her father's anger 
tliat she dared not resist him ; so she surrendered these precious njii.sslves, 
four in inunber, tied fcogetlier with a blue ribbon. Ho at once opemd the 
topmost one and read it aloud, iiitorspersing his perusal with inveotives 
and oxclaiiiations, “ Miidemotsello, although I fear nothing iu the world 
80 much as your displeasure, I venture, notwitlistandiiig your commands, 
to write to you once more. Forgive me, bub I learn that you .are on the 
point of leaving Paris for several months. I am twenty -four years of age. 
1 am an orphan, and my own master. I belong to an old and honourable 
family, my fortune is considerable, and 1 love you wdlli the most sincere and 
ros])cctful love. May 1 entreat you, therefore, to authorise me to a-sk M, 
d< Puyrnandour for your hand ? My groat undo, the Duke dc Sairmeiisc, 
who knows your father, will act as my intermediary on his I’cturn from 
Italy, that is iu three or four weeks’ time at the utmost. Once more, im- 
ploriiii^^your forgiveness, I am. Mademoiselle, &o., &o.” 

“Very nice indeed— very nice,” said the count os ho finislied reading. 
“ The scamp doesn’t beat about the bush. That’s quite enough for me — 1 
need read no more. And what did you w'ritc in return ? ” 



TUB SLAVES OP PATHS* 


71 


“ That he might apply to you, dear father.’* 

** Indeed 1 you do me too miioh honour, upon my word. And you 
thought I should listen patiently to propositions from such a souroe 7 You 
love him, then?*' 

She averted her faoo, and tears streamed down her cheeks. This mute 
avowal, for avowal it was, Exasperated M. do PuymaiidQur. “ You love 
Idiu ! ” ho exclaimed, *‘and you have the audacity to own it. Ah 1 what 
liines we live Any girl is at the mercy of an adventurer I ** 

M aric looked up quickly. ‘ ‘ The Mainpiia deproisenois, ** said sh e, * * cornea 
of a good family.** 

“ Pshaw I you know nothing about it. The first Croisenois was an orrand 
iM*y of Richelieu’s. Louis XIIL conferred this title upon him for some 
dirty piece of work ho executed for him. Hivs your petty marquis any 
real means of subsistence ? ’* 

“ Most certainly . iSomo fifty thousand francs a year.** 

* ‘ S fcu fi !ui(l iionaenHe. ’* ^ 

liui am [ not rich enough for both of us ? ” 

Ah ! that's; Llic point. Tliat’s what the scamp was after — ^your monoy ! 
Do yon tliiuk I've s1jivc< 1 for twenty years for the sake of a Croisenois ! No, 
in>v .1 wdii'l hear of him. His conduct lias been most tliegracefui. When 
;i man of honour is in love, lie goes to his notary’, and lays before him liia 
inloutions nijd poailion. This notary goes to the notary of the young laily’s 
jamiiy, and when tlio two notaries have studied and found everything satis- 
hictory, then the heart is allowed to speak. And, betaides, we need not 
» 'iridy words ; you must forget this Croisenois as quickly as posaiblo, I 
liaro choHcii a Lu-sband for you, and have given my word of honour — you 
will have to keep it. On Sunday, the young man will bo introduced to 
you j on Monday, a visit to the bishop, to ask him to bless your imiou ; 
cm I’licsday, a round of visitfi to announce the eiigagomcut ; on Wednesday, 
tlic rcatliug of tlio contract ; on Thiu’sday, a great betrothal dinner ; on 
I’Vid.iy, the examination of the froitHuvan ; on Sunday, the banns, and at the 
end (tf the week after, tlic wedding wdll take place.^’ * 

Madcinoiaellc Marie listened aghast, “ For heaven’s sake, dear papa, Iw 
Hcrious ! ” she iileaded. 

'j’he count merely shrugged his Bhouldcrs. “ Fin.^illy,** added ho, *'tlio 
luisbaii'.l I have selected for you is the Duke de Champdocc’a son, young 
Marqtiia Norbert.*’ 

Marie turned dead ly pale. * ‘ But I don’t even know him I ** slio stammered. 

‘ * How can I love him 7 ” 

“ I know him, then, and that is quite enough. 1 have decided you shall 
be a duchess, and I mean it.** 

Marie loved M. de Croiseuois more than she had told her father — more 
even than she dared avow to herself. So she at first resisted with a hero- 
iani most unexpected on the part of a girl endowed with so mild a nature, 
and so weak a character. M, de Fuymandour, however, was not the man 
to readily abandon the dream of his life. Ho did not leave his daughter 
for a minute ii. peace— ho argued, insisted and domineerpa — until at last, 
ou the third evening, Marie surrendered, and murmured the fatal “yes** 
amid sobs and tears. 

The word had scarcely, passed her lips when her father, nut lingering 
even to thank hdr for the sacrifice, exclaimed, “I must go at once to 
Cliampiloco. 1 have liad no nows from there for the last three clays, and 
there Wi re btill several points to be settled between the duke and myself.” 
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Thoroiipon ho hantoiicd off, jus«t adding aa lie closed the door, “I shall 
souu he back, my little duchess.” 

He had every reason to wish to sec the duke, for when they parted, 
three days before, the old nobleman had said to him, ** To-morrow' yiju will 
hear frc*m me,” but not a w^orrl liad come. The dchiy had suited M, do 
rupnaudour, inasmuch as it had enabled hiin to conquer his daughter's 
resistanco ; but now that sho was reduced to submissiou, he began to fool 
very anxious. Could anything have gone wrong? Hevalkcd on at a 
raxnd pace, aud had just rcachetl the rLsing ground near I*ivroii, wOieu ho 
perceived “judge” .I)auniaii talking earnestly with the widow K-ouleau’s 
daughter. Despite his haste, M. de Puymandour bowed aiTably ami 
fetopned, for he was now courting popularity, preparatory to coming for- 
ward as a candidate at the next election. Now iJaninan, despite his vil- 
lainous re])utation, was undoubtedly an inlluential personage, aud an able 
electioneering agent aa well, whenever occasion required. “ tlood-ilay, 
‘judge,* ” said the count, “what’s tho news?” 

A'liiman bowed to the ground. *‘Sad ncAvs, Monsieur lo Comte,” he 
answered ; “ 1 hear that the Duke de Champdocc is vory ill,” 

“ The dnkc ! Impossible ! ” 

” Well, this girl has just told me so. Tell ua all about it, Franyoisc.” 

The girl curtsied and replied “ I’vo just heard at tho chilteau tha/u it is 
([!iile impossible for him to recover.” 

“ Ihit what’s tho matter with him?” 

“1 didn't hear,” 

M. de l?uy maiidour stood aghast. 

“That is alw'ayg tho way in this world,” observed Aauman, philoso- 
phically. “ In the midst of life wo arc in death — ” 

“Hood-bye, ‘judge’,” interrupted the count, “as tliis is the ease, I 
imist try and obtain sonit? further pfirlJculars.” So saying, he hurried on, 
broathlcBS and anxious. All the people belonging to the chfiteau- -servants 
and farm-hands — W’cre gathered together in the court-yartl, talking ear- 
nestly, but as soon as M. de ruyraaudour appeared, .lean, tlic duke’s con- 
fidential valet, advanced to meet him. “Well,” cried the count, “tell me 
what is the matter ? 

“ Oh I Monsieur Ic Comto, a most awful misfortune I My ijoor master — ” 

“Is he dead?” 

“ Alas ! he is hardly any belter I ” 

“ But how is it ho has so suddenly fallen ill ? ” 

“Itcamo like n Hash of lightning,” responded Jean, after a moment’a 
hesitation. “ On the day before yt%terday, at about this same hour, lVIou- 
siour le Due was alone w'itli Monsieur Norbert in tho eommon hall, when wo 
heard Monsieur Norbort suddenly shriek for help. VN'^o hastened in and 
found Monsieur lo Due lying on his back on the floor, unconscious, with his 
face all black and swollen,” 

“ He hod had a fit of apoplexy, then ? ” 

“No, not exactly — the doctor called it a suffusion of blood to the brain, 
and said he would have diud at onco if, in falling, he had not struck his 
liead against the oak dresser, cutting himself so that he bled profusely. 
We carried him to bod, he was bliff aud — ” 

“And now? ” 

“Well, now, no one can say anything for certain.' My poor master 
neither sees nor hears ; and if he recovers, which I scarcely believe posi^ible, 
the doctor says, that at all events his mind is gone for ever.” 
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“ Frightful ! frightful ! Such a noble, worthy, remarkable luau I I don’t 
ask you to lot mo upataiis, for I could do him no good, and the aight 
would be a most painful one ; but if I could see Monsieur Morhert— ” 

** Don’t think of it, Monsieur le Comte, I bog of you ! ” said Joan, with a 
sudden start, 

“lAvas his father’s friend, his intiiaato friend} ai>d if sympathy could 
soften the marauis’fl grief — ” ^ 

“ Inipossibll; Monsieur le Comte,” rejoined Joan in a curt, gloomy voice. 

“ My young master is with his father, ho has not left him for a monicmb, 
niul ho lias given orders not to be called on any pretence. But I must go 
to liiiTi now. We are expecting two physicians who arc cwiiiug from 
I'oi tiers.” 

“ I will retire, then, and to-night I will send for news.’* 

M. lie ruyinandour W'alked slowly aw'ay, in a most anxious, despondent 
tt.ito of mind. The old servant’s manner, voice and look had struck him as 
viii y siAgnlar. Had he told him the w'holo truth ? Tho count recalled the 
fact that Norbeit Was alone with M. do Champdoco at tho time of tlie acci- 
dent ; and bearing his own daughter’s resistance in jniud, he jumped to the 
eoncluiniou that the dukt; had mot with simihu: opposition from his son, 
that a violent (juarrcl had followed, and that, mad with iingor, llio old 
iioblornan liad been struck with this fatal fit. Interest, indeed, bo 
Kliarj)ciicd M. do ruymrmdoiir’s natural peneiration, that lie came singularly 
near the truth. “ Jf this should loally be the case,” ho ihouglit, it will 
be just the. same whether tho duke <lics or loses liis mind, for Norbert w'ill 
certainly break off the negotiations.” In that case,, what could M. do l’*uy- 
maiidour do, t«o ns to escape ridicule? Ouly one plan occun-ed to him, that 
of iiumodlatcly marrying lus daughter to tho Marquis dc Cioiaeuois, who, 
despite all he had said to tho contrary, w'fis in reality a most desirable hns- 
b.iml. 

'I’lic count w'iis thus cogitating as he w'alkcd homo, wdicu suddenly he 
was stfirtlod by hearing some one ask him : Was the girl right, Monsieur 
le CciiTite.” Chance had again throw'll Daiimaii across his ])atli. “ How is 
Ibeduke?” resumed the “judge” — “and Monsieur Norbert? You saw 
him, of course ? ” 

“ No ; the poor fellow is overw'hclmcd with grief. Fancy, hia father has 
a snUurfiou of blood to tho brain, and w'ill remain an idiot even if ho docf»ii’t 
die.” 

“ How awful 1 ” answered the “ judge.” “ For it rciilly is a terrible thing 
indeed ! ” And then with a low bow, he turned towards his own nouso. 

In point of fact, AI. do Puymaiidour felt little or no pity for Norbert, 
He was mainly occupied in W'oridering whether his surmises as to tho cause- 
of tho duke’s attack were right; and supposing such to be the case, what was 
Norbert thinking of, wliat were his Intentions. 

At that rnoniciit the young marquis was kiiccHiig at his father’s bedside, 
and with hia heart full of anguish and remorse, watching for some indica- 
tion of rctui’xiing life or reason. Three days of honor find sclf-ahoscnieut 
had made iiim a difiereut man. ll^as ouly at the very last tnonioiii, when 
the poison all but touched his father’s lips, that he had realised ihe horror 
and enormity of his crime. His whole nature liad revolted, and a for- 
inlrkible voice seemed to cry to him : “ Assassin ! Pariicido ! ” When his 
fatlier fell back he had had strength enough to sliout for assistance ; but 
immediately afterward, ho was seized with a wild fear, and ran into tho 
fields, at hap-liazard, us if hoping to escape from himself. Jean, the didi:e’a 
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olil ooiifidGntial servant, had alone witiieasod this procipitato flight, and a 
teniblo prosentimont had seized hold of him. fc[c knew the cause of the 
i htraiigciuent existing between father and son; he was acquainted with the 
violence of their tempers, and with the fact that a woman was iirgiag 
o I’ber t to resistance. A f ter the frightful blow the duke had struck his eon , 
he was amazed to see Norbort return home. What could bo his intention 
in thus BO speedily noiniug back to the chateau ? Finally^ Jean had been in 
tlic court-yard at the very moment when Norhcrl had flnn^ the glass con- 
taining the poisoned wine out of the window. All these circumstiuicos 
eoinbinod, made the old servant ap}»rchensivc of the truth, and ao as soon as 
11 1 C duke had been put to bed, he went downstairs again into the common 
hall, ronvinced be slioiild find something to confii-m his fears. The bottle 
containing I he duke's wine stood there on the table, tlircc-quai'teis empty. 
What <li(i l.liia mean ‘i With infinite care Jean pouxed several drops of tlie 
wine into the hollow of hie hand ; ho tasted them cautiously, spitting them 
out again as soon as they had touched his palate. The wuno retained Its 
tmual aroma ahd flavour. No matter. Obeying the inspiration of his 
<l(.votioTi to the llouPc of Champdoco, Jean carried the bottle to his own 
vi/tjui, unpeiccivcd, ami hid it there, ile then bade another servant to 
remain with the duke until the doctor arrived, luid went himself in Sv;:ireh 
of T^orbert. 

lie bad searched in vaiii for fully a couple of hours, and ut.terly dis- 
eonrugcd, was returning through the woods to tlie chateau, when fnx the 
tiiii, nijikr a tree, he siuv a human form extended, ife iwlvanccd cau- 
tiously- yes, the man lying there was Norbert. The iaithful old servant 
knolt down, and finding hiiu all but unconscious, shook liim roughly. 
^Vith one bound tbc young fellow sprang to bis feet. It socmed to him as if 
jujsrticc, liunian or divine, had just wet its dutch upon him, and his eyes 
dilated with sudilcn terror. “ It is I, Mojisienr Norbert,” said Jean. 

“ Ah ! yes ; what do you want?" 

** 1 came to find you, sir, to beg you to return w'itli ino to Ciianipdfico.” 

“ Kctiiru to the chateau ? ” answered Noi'bcrt, in a hoarse voice. “No ; 
not now." 

“ I5ut yon must, sir. Your absence would seem perfectly inconceivable. 
It would set licoiile talking, and strange things might be said. Your place 
is at your father’s liedsulo.” 

Never 1 No, iiovor I " 

lie said this; but he made no resistance whcJi Joan slipped his ,arju 
through his, and drow' him along, Thun led, Norbcrl retraced his .^teps, in 
automatic fashion, to the chateau, crossed the court, and asoouded the stairs ; 
but oai rcai'iiing tbo door of his father’s room he drew back, again iu a state 
of aliject terror, and tried to escape Jean^s grasp. “I will not!” ho 
gasped ; “1 cannot ! " 

“You can, and yon shall,” said the faithful old servant. “For, no 
matter what else happens, the family honour must uo^bc turnislicd in the 
eyes of the world. ” 

These few words, the thought of the honour of Champdoco, gave Norbert 
just sufilcicnt strength to stiigger across the room axid hlnk on the floor at 
^'the bedside. Once on his knees, with his forehead on his father’s cold 
hand,' he burst into tears. Ho sobbed aloud, and at jthe sound the farm- 
li.anda clustering in the room breathed sighs of relief. They were only 
simple peasants, but on seeing Norbert, as white as if every drop of blood 
had been drawn frOm his body, w'ith his lips quivering, and his eyes Mazing 
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w ill) l&vcr, they had anked themselves if he wore uot mad ? Indeed, he 
was not far from it. But with those tears relief came to his brain ; and 
with thouglit, suftering returned. Still he hud again bocoine suHioiently 
master of himself, when the doctor arrived* to appeal' before hijn simply iis 
an anxious son. 

“ Tlicro is no hopo for your father, marquis,” said the rough spoken country 
praotitioiierj by no inoana trying to soften the blow ho doalt. “ Kvou if we 
Kucoced in saving his life, wo can’t hope to save his reason. The truth 
oiighi always to be told to a patient’s relations* and there you have it \ I 
filiiiJl return to-monow.” 

Worlici t did not escort the doctor down-stairs. JIc had fallen on to a 
ijl'.air, with his hands clasped round liia head, which thi ol )l)cd as if about to 
I'.uvMfc. lie sat in this way for half an hour or more, wlicn suddenly he 
ht.irtiid to bis feet with a stided cry. Kc renicnj bored the bottle he liad' 
dropped the poison into, and which had been left in the common halJ. 
What had been done with it? Suppose one of the servants had profited of 
!.lm duke’s illncbs, to imbibe its contents. Everything might tlien be dis- 
Luvc.rni. 'Phe intiMiMiLy of Norbert’s fears gave him aiflH*jj(‘nt strength to 
mj (l(>\Mi-wtjirs. Tlio bottle was neither on tlm table, nor in its ordinary 
place on the shelf. JIc wms seareliingfor it in every comer, wheii suddenly 
Ihc door opened and .loan appeared. At siglit of his young mri-stor, the old 
si'rvani w'a« so impressed that he almost dropped the light he carried, 
aiv. you hero, sirV^’ ho asked, in a trembling voice. 

I wanted— stain inored !Norbei‘&; “I wa'^ looking for—” 

j he M-rvant’a suspicions were iiiaUntiy transformed into convictions. Ifo 
:'|)pr<jachod, and whispered in his ear, Von me looking for that bottle, 
:av you not? \Vcll, it’s safe. I Inue it in my room. To morrow wo two 
will throw its contents away, and there w’ill bo no proof loft,.” 

dean .spoke so low, hardly articulating the syllables, tliat Norbert divined 
Ihcisc words rather from tlio inovcincntB of his li))u than from any sound. 
And yet it seciiied U» the young marquis that the valet’s voice, recalling his 
bwtul crime, resounded like thunder, lilling the wdiole chateau from roof to 
I'-liar. JIusJi !” lie said, looking aiomul him with wild, airiiglitcd eyes. 
‘•Hush!” 

What more explicit confession than this was required? “Oh ! we are 
alone, sir,” muriiiured Jean. “ Fear nothing. There arc words, 1 know, 
wliich slioiild never be spoken. If 1 have dared speak to you of a uiattcc 
which 1 aceidciitally discovered, it was because it was my duty to n assure 
you, ttud warn you against any imprudence.” 

Norbert at once realised that the servant tboiight him more guilty tlian 
ho really was. “Jean,” lie exclaimed, “ wdiat do you believe? My father 
never tasted that wine ! I snatched the glass from him before his lips liad 
toiielied it. 1 threw it out into the court-yard, and if you look you will 
find its fiagmuuts there.” 

“lam not your judge, sir, and you need give me no explanations. 
^Vhatevcr you bid me believe, I wdll believe.” 

“ All ! he doubts mo,” rejoined Norbert. “ He will not believe me. T 
swear, in the name of all [hold sacred, I .swear to you that I am innocent !” 

The old valet shook his head sadly. “ You must be so, sir, oP course ; 
for we two must savn the honour of the house. But listen to me. iShould 
it so happen that any suspicions arc ai’ouscd, throw them all on me, I wfy 
defend myself, but in such a W'ay that they will have all the more reason to 
believe aie guilty ; and now 1 think of it, 1 won't throw that bottle away 
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I»iit keep it in my room, wheru it mny be found. Tliat vrould bo all tho 
pi oof recpiirod. Wliat does it matter how a poor man like mo is sent to 
till 0 1 her world ? but you, a Cbampdoce — ” 

Norbert wrung hia hands in despair. Jean’s sublime devotion only 
proved to him that the man was convinced of hia guilt. Onco more lie 
M^as emleavouiing to explain, when suddenly a door was Jioard being banged 
tu on llio Door abf)ve. “ Husli ! ” said Jean ; “ sonic one is coming down. 
Wo niiisfc not be seen whispering together like two conspirators; suspitiou 
would thin eertaiidy bo awakened. 1 cant get rid of the idea that tljo 
secret may be read on my face, or in your eye^. Quick, sir ! go iip-sfeiivs 
inid do yoni* beat to he calm. 1 entreat you not to risk the honour of your 
family, it is tliat vvhieli is now at stake 1” 

Norhtu't olxived, and regained his father’s room. The servant who Jiad 
been watching there rose as lie eutored, and exclaimed, *‘ 'J’h(i medlciiic llio 
doctor ordered has just come, sir. 1 have given the duke :i spoonful, and it 
ficoiis to have had some cfTcrt already.*’ Korbert loolred — he was bound 
to do so, for hesitation would have been suspicioiis—and concurred .with 
V hat the in m li.id said. Tiion, as he wished to be alone, lie told tho man he 
leiglit retire, for he would watch his fatlicr with .lean, and .see that the inedi- 
rint'waa regiilciriy given. The servant thereupon withdrew, and Noibort 
wlicelod a Jar^e arm chair in front of the bed, and sat down. In the state 
(!j min i in Avhich ho fuiuul himself, he could only "itii dilliciilty vcimII the 
pciics of i'.N\ iftly tmcoccding evouta which had culminated in his abominable 
cnmc. Jiiit a« in) appotih'd, a;;aiu and again, to laeniury, it seemed as il a 

biiiiilagc fell from Ins eyes -perception returned, and jmlgniont also, lie 
couhi still hear hia father roughly exclaiming ; “That girl is an m/nf/auir, 
,shc does not love you, sho loves yonr name and your fortune.” flc had 
then been indignant, and had thought those words hLisphcmous. Ahis I 
the duke had been liglit. ITo saw it now. How biipjieued it lie liad not 
realised that tills girl was throwing herself at his bead ; that her reserve 
and h(;r frankness t'llikc were artiiicial ; that she It was who lutd impelled 
Jiim into this fatal path icailiug to such un awful prcei];iceV The monstrous 
niciiniiig of the comedy euaoted by Hamrian flashed upon him. iSho wlnun 
ho had believed to be a pure and noble young Lnrl had been tlio “judge’s ” 
acoumplico. Iktwceii thorn tliey had cxcitccl iiim to madness, and tinaily, 
placed in hia hands the poison intended for his father. Ffe (jiiivLTod wiili 
angnisli as lie realised all this, and hw love for Diano do Saiivcboiirg turned 
to loathing. 

J.hiy broke at last, and w’orn out, ha fell asleep. It was noon who.i he 
awoke. TJio sun was streaming into the room, aud the doctor stood at Luo 
jiatiuiit'a beiisido, Jle turned as Tvorbert stiiTcd, aud coming towards him 
Lxcliumcd, “ We shall save his body.” 

^’hc prediction cajuc, true ; that very night the Duke ile Cliampdoce was 
able t\) turn over in his bed. Tho next day he uttered a few unmtelligibhi 
words, and later iigaiu, he made those about him understand tliat ho was 
hungry. If is life was saved ; hut Avould not death have been a mercy? 
'I'he powerful will that had guided his athletic form had vaiiislied ; his 
eyes had lost their glittor ; his expression had become painfully idiotic. 
And there was no hoi>e of cure, no liope of restoring tlio mind. The duko 
would bo always thus— always ! After realising tho onormity of his eriiiio, 
Not bort w^as now to moasurc the immensity of his cliastiscment. 

. It wa.i now that Jean ventured to speak of M, do Puyniandour’a visit, 

K'iiid suoii was tho change in Norberfc that he regarded this oireuiustauce as 
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n direct warning? from Heaven. “ So be it,*’ he said. At least my father’a 
wL'ihes ju this rcapect shall be carried out.*’ And without Iohs of time., lio 
wrete to M. de Puyiuandonr that he expected him, ruhlini' tlxat he hoped 
the sad catastrophe which had just occurred would in no way modify tlic 
arrsin'feineiits his father had made. Thus did Norbevt do Champdocc seal 
Ids fate. 


l.jKii the mmer vlio has lif^hted his train, and draws aside and waits for 
Iho explosion, Diaiio dc tSaiivobourg had vclreated lioinc alter leaving.' 
nauiiian (ircab as were her energy and strengtli of mind she could barely 
liid(‘. licr aiixict)^ and at supper-time found it almost impossible to eat. 
However', ncitlter Iht father nor mother took any notiec of licr strmigo 
exeiteinent. During the day, they had received news that their son — Lho 
>(iung fellow for wl rose sake Diane was to ho sacTiilood- had hceri taken 
<!;uiuiroufjly ill in Paris, where he hahitually resided. This intidligcncc 
i.Mde them very anxiutis, and they talked of starting for Ihc capital almost 
i 'uniHUately. 'Duis tliey made no oldection, and expressed no sur prise, 
V limi, on leaving table, ]Jiaiu3 complained of a had headaclir, mid askcil 
]. or mission to rcLiro. Alone in her room, sho exporionoed iiicxpiossiblrj 
i ' lief. The thought of going tc» bed never occurved to her. 8hft wrapped 

. ora if ill ii dicssiiig-guwn, and opeiiiug a window, leaned out over Win 

!nl<‘ 0 iiv. She gazed lung and earnestly in the direction of Champdocc, for do- 
s]»ito the latoiiesK of the fiour, it seemed to her imposaihle th.at Norbort shoidd 
?iol attempt to kco her, or at least try to find some moans of inrorniing lior, 
lii‘. liad siieccodcd or failed. 'I’hc dawn almost surprised her, still 
vak'lihig with the same feverish anxiety; and as- soon as practicable sho 
Wiait dowoslairs, and stationed herself iu the garden at a point whence sbo 
could view the high road, hoping at oach moment to see Norhort or somo 
lu^'.ssoiigcr ai'i'ivc, one apj^ciired, however ; the breakfast bell rang, sind 
she h ui to take her place onoo more between her parents, and again x>ietcnd 
to oat. 

Finally, at about three o’clock in the afternoon, she could bear it no 
longer ; arid so making her csca]>e, she liurricd towards Bivion, intcmiiug 
to SCO Danmau, who must, she tliought, know something. Indeed, if ho 
wore as ignorant as herself, it would, at least, bo a relief to talk with him, 
rind ask him when, in Ida opinion, this terrible suspenso would come tri nn 
cud. No doubt he would speedily allay her apprehensions. In this she 
was mistaken. The “ judge had passed aa wretched a night as herself, 
find had nearly died of terror. He had remained in, hia office all the morn- 
ing, starting at the least noiso and not doi’ing to go out, desirous as he was 
of information, but the only new^s he had obtaiuod, derived from a miller, 
who had called upon him, was that the Bivron doctor had Iksgii summoned 
to Clhampdoce the night before to attend on the duke, wlm was supposed to 1 fO 
dying. J>auman had just IcaViit this, and Wfis feeling more imrvoua than 
ever when Diane art ived. At sight of her his palo face flushed, and, yptzartl- 
bs-s of respect or civility, ho uttcml a teirible oath. ‘‘It’s you, is it?” 
he said, ** Why, what ilo you want ? You arc out of your senses to come liere 
to-day. Do you want all Bivron to know that you and I are Norbert’a 
accomplices? ” 

“ Good heavens ! what do you mean?** 
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“ I mean that the duho isn’t dead, and if he recovers we’re lost. When 
I say * we,’ I mean myself of course ; for you will get clear of it all, being 
a noblnnan’s daughter. ■ We all know that tho nobility take care of them- 
sclvos, so I shull have to pay the piper.” 

“ iTou said that tho oftect was instantaneous.” 

“I said that? It’s false. Ah 1 if I’d only known ! But I mean to 
deny everything. Vou deceived mo and robbed mo 1 Oh, I mean to defend 
myself, you’ll .see. I’ll drag all you nobles down into the gutter. I’m an 
honest man, 1 am. You ougist to have done the jpb yourself. You’ve some 
blooil ill your veins, but that fool, your lover’s the veriest capon out.” * 

At tluiso insulting words from such a scoundrel, she started up, aud tried 
to protest, but ho iiitcuTupted her : “ I’vo no time to choose my words, for 
T fuel as tliough I had a rope, round iny throat already. Now, do mo a 
favour ; take yourself off, juid never show your face here again.” 

'‘As you please. T will send to Chainpdoco.” 

**No, you won’t!” exclaimed Bauman with a threatening gesture. 
“ \Vh,v, wbih; you’re al)Out it, why don’t you go and ask old Champdoco. 
how he liked his poison ? 

lint Diano was not deterred by this sarcasm. Anything seemed prefer- 
able to furtlicr susxioiise, and indeed, after a long discussion, she at lu^t 
prevailed on Dauman to try and find out what had really occurred at Ihe 
chateau. Thanks, however, to Jean’s xirecaulioufi, none of the other 
rtorvaiiLs were in a po.sition to tell the truth, as ].»auin;in ascertained after 
Y.u ions discreet iinpitrios addrc.sscd to biich of thorn as camo to Bivron. 
’J'hoie was hut one resource loft, that of disi>atching the widow Rou- 
leau’s daughter to the chfltt^aii on the morrow, on tlio preteueo of claiming 
Homo sixt> crowns which were owed him by one of tho diiko’s kecxiovs named 
Ab'oliiiK't! Fran-;‘oisc Rouleau, alas ! had j^aid her mothor*.s debts to J)aii- 
man by tho sacrilioe of her own vii-tuo, and was now obedient to liis 
bohests. i To instructed her so skilfully thac she had no susinekm of her 
real iniHBJon, and ho accomx>anicd her Jialfway on her journoy, to a sprit 
where, it was artitihgod, he should meet J)iane later in the clay. 

flo did not \wdt long lor his moNsengcr’s return. In less than twenty 
minutes ho saw her coming back, and he rose in all haste to meet her. 
“Well!” ho asked breathlessly, “ has tliat scamp uf a Mcchiiiot gut mo 
my money?” 

Alas 1 no, sir, I couldn't oven speak to him.” 

“ He wasn’t there, then ? ” 

“I don’t even know that. Ever since the duke has been laid op, the 
gates of ihoclulttrau have been bolted, .and not a human being is adm.Ued, 
It scorns he’s very low.” 

“ Did yon. hear what the matter was?” 

Ho, sir ; and all I tell you E learned from a stable Ijoy, who spoke 
through the gate to me. But ho hadn’t said ten words before Jean 
arrivfxl.” 

“ J)o you mean tho duke’s valet? ” 

“ Precisely,” answered Fran^i-oise ; “ and Jean was furious. He raved at 
the b'^y, and told him to go badt to the stable and stay there ; and then he 
unbolted tlie gate and asked me, * Well, iny girl, what do you W'unt? ’ I 
told him 1 had come to see Milchinet ; but before I oould say for what, he 
intoi L'Uptcd ino and said, ‘ Well, ho isn’t here j you can call again next 
mouth.’ ” 

* ' Aud was that all you did, simx^leton 7 ” 
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Not exactly ; I said I must find Mdchinet. And then old Jean looked 
at mo and asked, ‘ Who sent you hero, you little spy ? ’ ” 

The “judge ” started. “ All 1 and what did you answer ? ” 

“ Why, I said yoti sent me, of course.” 

“ Ah ! yes, that was right ; and then 

“Tlien Jean rubbed liia chin and looked at xno again, and said, very 
slowly, ‘8o--you come from the “judge,” ch? I might have Unowu 
it. Yes, 1 sec, aud he’ll see too ! You may tell him he’ll havo nows 
from me.’ ” 

IJannmn, at these words, felt his legs quake, but ho could not contiimo 
his questions, for at that moment he saw M. do Puyinandour approaching 
on his way to the chfiteau. What transpired between the “judge ’’and 
the count has alrea<ly been recorded, llauinan learnt what was the 
nature of the duke’s illnei«s, and in his ignorance of the real events, ascribed, 
the Ht to the olVdcts of the poison. He decided in his own mind that Kbr- 
hert had not hesitated, tlmt if he, Dauman, were proaeeuted tho marquis 
■ riii.'St be prosecuted as well, and as this last was a higldy improhabld con- 
tingency Jic coiisider(i<l himself virtually saved, “ The fac‘t is,” ho said to 
l)i:ine wdicn the latter reached tho meeting place, “M. Norbert can’t have 
vriven a sulUcicnt dose. The duke, you kuow, is as strong as an ox. 
}Towov(t, it will be all right. If he lives, he’ll be an idiot, and our 
object is achieved the same as if he had died.” 

iStill lliiiiiowfis uneasy. “But why doesn’t Korbert write?” sho mur- 
mured. “Why?” 

“ Why? Because he had a vestige of common fsense. Don’t you know 
that there may ho a dozen spies at his heels 1 "We must wnit.” 

They w'aited — waited for a week, but still no sign from Norbert, Diauo 
auflcvnl intolerable agony, and each successive day seemed more and more 
ini Cl ininablo. At last Sundny arrived. The Marchioness do Saiivcbourg barl 
rii eu hetiiiies aud gcac to o.arly mass, .UTangiug that her dauglitcr .shonld 
go to high mass at ten o’clock, .'iceorapanicd by her maid, 'I’his arrange- 
ineiit suited Jhano to perfoetiou, for sho lioped she should see Norbert. 
Ala-s ! no. The service Jiad bi'guii wlicn she entered the church, but 
Cliaiiipdoco seats were vacant. It would have been mockery for her to 
pray, still she pretended to follow tho service, though all tho while she was 
uhsoibcil in anxious thought. However, at one moment, while rfither loss 
prc(;ccupied, she noticed that the priest was just mounting the pulpit stairs. 
Tho cuugrogation was all attention, and no wonder, for before preaching it 
was usuial for the cur<S to publish the banns of marriage, a matt<‘r of im- 
mense interest for all the assembled villagers. Like a man who enjoys 
keeping his audience in suspense, tho old priest looked blandly round tho 
churcli, coughed, wiped his spectacles and his nose, and then leisurely drew 
a sheet of paper from between the leaves of his missal. “I publish the 
banns of marriage — ” he began, and then paused artfully enough, so as to 
Ktiiuulatc his hearers* curiosity — “Between Monsieur Louis-Norbort do 
Duinpiiir, Marquis de Champdoce, minor and legitimate son of Guillaumc- 
Ct;sar de Dompr.ir, and of his late wife, Isabelle de Barneville, of this parish 
— and Dcmoisoilo Di^.sir<$c-Aiine-Mario Paloiizat, minor and Jgyit iinatG 
daugliter of Kciri-Augusto Falouzat, Comte do riiymandour, and of the 
defunct Zoe Stapletf his wnfe, also of this parish.” 

Such was the tlmnder crash, which came from the pulpit, and seomod to 
deafen Diane. Her heart cc.ascd to beat. She thought she was going to 
die. However, the priest continued, “This will be the first and last public 



80 


Tm? RLAvna ov iwma. 


cation oE banna in view of the dispensnlion the coiitractijig parties have 
obtiiiiieil from om* lord the archbishop. Any one who may know of any 
inipcflimcut to tJiis marriage is charged, under penalty of excommunication, 
to acquaint us with it ; wiiilc at this same time it is forbidden under the 
same penalty to create any impediment eitlicr in malice or without cause.” 

‘*Impo*limt:iit ! ” WJuit frightful irony. Mademoiaello de Sauvebourg 
knew of more than oue. A wild longing came to her to start up aud shriek 
aloud before them all, then aud there, that thi-s inarriago could not tike 
place ; that Xoi hort was her husband ])cforo Hod ; that he was bound to 
her by a tic stronger than all other tics — by that of crime. Jiowever, her 
Ijfiilc saved hor from this folly. Sim made a prodigious clfort and roinaincd 
still, white :iM 3UOW, but with a smile on hor lips ; and seoing one of her 
fi irnila .1 yomig girl of her owm ngc~-shc made her a little hi gn, as if to 
saj , “ Who v/oiild have thought of that ? ” Kow she ctevoted all Jicr energy 
to r< tiiiniiiL; a bold, dispassionate countenance, and such was her w'ondorful 
strength of mind that she succeeded. Still, as soon aa the service was 
over, nlie ilid not linger to converse with friends, but hiiiried hoincwanls 
followe'l by her maid. She longeA to bo alone*, longed to allow her grief 
full (V)lilSO^ miSOGll. 

I>ut a fresh calamity awaited her at Sauvebourg. As she ontm'inl the 
chateau, a servant, w'ho Recincd greatly agiUted, rushed to meet her. 

Ah, madcMivoiscllo ! ” gasped the man, such a terrible uiisfortiino 1 
Yoiu' fatlif'r and mother arc waiting for you. It is torrihlc.” 

She w'ent slowly up.^tairfi. No doubt she vva.s going to learn that be]* in- 
trigue witli Norbort had been discovered, perhaps even somotliiug woi’m*. 

hell .^'hc ciiterod the drawing-room, she perceived Ikt father ami mother 
sitting near each other and weeping. Hho went towards them, and 
the marquis, drawing her to him, pressed her tenderly to his lieart. 
“ Toor elnld!” he murmured; “poor, dear child; we have only yon 

DOW.” 

'I’hcir tJon was dead. An express had brought tlie sad news while she 
■•vas at cliureh. iShe was an only child now, heiress to one of the largest 
fovlmie.s in the province. If this Civtastroplie had occurred only one wti-k 
before, it would liave lUs-surerl her marriage with Norbert, and she would 
never have eoinmitted that frightful crime. This was soinething more tliaii 
th(! grim saroaam of destiny- -4t was a chastisement. She burst into tears, 
not tears for lier brother, but tears of rage and passion. 

She could only tluuk (’f Norbert, aud still Gceincd to hear tho old priest 
reading the baniiy of marriage. Why had her lover decided on luar.ying 
IMaric de .Piiymandour, wlioiu he did not even know, w'hom he liad spou m 
of with loatiiiiig only a few- days i-.revioasly ? Diane scuntod a mystery ami 
di tenuincd to solve it, Wluit had taken place at Champdoce? Had the 
duke, contrary to Damnarr-s predictions, recovered? Had ho discovered 
bis son's attempt, and pardoned it only on conditions ho now yielded to his 
w ill ? Tho day passed a^vay in these futile conjectures, and in cirorks to 
think of some means oE preventing Norbert from marrying Marie do Puy- 
mandour ; for Diane, east down as she was, had not relinquished the 
fitruggle, She had a prcaoiitiincnt that she might triumph yet, providing 
she eouUl only see Norbert for one minute alone. Had ahe not already, 
with oue single look, influenced his career? Yes, she innat see him, and iii- 
Rtautly, I’Jie danger w^as urgent ; so alio determined she w^ould go to 
Chninpdotc tb.at vci*y night. 

A little after midnight, when she knew that everyone in the chfiteau was 
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asleep, she threw a majitlo over her shoulders, crept down the stairs on tip- 
toe, and passctl out through a side door. 

Norbert had often described to her the arrangements of the cliAtoau de 
Chainpdoee, and she knew that his room was on the ground floor, with two 
ivindowB looking on to the court-yard. This was all she needed. Still, on 
leaching her destination, she hesitated. Supposing she mistook tlio window ! 
Ifownver, she had now gone too far to retreat ; and so, after deciding that 
if any one else but Norbert opened the window, she would turn and lly, she 
v:i]>])ed against one of the shutters, softly at first, and then more roughly. 
Her memory had not deceived her. It was Norbert who appeared at the 
c:Lficuicnt and ijiqnircd, “ Who’s there ? ” 

“It is ly Norbert; it is I — Diane,” she replied, and as the window was 
lull a few feet from the ground, she boldly spriing into the room before he 
could recover from his surprise. 

‘ ‘ 'What do you want ? ” asked Norbert wildly. * ‘ W hat brings you here 2 ”■ 

She looked at him ; his face seemed almost that of a stranger, so greatly 
had he changed. She felt frightened, but had strength to murmur, “ Do 
you really intend to marry Mademoiselle do Puyinandour ? ” 

<< Yes.” 

** And yet you pretended you loved me?” 

Ail Norbert’a foelings of reacntninnt, born on that sleepless night ho had 
yuihscd at his father’s bedsidcj w^e rcvive<l. “Yes,” ho answ^cred, “I 
to vrd you devotedly— madly, with a lovo -that drove rno to Criine. But 
j ou -you cared only for a princely fortune and the title of duchess.” 

l);aiu? raised her arms with a despairing gcstuii?. “ Should I be here at 
ihii' hour if that were true? My brother is dead — am as rich as you, Nor- 
liort, and yet I am here. You accuse me of mercenary calculations ; and 
why ? I suppose, because I refused to tty with you from my father's roof. 
Dll ! my friend, it was uur future happiness that I dofendod ; it was--” 
Shft paii'icd, breathless, and her eyes dilated with horror. The door had 
<»pcnod, and the Duke do Charnpduco appeared, babbling incoherently, and 
laughing in tliat moaninglcss style jieculiar to idiots. 

“ Do you uiulenstand now,” asked Norbert, “w'hy the remembrance of 
uur love has liecoine intolerable to me? Can you talk to ino of happinciss, 
when my father’s phantom will ever more rise between us?” So saying he 
pointed to the wdiulow, and a moment later she had sprung out into the 
court- yard once more. 

But rage and jealousy wore gnawing at her hoart She could not forgdvo 
Norliert this crime she herself had committed— this crime which liad 
blighted all her hopes, and her parting w'Orda were threats. “I shall 
avenge myself, Norbert,” she cried. ** We will meet again I ” 


XI. 

Oni.y three days — ^buay days, it is true — had been needed to complete the 
]irc!liininriries of Norbert’s marriage with Mademoiselle de Pnymandour. 
One Saturday c\'cning the two young {people were prosuited to each other. 
They were mutually displeased ; and at the first glance each fcIf.*hAfc id^ 
stinctivo repugnance for the other which often cannot be conquered after 
long years of companionship. Whilst her father was goading her into sub- 
mission, Marie had thought of confiding the secret of her heart to Norbert, 
hoping that ho might be goneroua enough to abandon hla suit, when he 
VOL XL It 
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learned t))at sIjc loved another. But, alas ! she was weak and fearful, and 
sit the clLcisive moment did not dare to speak ; thus losing the only chance 
of escaping a life of torture. At the fust word on her part, Norbert would 
eeitaiiily have withdrawn, happy to avail liiinstlf of this pretext not to 
ratify the arrangements liis father had marie ; but then Mario remained 
silent, and thus events follow^ed their natural eourse. 

He was now allowed to pay his .court, and presented himself each day at 
the Puyinaiulour ehatcaii carrying the traditional bouquet. Ho was regu- 
larly shown to the salon, where he. presented the flowers to Marie with a 
compliment, while she accepted both bouquet and flattery with a burn- 
ing blnsh. Then the two seated themselves, and, whilst an aged female 
relative playc'd propriety, remained together for several liours ; Marie lean- 
ing over her embroi<lery -frame, and Norbert sadly out of countenance — both 
at a loss to keep up even a coniraonplaoc conversation. It wms positive 
relief for both of them when M. de Puymamlouv proposed an excursion in 
llic environs ; for witli a imm of hi.s talkative disposition thoro w'as no irk- 
.sume silence to fear. But then this seldom hap])cncd, the count declaring 
that lie had not a moment to himself. 

Never, indeed, had he seemed so gay and lively as since his daughter’s 
marriage had been decided on. Despite the distressing condition of the 
l)ulfo do Ohampdocc and Norbert’d appeals, ho liad dcterinined that tlio 
wedding should be a must niiignificcnt affair, and incessantly busied himself 
with the preparations. The e]i.^tcau was furuished anew for the festivities 
to be given therein. The carriages were all dorio u]) and repainted, w itli 
the Chainpdoce arms added to tho Puymandonr’s. These arm'* were every- 
where ---over all the chxii's, carved on all the furniture, rngraved on all the 
plate. Had it been at all advisaldc, jM. de Puyniaj»duur would Imvu even 
consented to their being burnt into his breast. 

Amid this incessant stir and bustle, Marie ard Norbert both grew sadder 
and more hopeless day by day. But M; de Pnyinaudour pretended not to 
notice it. One afternoon, while they sat as usual in tho salon, looking as 
w'oo-bcgoue as tw'o siiiner.s performing penance, the count liurricd in, all 
importajicc and cxeitemont, “V'ell, well, children!’* ho oxclaimed ; 
“ your example is so good a one that all the world sceiihs inclined to follow 
it, and the mayor and the curi' will be kept pretty busy this year.” Madc- 
iiioiscllo Marie tried to look interested. •‘Yes,” contiuvod her father, “I 
have just heanl of a w-edding which w’ill almost immediately follow yours, 
and make some little commotion too.’* 

“ And whoso is that ? ” asked Norbert. 

“ I suppose you know’ the Count de Mussidau’s son, Viscount Octave, 
w'ho usually lives in Paris ? Well, he has been staying hero lately with his 
father, and in one short week he has lost liis heart. . Can you guess to 
whom? No, no doubt; but I’ll toll you. Me is about to marry Mad e- 
liiohcllc Diane de Sauvebeurg.” 

‘‘I hardly think that possible,** urged Marie^ “Why, she lost her 
brother only a fortnight ago] ** 

Whilst his/a/icce spoke," Norbert had flushed scarlet and then turned ab- 
solutely livid. So great was his confusion that lie nearly dropped the album 
he heJ;’ • . 

How'cvcr, M. do Pnymandour procroded . “I decidedly approve of Vis- 
count Octave’s choice. Mademoiselle Diane has not 'merely her beauty to 
boa.-itoF; she seems to me a most aeeomplij»bed young pertson. She has a 
most distinij;mibhcd air ; and as to her mind, I have leasou to think iicr 
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wonclorf Lilly clover.” Thereupon he turned towards his (laughter and 
added, ** Now there’s a model, Marie, which I should like you to cox)y -- 
wliich it would he well for you tef imitiitc — as you arc so sooii to hceuiiic a 
diiehc;ss.” 

AVlieiiever he started on this tO})ie, M. dc ruyiniindoui- was not easily 
stopped, so his daughter calmly waited till he drew a long bri nib, and tlniii 
left the rcjom with a munrinrccl apology of an order to give, Ifowever, the 
count was not much disturbed by her defection, for Norbert was left to 
him, “To return to Mademoiselle Diane,” said he, “black is wouder- 
iiilly becoming to her. Indeed, fair-haired beauties ought really to cou' 
sider a rclativc’.s death as a piece of rare good luck. I5ut 1 beg your pai dou 
tor singing her praises to you, u ho know' her so much better tlian any one 
else.” 

“ I, sir ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, you. I don’t suppose you intend to deny the soft iinpeacb- 
wKMit, do you ? ” 

“ i don t understand — ” 

“ Well, I do, then. I imdorataiid that — that you Jiave been making love 
to her, find that (luitc lately, my lad I Bless iny soul 1 how you blush ! 
Wliat’a ill the wiuct now ? ” 

“ I as-^ure you, sir—” 

De L^iymaudour laughed aloud. “ I have heard a good deal of your little 
walks and talks, aijd all that sort of thing,” said he. 

Ill vain did Norbert protest and deny. JTis words did not make the least 
impretisioii on the count. Seeing thi-5, and fceliug exees.dvoly annoyed, the 
Vf.ung h.llovv would not remain to dinner, as M, de I'uyniaiulouc urged him 
to d(i, but declared he must return home to attend ou !us father, lie was 
walking hastily back to Champdoco, lost in a rnvorio as usual, uhon sud- 
denly h(i Jieard some one c;ill to him by name. J Le turnod, and to Ida sin*' 
prise I'ccoguised Montlouis, the farmer’s sou, who had'hoen his friend and , 
coididaiit .at Poitiers, “J’m glad to see you,” said Norl>ert, with Bome ’ 
little uiiibai'rassTiiCiit, for Montlouis rcniiudod him of much that he longed 
to forget. “ How long have you bemi here ? ” 

“ A week or so,” replied Mcuitlonis ; “ 1 came hero with my patron — P->r 
I bav«j a patron now. The Viscount dc Mussidan has engaged me as bis 
priwite Becretavy. M. Octa\c Ls not the plrasantcst man in the world 
to live with, for at times lie Hies into terrible p:i.«5»iona ; l»ut aftci' 
all, in? is at Jieart tho best of men, and so I’m very well content with my i 
position.” 

“ 1 am very glad to hear it, my friend, very glad,” i 

“ And you, marquis, I’m told, are to marry Mademoiselle de l*uymaudour. 
When I heard it I could hardly believe my ears.” 

“ And w'hy, pray ? ” 

“ Why? because 1 remembered tho time when wo used to wait outside a 

cevtilin ganleii till we saw a certain gate open mysteriously,” 

“But you must forget all that, Montlouis.” 

“ Oh, sir I iny lips are sealed oxcept to you ; no one else could ever 
extort a word from me. But, nevertheless, there are BCinc strange thing.', 
ill life. .Tust fancy, your castaway — ” 

“Stopl” cried Norliert with a threatening gesture; “do f(Kt dare 
imagine---” 

“ Imagine what, sir ? ” 

* ' 1 wTsh you to understand that Mademoiselle de Sauvebourg Is as pure 
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to- (lay as felie was when I saw her first. She was foolish, unquestionably, 
blit guilty — no ! 1 swear it before (ioil ! ” 

Aiul 1 believe you, sir ; I bulieve you.” 

The fact is that he iliil not believe one word that Norbert said, and it was 
easy to read that it was ao iu Jiis cyca. Still, he boldly resumed, “And 

ail tlie mure, tuu, as llie youiih^ lady is to riiavry my patron." 

“Then, it’s really tru«.-,” thought Noibert, and ho added, aloud, “But 
when and where has Viscount Octavo had means of seeing Mademoiselle 
Oiaiie ? ” 

“At J^iris JSL Octave was very intimate with her brother, and vi.«iite(l 
him consbsnlly duiing liis illness; so, as soon as the parents heard of hi-: 
being in tlic ueigliboxirhood, they sent for him to come and see them, .lie 
wojit at once, saw Mudemoiaelle Bianc, and has o\cr since been most 
enthusiaistie about her.” Norbert’s irritation was so evident that Montlouis 
cheeked liimself, cunvlnced that the roarciuia was still in love with Diane, 
and jealouH into the bargain. “ After all,” he added, by way of consolation, 
“ notliing is finally settled, as yet.” 

Bub NurbertwaB too much disturbed to endure Montloiiis’ chatter any 
lungiM'. Jle presseil his hand and left him abruptly, walking off at a rapnl 
jiacc. Did lie really love Diane still? he asked himstdf. Uoiild he never 
iorgoihor? Was lu5 such a coward as that, after all she had made l:iiii 
sitlh'r? And Ihon, love or passion apart, did not the future secin most 
Llirt’abcning ? Madcinoisellc dc Sauvebourg would marry the Viscount 
Octave do iMussidan, no doubt, and thus she must, constantly, come into 
contact w’ith Moutlouis, her husband’s sccrotary. What w’ould be her 
{(‘cliu^s iu such a'situation? Moutlouis W'as acquainted with her meetings 
with liimsclf (Norbert) j ho had often been intrusted with letters and 
messages for lier. Besides, how would he behave on his side ? "Would he 
have the fumg froid and tact required in so delicate a position? Norbert 
decided iu liia own mijul that Diane would not be able Ho long endure 
Moutlouis’ presence near her person. Such being tho case, she would seek 
sonic pretext for hU dismissal, iuid if thac happened, Moutlouis, enraged at 
losing a comfortable livelihood, might retaliate by exposing her. Then, no 
doubt, iM. de Mussiilau would part fro?n his wife. Diane would be cast on 
the woj-ld, beyoiid the pale of society, with all tlie social influence she had, 
undoubtedly, dreamt of, lost to her for ever. What would she do then? 
Would she not seek for revenge? And on whom? Why on himself, 
Norbert. 

ife bad just asked litiuHeU if in these circumstances death would not 
really be a mercy, when suddenly, to his intense surprise, he saw tho \'ulow 
Kouloau’s daughter, Franyoiac, standing bejfore him. She had been M'aiting 
for him for tVrO hours, hidden behind a hedge. “ I have something hero 
for you, sir,” she said. 

lie took the Ictbor she offered him, and opening It, he road os follows : — 
“ You said that 1 did not love you, you wish me to prove my love, possibly. 
Very well, let us elope to-niglit. I shall be sacrificed -*but to you, by you, 
anil for you ! Reflect, Norl)orfc. There is time still ; to-morrow it will bo 
too late.” Yes, that is what Diane had dared to write. He stood with his 
eyes loiw fixed on this letter, which to him was thriUiugly elocj^uent. Then 
did it not tell him something of the thoughts of her who penned it? Diane’s 
usually firm, neat writing was here trembling and confused. Tho three 
bist words were nearly illegible. In many places tho writing was blurred 
and the ];apQr blistered, was it with tews? But then writing may be 
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intentionally irregular, and drops of water sometimes do duty for tears. 
“ Does she love me ? ” he murmured. 

lio hesitated — yes, he hesitated, touched by the idea that she would 
sacri^co for him her honour, family and fortune ; that sho wa.'j lu» if lio 

xmaX hia finger j that in two houra, aeatod by her side, he might be driving 

nt full speed towards some foreign laud. His heart beat madly, and ho 
gasped for breath, when suddenly, fifty paces down the road, he eaugiit a 
glimpse of a man’s figure. It was his father. This "vvaa the second time 
iliat by his simple presence the duke had triumphed over Duuic and all her 
power of fascination. 

“ Never 1*’ cried Norbert, with such energy that Franf,owo retreated, 
terrified. ** Never! never And crushing the letter with unconscious 
violence, ho flung it on the ground (w'hcro Francoiso picked it up ii moment 
later), and rushed forward to meet his father. 

Tiio duke, then, had recovered fi'om his attack ? Iteccvcrcd, yes, in one 
sense. In the sense that his life was saved — that he rose from bcil, walked 
about, ate and slept as of yore. He went to look at tho labourers in the 
iic.kls, and thence strolled to the sbiblo^} ; but lie had no recollection of 
what he saw nor even Consciousness of it. Tho state of his health lunl, 
iiidrcd, created many difiicnltit'S, which would have seriously embarraBsed 
Norbert but for M. do Puyinnndonr’s shrewd assistance. 

Tho wedding was necessarily delayed. Still it came at last. Norbert 
and his biido wore driven to the mayor’s, and thence to tho church, every 
formality was fulfilled, and the Marquis tie Champdocc and Marie do i’uy- 
mandour wore yoked together for life. 

Five da>8 labor, after a round of hypocritical festivities which the biide's 
father obstinately refused to curtail, they were iiistallod at Cliampdoce. 

a wife whom ho could not Jove, and whoso Ha-dncaa was a perpetual 
reproach to him, and with a father wiio had lo!3t his mind, no W’ondcr Ibat 
Norbert at times felt tempted to suicide. A prey to regrots and rcinoi‘f<e, 
f-cciug no object' in life, no finish to his tortures, tliis fatal iiloa of self 
doi=,truction w'as daily gaining more hold on his mind, wlien one morning he 
w"»s told tliat the duke refused tn get up. The doetoi* was sent for, and at 
once declared that M. <le Champtloce was in danger. A kind of reaction 
was setting in, and all day long tho invalid eccnicd to be in a state of great 
cxeiteinent. His powers of speech, wliich had been much impaired, .sociricd 
suddenly restored to him. Finally, he became delirious, wliorcnpon 
Norliert and Jean sent everyone else away from him, lest, in some inco- 
herent phrase, those dread words, parricide or poison, should be pro- 
nounced. 

At about eleven o’clock ho became calmer, .and scorned drowsy, but all at 
once he started up in bod. “ Come here ! ” he cried, whereupon Norbert 
and Joan hastened to tho bedside, and were much startled to find that lie 
had regained his old expression of face; his eyes (lashing and his lips 
trembling as in mornonts of great excitement. “Pardon me, fatlier 1 ” ciiod 
Norbert, falling on his knees. “Pardon me 1 ” 

M. do Champdoco gently extended his baud. “My pride was unreason- 
able and God purished me,'* said he. “ My son, I forj^dve you.^t- 

The young man sobbed aloud. “ I ronouiieo my projects, my sou. I do 
not wish you to marry Mademoiselle de Puymandour if yon do not love 
her,” 

“ I have obeyed you, tny father,” Norbert answered. “ She is my wife 
alre.'idy." 
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Oil licarlng this, M. clo ChampJooe’s features expressed the most fright- 
ful angiiisli ; he raised liis arms as if to drive away a phantom, and, in a 
Jio.use voice, ho cried : “ Too late ! I'oo late 1 ” Then he fell back on his 
pillows ill convulsions. He was dead I 
If it be true, as is asserted, that for the dying the veil of tho future is 
BOJTu* limes torn away, tlu'ii tho Duke de Champdoco must have had a 
frightful vision of iiiciilal torture and misery, infamy, and bloodshed. 


XIL 


JlupRi.TV.o hy Norhert nt that interview in hia room at night time, Dinne, 

witli (Icatli in her heart, turned towards the chiltcau do 'Sauvek'nrg, M> 

lowing the aamc road she had eo lately traversed palpitating wdth hope. 
'I'he appaiition of the Ihikc do Champdoco had torriAcd her ; but, with 
her, impres'?ions were fleeting, and at home once more, in the seclusion of 
li4'i‘ own room, she oven smiled at her alann, She h;wl threatened Norhert, 
hut ftlic now realised that it was not he whom she hated, hut rather that 
ri\al wlio liati rohlujil her of ljim--AI.'irie de Puymandour. As this 
iM'in’i'i-ge could not he? hrokeii off by bringing inilacncc to hear on Nor1>orfc, 
s)ie. must change her tjictics, and sec if on aMadnuoiscilc do Puyinaudour's 
shle. t.hcro \va« not some reason that would sulllce to prcv(uit the wedding, 
With tliia object l)iane comiucnccd an intmiry into her riv.il's anteoodentH. 

Sim was busy with her invcsligatioiiR when the Viscount Octave do ^Ins- 
aitlaii was iutroduood to her. Ife was a tall, handsome young in.ui, highly 
educated jirid po.sa<jssed of a eousidorablo fortune, Whou ho was presented 
to Diane do Sauvehourg, it w’^a.s, on his side, a ease of love -'!n d'’n.t, passion- 
ate love at lirst sight.^ But with Diiinc maitero were ililTereut. Octav.'s 
was too much iiniilo' N’orbei’t to plca.se her. Ihcre w:is no ])ossihlo point 
of comparLsou between thh well-bred, ncuunpliplie.d young nobleman of 
.su] *nijniily aristooralic tastes, and that veriest child of nature, “theUbuTup- 
docc s;ivago,” It seemed to Diaiio tl.at nothing could ever eOhef; J^oihert’s 
image from lior inenioiy. How well she recollecte«I Iheiv lirst interview -- 
his iM.stic gjuincnts, bis shyiic.ss, his consternation at having wounded her ! 
She was the Jirst woman he had ever dared look upon - aJi ! Jiow idi .ail- 
ingly eloijiiciit had been the gaze of hia bright blue eyes. At all events, 
w'hatcvcr may have been .Dj.uko's thoughts, Octave de Mnssldau was fairly 
amittcii, and rctiirucd homo more and more entranced from e.ach isit he 
paid to Sauvoboiivg. At last he could control himself no longer, ai^d de- 
cided to ask .Diano if he might dare to apply to her parents for her bund. 
Having succeeded iu finding him.self iilono with her, lie presented his rc- 
oucat in a trembling, respectful voice. Diane was oxcocdiugly surpiise<l, for 
Bno b.ad been ho abaorbed in her own alTaira that sho had not oven anspocted 
hia feelings. What should she answer? The vi.«5C0iiiit*s prayer siuitched 
her as it wxro from dreamland, and brought her face to face with the reality 
of life. However, sho could not give a occided answer on the spot. Slio 
must have time for rcllcotion. Hence she replied, with well alTc^tcd 
timidity- ^''at on the inori ow' sho w'Oiild tell him wdicther lie might hope or 
not.' S^hc hesitated uU night long, Must sho really relinquish Norbert? 
Must slio rcalh' abandon all hope of reaping tho fruits of the crime she ha«l 
inssligiited ? The result of her meditations was tlio letter she intrusted to 
the "willow Bouloati’a daughter — the letter in which she b.ad oflorcd to 
iflojic with Norhert, and which he hod so furiously flung aside at sight of 
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his fiiUiPt. Diano had bccn 'anxiotialy waiting at tho end of the park for 
hov messenger's return, and at sight of her hastened forward, asking, 

Have you an answer ? what did he say ? ” 

“ Nothing— that is, ho made a fuiioiia gostnro ainl cried out, ‘ Never I 
no, never ! ’ ” 

As it was necessary this girl’s snspiciona should not be aronsr-d, Diano 
had snincient strength to laugh aloud, as she rejoined, “That is just what 
I thought ! " 

h'rangoiae seemed inclinod to say something more, but Diano hastily dis- 
missed her with tltc present of a loiiis. There w'jis to be no more iiiicor 
tainty, doubt and angnisli now, no more stniggliug, no other hope* tliau 
that of vengeance. iSlic was tlninkfnl now for Octave’s love, and said to 
hei'scll that; oneo inavrled, bUo alioxild l>o free, aiul ablo. to follow Norbert 
and his wife to Paris. 

When she rotiirncd to tho chtoau, Octavo was there. lie questioned her 
with hia eyes, and w'itli a slight grave bow she gave Iicr assent. This oon- 
Bent, she Lhonght, w’ould free her from tho past. But, alas ! she was nua- 
t:\lvoii. She forgot luT many follies and acts of imprudence, and most es- 
pcidally she was oldivious of thot scoundrel Daumaii. The latter had only 
ielfc lidly reassured as to the eonsoquence.s of the crime when he /isoertainell 
tin* duke had alwolulol) lost his reason, and that tho iloctor, “regarding tlic 
< :iso as hopeless?, ba<l < oa5’e<l visiting Chnmpdoco. Then as he heard, in sue 
t es.don, of Norbort’s marriage and the duke’s death, the horizon seemed fair 
iikIlshI. All danger ww over, and ho rooallcd tho important fact tluit Ixj 
po'-.'cssc'l. twenty tlioinsand francs’ worth of notes signe-d by Norhoit, 
wliich were worlli their full amount now that the young man reigned at 
( Ilianipdocc. 

Still after all, tlionght he, twenty thousand francs was but a small sum, 
quin* inadcquM-tc to recoup liimfor jill tlie. rifik he Inid incurred, all the sus- 

I scuac and anxiety lie luul endured ; honeo why .'^hould he not nuikc a bold 
lid fora larger amount, which would enable him to Rpend his la.st years in 
coiufoi table ridiremcnt. lufincnccd by this idea, Dannutn began roaming 
about Siiuvcbourg, hoping that he might meet Diane alone, and have a. 
little private conversation with her. Fur several days he was nnsucccss' 
fill, but at la.st one afternoon he perceived Mademoisclk* de tSauvehourg walk- 
ing towards llivron. He followed her cautiously, and without accosting 
her as long as she kei)t to the high road ; but as soon as she took a bye-x^atli . 
loading through a small -Nvood bo hastened forward and overtook her. 
“What do you want?” she asked hastily, a.s soon as she perceived him. 

He di4 not answer .at once, but after apologizing for his audacity, ho be- ! 
gan to congratulate Diano on her marriage, whicli everyone was now talk- 
ing about, and which, he said, delighted him, cspcci.ally as lie knew M. de 
Musfiidan to be far superior to — 

“ la that all you have to say?” she asked ; but as she turned aw.ay he 
had the impudence to restrain her by the corner of her shawl, 

“ I have something more to add,” he replied, “if you will listen ; somoi 
thing about — you know what.” 

“ About ^Yhafc, indeed?” she asked, wdth no cflbrt to conceal her utter 
contempt. Ip 

Ho smiled, looked round to see that no one was near, and then lc.amng 
towards Diane, whispered, “It is about tho poison.” 

She started back as if fearing a .serpent’s sting. “ What do you mean ? 
What do you dare to say ? ” slic a.sked. 
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But he had resumed his obse(]^uioii3 air, and relapsed into complaints and 
recriminations ! What an abomiiiablo trick she hau plaj^ed him ! She had 
stolen his black glass phial. If the truth had been discovered, ho would 
have paid, with his head, for a crime ho was innocent Of. He had really 
been made ill by this suspense and mental torture ; he could not sleep at 
night, and he W'as haunted by remorse. 

“That’s enough 1” exclaimed Diane, stamping her foot; “that’s 
enough ! ** 

“ Ah, well, mademoiselle, I cannot stay here at Bivron any longer ; I’m 
too uneasy. I wish to leave for some foreign land.” 

“Tell me what nil this prcainble means.” 

He answtii'od in an obsof^uious, rouiidcaboui, desultory fashion, and Diane 
hail great riiliiculty in bringing iiini to the point At last, however, he 
confessed he u ished for something to console him in liis exile — a soiivoniv-- 
a little help. In fact, ho needed a sum which would bring liim in a modest 
yearly income of some throe thousand francs. 

“ I understand,” sho interrupted, “you wish to make mo pay for what 
yon call yonr devotion,” 

“ Arademoisellc - ” 

“ And you estimate it at sixty ihousand francs. That's rather dear, 1 
tlinik.” 

* * Alas ! that is not half what this miserable aflair has cost me. 

“ Nonsenfle ! I know what to think of your deinand.” 

“ Demand,” ho retorted, “ 1 come to you humbly, hat in hand, asking 
elms, ff I deTrui.ndcd this money, I shonUl approach yon in a very (Uft\‘verit 
w ay, I should say : * I W'ant such and such a sum, or 1 .shall sxjeak. ’ W hat 
have I to lose after all, if everything wore told? Almost nothing. 1 am a 
|K)or man, and I am old. JVJonaieur Herbert and you, madembiseile, arc 
th(i ones who arc in danger. You arc young, and rich, and noble, and the 
future is full of happiness for you.” 

Diann rcfloet<ul for a muincnt. “ You are talking,” aho said, “ in a very 
foolish way, Wliet* certain charges ero made against certain people there 
must bo proofs.” 

“That’s true, mademoisello ; but how do you know that I haven’t proofs? 
lint if you prefer to purchase tlseiii of course you have the beat right as well 
as the first choice, so don't rornplain.” As he spoke, ho drew from hi« 
pocket a greasy portfolio, ami took from it a paper which boro signs of 
having been crumpled np and then .smoothed out again. 

Diane gave it a glance, and then stiQod au exclamation of mingled rage 
and fear. Sho recognixod the last note she had sent by thoftrividew 
Rouleau’s daughter to Norbert. “Ahl” she cried, “Fran^oiso has be- 
trayed me-— probably because T saved her mother from starvation.” Then aa 
tlio “ judge held out the letter, she tried to snatch it from him fancying he 
did not distrust her. 

But wily Daunian was on his guard. With an ironical gesture he swiftly 
drew l>aek his hand, and secured the note in his pocket again. “ Oh no ! if 
you pletisc,” said he, “ this letter isn’t tliat little black phinl, Still I will 
give it to you, with another J have, when you give me what I want. But 
iiothim';-:rvi* liuthiiig ! Mind, if I’m arrested, ln^'efer to be in good company 
when 1 stand in the dock.” 

Mademoiselle de Bauvebonrg W'as in despair, “ But I have uo money,” 
she cried. “ A young girl has no money 1 ” 

“But Monsieur Norbort has.” 



THB nhKVtm OF FATlIfl. 


89 


*‘Oo to him, then.** 

Ijauman shook hia head. *‘No,*' he replied, 'Tm not quite such a 
simpleton. I know Monsieur Norbert ; he’s his father over again. But 
you, imdcmotselle, can manage him. Besides, you are even more in- 
terested in the question than he is.** 

“Judge ! ” 

“Oh, you’ll find that there is something moro than the ‘iudge’ oon- 
cerued. I came to you humbly enough, and yon treated me like tlie dirt 
under your feet. However, ^1 woii^t submit to such treatment, oa you will 
find. 1 never poisoned any/'One ! But enough recTiminatiou. "I’his is 
'ruesday. If on J^Vid.ay, before six o'clock, I don’t receive what I want, 
your father and M. do Mussidan will hoar from mo. And perhaps yon 
won’t be married after all ! ’* 

Mtulemoweile de Sauvobourg was absolutely aghast at such impudence, ' 
and Dauinau liad disappe.ared before she could think of a retort caloulat(;d 
to wither him. She understood perfectly well that ho was the man to t?xe- 
ciitc liLS threats, even if he seriously compromised hiuLself, and gained no 
ailv.uitago whatever in doing so. Strong natures do not procriiiitinato, 
but try t-o cope with difilcnltica as speedily as possible, 'llius it was with 
1 li;jno ; but tiicn she had little or no choice in her decision. liidecHl lirr only 
icsoiirco wart to apply to Norbert. She of course knew tlmt ho would do all 
ip. his power to avert danger which threatened himself as much as her ; but 
the itlc.'i of applying to him for money — for this is what it amounted to — 
was odiouvs to her pride. Hm* pride, indeed I She, a 8aavebourg liorn, 
w at the mercy of that vile Bauman, and must do his bidding ! Ay, thci’c 
v^ iid no help for it. 

Thus instead of continuing her road, she repaired at onco to the widow 
Bouh au’s, and addressing hVancoise as if she wore not acquainted with lu r 
jK-rfidy -indeed diuHiiuulutioii was highly rtspiisitc— -she bade her go to 
Cluinipdoce, speak to Norbert alone, and tell him that a pressing emergoney 
L't'ipured that ho should come that night to the little park gate at iSau\e- 
bourg wlu'.Tc she would bo waiting for him. 

'rhen she went homo. For the rest of the day she endured iutolcvabic 
fijj<iuy ot mind, and as the hour of rcude/.vous drew near, her hcfivt beat as 
ii nboiit to burst, nnd the most tcrrrible doubts assailed her. ^WouldNor- 
beit comr ? Had Frau 9 oiso seen him? iSuppose be had been away from 
home ! At last it grew dark, and tho servants entered the salon with the 
l.'imps. Octave de Mnssidan W'as there paying his court as usual : 

I )ianc contrived to slip away, and reached the park gate in brcathh »s liaste. 
Norbevt wan already waiting for her, and as soon as she appeared, he 
sprung forward — but then, as if overtaken by a sudden romeuibranoe, lie 
drew back and in a grating, guttural voice exclaimed, ** You sent for me, 
mademoiselle ? ” 

“ Yes, Monsieur lo Due.” 

At this title, dropping without thought from her lips, they both started. 
’I'liis title Norbert owed to his father’s death, and that death was due to 
Diane’s wish to become a duchess. 

She recovered her self-possession first; and at once feeling tiv of 
haste and decision, she began With extreme volubility to explain Dauman’s 
insulting demand, exaggerating all his threats, albeit there was little need 
of iloing so. She fancied that the “judge’s” rascality would enrage Nor- 
bert, but ho had suflercd so intensely that he had now become insensible to 
misfortune. Hence, to Diane’s surprise, he merely answered listlessly, 
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Don’t 1)0 trouMod, I will sec Daiiman.”’ So saying, he turned as if 
anxious to withdraw. 

“ And you can leave inC'thus,’' she ashed sadly, “ without a word ? ” 

'‘What can J say, mademoiselle? My dying father forgave mo — I for- 
give yon. Adieu.'* 

“ Adieu, Ihc.n, Norbort, wo sliall koo no more of each other. I am aliont 
to he. married a'^ yon have probably heard* Gan I roaia.t jny parents' will ? 

V..'3»<1c3, wlifl-t (Wg it iiiatter? tarcwtll! Rememljer Uuit tbwi) iauo 

one iu the world wlio hope.s ao earnestly for yottr happiness as I do.” 

“ iTappincf-s ! ” cried Norbert. “I happy? Imposaiblo! Can i/fm bo 
bapjjy again V If you can, teach me your secret— tell me how to forget, and 
how to annihilate tliought. Perhaps you don’t know' the dream I Jiad in- 
•bilgcd ill dream of luappiness, the memory of which will be the ilcspaiv 

c. *’’ iny life. Were I to live a thousand years I could never forget it.” 

A gleam of triumph, of /o.rocioiis joy in fact, came into Ihanc’a eyes as she 
heard those word-s. Slic ha<i drcailed this interview, but to her surprise it 
hud occa.siojicd her little or no painful finotion. Jfo loves me atiU,” she 
mnniinred, “and 1 no longer love him. My vongoaiice will bo an easy 
la.k.” 

'I’wo day«aftcrward.s, Jean, the old Cli.nmpdoccHorv.aut, .approached Diane 
as slic Was returning homo from walking, and handed lier a package. Sho 
opci't'd it in the sec-lusion of her room, and found that it contained n(>t 
merely the two lottery D.auman had spoken of. hut her entire corre.sjwnd - 
cnee with N'ubcrt -more than a hundred misRivos, all of them lengthy iuul 
compromising. At Ib nl she thought of destroying them, but on reilcetioii 
slm carefully hid the pjiokagc, together with the letters she had roooivod 
from Norbert. “ AVho knows ? ” site murmured, “ they may be of use soino 

d. iy.” 

The sixty thousand franca given by Norbert tr> Daum.'in as hush money, 
and the twenty thousand duo on the iiotea of hand, apparently n pro- 
.seiited tlio hciglit oft ho “ judge's ” ambition, for, a week afterward'^, lie. 
mysteriously disappeared from the ncighbourhofid in the company of l'V;i.n- 
VoIkc, inotlier Tlouleau’s daughter. Mother Poulcau went about repc.iting 
th.:.t Dliiio had favoured this abominaide. intrigue ; and the old wom.an who 
had served as Daum.an's housedmeper, decl.irnd to tlie .aniazeinoiit of tlio 
vilbigerathatthe “judge" had never been a, hu?ssi&7- at all, but li.ad acquired 
all his leg.al knowlorlgo in a convict prison, when) ho had been detained ten 
years. Diane was delighted to bear of the elopement of the “judge ” and 
Pranveise. She was now at least rid of two of her accomplices. Moreover, 
Noibcrt had started for Paris Ml tli his wife, and M. do Paynuiiidour re- 
located on all 8ide.s that there WOH little chance of bis daughter, tlio .Duchess 
do Champdoce, rcliirniiig to Poitou for a long time to come. 

At la.st. Piano and Octavo do Mussidan M'orc married. She had literally 
enslaved liim, so fervent w.as his pa.s.siou, and she considered she would be 
able to mould their life in accordance M'ith her pleasure. All the dark ' 
clouds had passed away, and the future seemed to bo her own. She 
planned out a gay cxistouoo in Paris, an existence of fetes and social suc- 
same time beating vrcll in mind the vcngoanco she Lutended 
to wreak on Norbert and M.xiio de Puyinandour. 

On her wedding diay she seemed radiant, though in point of fact, her 
apparent delight was only so much bravado. She knew that every eye was 
li.T.cd upon her as she c.amo out of the churcii, and she espied inaiiy an evil 
minded look on the faces of the villagers. The happy pair drove at once 
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trt the oliUteau dc Mussidan, and there a ten-ible, tinoxpccted mial'nftuno 
awaited Diane. There indeed, in the drawing-room, stood her husband’s 
K’cretiU’y, Montloiiis, and despite all her courage and audacity, she colo\n (;d 
to tlio roots of her )iair when ho w'as presented to her. He, fortunateJy, 
had foreseen this emergency, and having had time to prepare for it, retained 
an apiwrently impassive attitude, tstill, respectful as was his oheisaner, 
Diane— now Madame de Muasidan—detccted, or thought she detected, in liw 

eyes the same tlireateiJUig expression of iiomcal contempti as shu iutd so 

often seen in Dciiiraan’s. “'Ihat man cannot stay here,” she tlumght. 
Still, however simple, it was withal a dangei'ons thing to ask her hushaiul 
to send iMoiitlonis .-uvay at once. The wisest course was to defer t)jo 
flcoretary's dismissal until .some good pretext olTored itself, Nor w;is 
this occasion long in corning; for Montlouis, zealous enough in Turis, b;ul 
w'onderfully relaxed in punctuality since his arrival at Mussidan. He had,- 
in fact, renewed his connection with the young girl he had courted before 
going to Taris. M. dc Miissidan was hy no means pleased with the change 
in iiiis BOcrotarj'*H conduct, and indeed this sort of tiling could not, of cour^o, 
g4> on. How'evcv, the first blow struck at Diane’s newborn inippincss 
did not come from this direction. 

81u: had been mai’ricd a fortnight or so, and was strolling one afternoon 
with her husband through the w'oocls, when all at once a dog was heard 
iMihing in the underbrush. A moment later and the animal appcai’od. It 
>va,^ llrnno. 'Pho sagacious spaniel ininiediately recoguiacd Diano, bonndcjl 
towards her, raised himself on his hind-legs, and, with hiaforc-paw's resting 
ou mr breast, tried to lick her face. Diano was inexpressibly iigitaii d. 
“ Help me, Octave ! ” she gasped. 

Her husband at once complied, driving Drimo on one side, “lias thr 
dog frightened you, dear?” ho disked. 

she iinswcred faintly ; “I am sick with terror.’* She \raH very 
pnle and .slinddored at this recognition —shuddered nt the thought tliat it 
might excite her hnsiliand’s suspicions. 

jM, do Mussivlaii was watching IJnmo, who, quite surprised by this iin- 
h vourahlc reception, looked qnostioningly at Diano with his bright, iutdli- 
gijiit eyes. “l‘in sure the dog can have meant no harm,” exclaimed tlio 
viseount. 

“No matter. Pray drive him away.” And as she spoke, "'Diane raised 
licr parasol ; but the dog, never supposing it to bo a threat, fancied that his 
old friend wished to play with him as formerly, and at once began Ic.aidng 
1 ‘onnd her, barking joyfully at every bound. 

“ Why, this dog knoAva you, Diane,” remarked tlio viscount. 

“ Knows me 1 ” As she spoke Bruno licked her hand. “ Well, perhaps 
I may have mot him before, but I hardly know whero ; his momory is 
better than mine. At all events I don’t feel tfuite at ease. Como, Octave, 
let us go.” 

They turned thoir steps homewards, and Octavo dc 'Mussidaji would liavo 
forgotten the oooiuTenoe if lirimo, delighted at having mot an old acquaint- 
ance, had not obstinately follow^ed Diane. “It’s singular,'' repeated tho 
viscount ; “ very singular. Look here, 7ny man ! ” he crici seeing a 
peasant at work m a field, “ do you know this dog ? ” 

“ Oh yes, sir,” • 

“ To w'hom docs he belong, pray ?” 

“ Why, to our master, sir ; to Monsieur Norbert do Champdoce.” 

On hearing her old lover’s name, Diano could not repress a sli udder. 
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“ Ah ! to be sure,” she exclaimed, speaking with mingled haste and em- 
barrassment, remember the dog now. I used to see him at widow 
Rouleau’s ; he was always following her daughter about. Oh yes, I know 
him now. Lot’s see, his name’s Bruno, I think. Hero, Bruno 1 here ! ” 
Tho dog hastened to her, and she stooped, less to fondle him, however, 
than to hide her burning face. 

Octave and his wife walked home almost without speaking. Tho young 
husband was opincsscd by a vague doubt, and Diane herself felt much dis- 
turbed. Sho cursed her'jclf for having been so foolish— so cowardly. Why 
hadn’t she recognised the dog at once ? Her conduct had been preposterous. 
If she had immediately exclaimed, “It’s Bruno, tho Duke de Chainpdocc’s 
dog,” her husband would have attached no importance to tho matter ; but 
licr owji folly had transformed this simple incident into a groat event. 
Oetavfs indeed seemed greatly preoccupied, and she even detected a look of 
suspicion in his eyes. How could she mako him forgot this unfortunate 
0001111:01106 ? She took it into her head to feign the greatest fear of dogs, as 
if that might explain tho incident,* having her husband’s chained up, and 
slirbikiug whenever she perceived one. But the device hardly ausv/ered 
her purpoHC ns she realised ; tho very ground of Mussidan seemed to Iniui 
Jior feet ; she longed to ily — to go away, no matter where. It had origin- 
.j,lly been airaiigcd tliat the young pair should spend their honeymoon 
idimacl ; but events had decided otherwise, and from various causes ilicy 
were conipcUcd to linger at Mussidan from w'oek to week. Diane did not 
dare to openly advocate a prompt departure j but sho exerted all her 
i'oiiiiiiinc diplomacy with that end in view, for a presentiment warned her 
•that delay could only bring about a catastrophe. Alas ! her attempts w'cro 
fruitless, and tho catastrophe came. » 

It was ono Thursday, the 26 th of October, about four o’clock in tho .after- 
noon. Diano had just finishod dressing, and was looking but of her bedroom 
window, when suddenly an excited crowd poured into the court-yard of tJio 
i hritcau. In the rear came a party of peasant?!^, carrying a litter covijrtd 
witli a blood -stained sheet, beneath Wnich^thcr outUno of a human form 
could be distinguished. This appalling sight held Diane spell-buiind ; she 
could not tear hcmclf from the window. That inoraing her husband and 
one of his intimate friends, the Baron do Clinchan, harl started out on a 
shooting expedition, accompanied by Mbntlouis and a keeper named 
Liuiovic. Hud some fatality overtaken the party? Which of tho 
four lay under that sheet? Was it her husband? No; for Octave 
now appeared, looking pale and haggiird, and leaning on tho ernia of 
Ludovic and M. de GlineUan, So the dead man, then, was Moiillouis, 
tlic secretary. 

Ah ! it would no longer be necessary for her to iutrigno for his dismissal. 
Ho wc\nld never apeak more, this aide the grave. Diane felt as if her path 
had been cleared of a terrible danger ; and aiixioua to aseertidn how the 
catastrophe had occurred, she darted from her room dowm the stairs. But, 
midw^ay, she encountered M. do Clinchan, who w.as coming up, and who, 
on perceiving her, caught her by the arm and exclaimed in a strange, harsh 
voice, “ Go back, madame, go l)ack ! ” 

inlieaven’s name what has happened ? ” asked Diane, seized with 
n vague alarm. 

A frightful miafortiiiic. Return to your room, I entreat you ; your 
liusbatid will bo hero presently.” Then, as she still hesitated, ho fairly 
pushed her upstairs again into her own apartment. 
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A moment later Octave appearedi and on porceivuig his wife held out his 
arms, drew her to his breast, and burst into sobs. 

* ‘ He weeps 1’* exclaimed M. de Olinchan. *'He is saved I 1 thought 
ho would go mad.** Then, after many q^ucstions and incoherent veplit‘3, 
Mcadamc do Mussidan learnt that her husband had accidentally killed 
Moiitlouis whilst aiming at some game. 

She fully believed in this fatality. And yet the truth was not told her. 
Montlouis had really been killed by her, just as the Duke dc Champdoco 
had been. Ho ha<t died because ho knew her secret, aud had partially re- 
vealed it. In point of fact; the whole party had lunched together in the 
woods of BivTOn, and M, de Mussidan, somewhat exhilarated by a bottle of 
Sauternes, had begun jesting with his secretary on account of his uiipunctu- 
ali t y and frorpiont absence from the chateau. Some woman was at the bottom 
of it, no doubt, added the viscount ; and his raillery became so displeasing 
to Montlouis, that the latter at last made an angry retort. M. de Musuidiui 
immedhitely fired up, declared he would not allow such escapades to con- 
tinue, and added that ho was surprised hia secretary should nsk a comfort- 
able position for the sake of some worthless creature, “ Not another word, 
sir,’* cried Montlouis, who had become glwstly pale. “ I forbid you—** 
i-lc spoke in such a threatening tone that the viscount fancied he was 
about to spring upon him, and accordingly he raised his hand to strike his 
disrespectful secretary. .Montlouis avoided the blow ; but fairly enraged, 
and altogether losing his head, he exclaimed, “VVliat right have you to 
talk in that way; you, wlio have married another man's mistresfi? Why 

do you talk of worthless viomcii, whou your wife is hut a—” 

The word was barely spoken, when the unfortunate vonne fellow fell to 
the ground dead. M. do Mussidan in hia exasperation had shot him in tlio 
hcavt. 

It may be asked why Octavo concealed the truth from Diane, wdiy he 
did not tiy to discover what truth there was in Montlouis’ accusations ¥ 
Alas ! he loved his wife madly, passionately, and his love made him a 
coward. He felt he should never nave the courage to separate from lier ; 
that whatever ht;r faults and frailty might be, his passion would still in- 
sist ou condonation. In that case, what was the use of enlightcnincui ? 
Hotter imcei-taiuty aud possibly illusion. 

Acquitted by the assize court, thanks to Ludovlc’s evidence, Octave, 
how'ever, was not absolved by hia conscience. Tho young girl Montlo.uis 
had loved had juat given birth to a son, and, turned out of doors by her 
parents, she was on the verge of dying of destitution, when Ockivc came 
to her assistance and, without assigning any reasons for his conduct, under- 
took to assist her in bringing up her child, who had been christened Paul, after 
liis father, A few days later, M. and Madame do Mussidan left Poitou for 
Pin is, where Diane was more than ever anxious to reside. She had recently 
engaged a now maid, formerly employed by Marie de Puymandour, .ana 
had learnt from this girl that, prior to her marriage, the youiig Duchess 
de Champdoce had been in love with Goorgo de Croisenois. With this in- 
formation, Diane considered that her vengeance would prove an euisy 
task. 
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ISOuiJii:riT’.s lionoymoon was a dreary biiainoss indeed, and it could hardly 
have been otliorwwe. lie did not love his wi/e, and she, on her side, lia«l 
not the least sympathy for licr hnsbiind. On the morrow of hia fatlicr'a 
death, the young didce liad unnouiioed his iiiteJilion of settling in I'aris, 
a plan which hia father-in-law, M. de Tuy man dour, highly an moved of, 
considering that if he rein, lined alone in the country he would bo able to 
jdiiy the grand sei*. ncur and manage tho Champdooe estates, lii fad, 
with Noi bc.i't’ri a] proval, be established himself at the chiUoau de Cluimi)- 
docc, and fairly slipped into tho old duke’s shoes. 

It was not until tlic young duchess reached Paris that she fully realised 
that she was, in sad truth, the moat misci’ablc woman in the world. Champ- 
docc had l-cfii almost tlie .same as home to her; her eyes had rested on a 
familiar landscape, frioiida liad come to see her, and whenever she went out 
she had mot people she knew. But hero, in the capital, ever^'thing seemed 
stiaugo and hateful. The late Duke de Champdoec, although stnigy and 
hard listed in all that concerned himself and Norbert, had always acted like 
a gi'iinil seigneur as regards his descendants ; and thus tho family numsioJi 
in Kellis iutciidcd for their benetit wiis upholstered and decorated with 
marvellous luxury. Kvci y thing, moreover, was bo comidotcly in order, that 
when Herbert and his wife arrived, they might easily have fancied they 
were roturning to their usual home after a brief absence.^ OldJcfia Jiad 
become tho young duke’s adviser, and was able to liirn his knowledge of 
the old traditions to good account. In a fortnight he had tilled kilcJuu), 
larder, and aute-rooins W'ith suitable servants ; valuable liorses u erc stalhid 
in the atablcs, and a mimbcr of handsome carriages garnished tliu coach- 

However, despite this princely retinue of lackeys and the general stir ajid 
biisUe of the liomscliolil, tho young duchesa felt inexpressibly sad and lonel3^ 
Anguish filled her heart, and she thought with ii puiig of wliat her life might 
liave been and >vhat it had beeomo. Alas I she had not even a friend lo 
coiifitle in. Norljert had forbhlden her fre<iuciitiiig lier oUl Parisiau ae- 
(pL'iintanccs, tleclaring that they were not eiiUioicntly w'cll born ai}d\vclP 
bred. “jMoreover,” 'added he, “wo are in deep iiiouriiiiig, and cannot 
begin visiting till jiext year.’* 

Dnder these circuma Lances, alone, deserted aa Mario found herself, she 
could not help thinking of Ocov^^e do Oroisenois. Ah! if her hither hid 
only been leas obdurate, she would have been his wife now, and they would 
have been far away, hiding their happiness in some distant clime — in the 
.sweet south, perhaps, at Ploreiiee, Naples, or Sorrento. Yes, George had 
loved her ; but Nornert, alas ! was he even her friend ? 

The young duke was leading ono of those sensclesa lives that so oftcji 
end in ruin or suicide. Prci-ented at the most fashionable cdub in Paris by 
his uncle, the Clicvalier do {Sc]»tvair, lie W'as received with enthusiasm, 
lie boro one of the historical names of Prance — his fortune, largo as it was, 
was supp'^sed to be throe times larger— ho was sought after, surrouiKled, 
and llattevcd, a legion of sycophants end parabitos being anxious to 
win his favour, liis infiTior education debarred him from certain successes, 
hence he sought for easy triumphs, those that are gained by dint of money, 
ececnti icily, and cynicism, lie staiicd a racing stable, foiiglit two or three 
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Ju(‘ls that resulted to hia advantage, and showed himself everywhere in 
trio coiiipanionship of women without reputation. Ilia days wore spent in 
the sadtllo and in the fencing gallery, his nights in supping and garnhliug. 
Ilia wife seldom even saw him. As a rule, it was daybreak when ho re- 
turned home, more or less intoxicated, and having generally lost largo 
sums at play. Old Jean, the faithful retainer of the House of Champdoou, 
sighed, not becaiiso his master scattered so lavishly tho treasure his 
father had amassed, but because ho was always sSiUTOunded by folks of 
questionable repute, “Think of tho name, sir,” he said at times, “the 
name ! ” 

“Oh ! what does it matter,” answered Norbert, “ providing I live fast 
aud die so6n ? ” 

'rhe truth is, that the young duke soemed a prey to vertigo. He was like 
a bark caught in tho Maelstrom, whirling round and round, beyond hope 
of salvation. Ho rushed on without thinking, or rather, the only thoughts- 
that came to him were thoughts of Piano. Ah I tho recollection of othtiia 
might fade away, but the memory of her still clung to Jiim. Even amid the 
fumes of wine her image rose before him, luminous and attractive, like a 
lamp aiiddenly ignited in the dcful of night. 

J^'or six months or more, Norbert had been leading thi.s scnselcjsa life, 
vdion, one hue February afternoon, as he was riding down the Champs 
Elyyoca, he noticed a woman nod to him in friendly style. She was aoated 
ill a large open barouche, and aw’athcd in furs. He fauoled she must );e 
oviv of tho many actresses ho knew, aud nonchalantly rode towards the 
'Jiirriage ; but when only midway, he discovered to lijs intense surprise that 
its occupant was Piaue — Madame do Mussidun. Still ho rode on, and as 
tho carriage had just stopped, he drew his horse up beside it. 

Diane scotned as much agitated as himself, and for a few mornonta ucitlicj* 
of Liicm spoke. Their eyes were fixed on each other, and tlioy were as 
oppi't-aycd as if they liavl felt a presentiment of what Fate had in Htoro for 
them. 

#At la‘^.t, however, Nwbert realised he must speak— .speak, at any cost, 
no nuitter what ho said, for the servants ’were ey'^ciug Jiim inquisitively. 

You, madamc ! here in raiis ? ” he Btaramcred. 

“Yes, Moiidicnr le Due.” 

“Since how long?” 

“ Oh ! we liave been inst.illed here, my husband and myaclf, for a couple 
of inontlis at least.” Artfully enough, she accentuated these words, “mv 
husband.” 

“ Two months ! ” repeated Norbert, as if lost in a dream, 

“Quite so, though I myself can scarcely believe it, for the tim(! ban 
passed so (pack.” She smiled strangely os she spoke, aud a peculiar gleam 
came into her eyes as she added, “ But give me some news of tlio Duelics-s 
de Champdoce. Does she amuse herself in Paris ? ” 

Norbert made a furious gesture. “ Oh I tho duchess, the duchess ! ” ho 
grumbled. 

Piano interposed. AYhilst the duke was speakiii^-, she had disengaged 
her hand from among lior furs, and now, a.s she held it out to him, she said 
in a half tender, half jesting tone, “1 hoiie wo shall always ts' friends — 
good friends. Aiirrooir!^' ^ 

The coach iTiiin, asS if the words “..-Ik rewir” had been a signal, at once 
touched up his horsc.s, and the barouche rolled rapidly aw'ay. 

Norbert had not taken Diane’s hand ; he had been too bewildered. But 
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lift spKCflily recovercil himself, and spurring his horsoj rode sw-dftly towards 
tlio Arc de Trioinplie. 

he exclaimed, with despair gnawing at hia heart, loro her 
still. I can never love any one but her ! ’* 
l£e made several fruitless oJI'urts to find her barouche again, but all in 
vain ; no doubt she had gone home. ** But 1 will see her again 1 ” he said 
to liiiosolf. ** She has not forgotten me — her eyes and voice both said she 
hadn’t.” At this niomcnt a gleam of sense darted through his mind. 
** After all,” ho munnured, “ a woman like her could never forgive cei^iu 
offenccH. Iler cordiality must have been a snare. Did she not swear to 
revenge liersolf ? ” 

Unfortunatuly bo did not long retain this common-sense view of the 
matter. In fact, the same evening, he asked a friend at his club if bo 
could tell him the Mussidans* audresa. His friend smiled. “ What ! 
CIli:,u! 4 )doce,*’ said he, “are you in love with the charming viscountess as 
well ? Hasn’t she made enough victims already ? ’* 

“ Victims ! ” ejaculated Norbort in surprise. 

“ Ay, I know at least of four. To begin with, Octave do Mnssidan, her 
liii d>;iii(l ; then the youngest of the Sairracuscs ; next, Clairiu, and then 
Hcorge do Croisenois.” j 

'rho young duko turned aside in disgust, not danng to carry hia iiKpiJries 
;itiy fiirthcr. However, the next day, in the Champ.s Elys<^es, he again cii- 
l ouutorcd Madame de Mussidaii’s carriage ; and indeed, day after day, they 
met in similar fiishion, merely exchanging a few words, llowever, at tJm 
bcgliiuiug of the following week, after a great deal of hosiUiiion, JJiano 
pr(;aiL!.t(.'d Norbert that the next afternoon, at three o’clock, she would aligiit 
from her carriago in the Bois, as if desirous of walking, turn into a side 
avenue they amcod upon, and grant him a short interview there. 

iShe lliid said at thice o’oIocK; but boforo two, Norbert ^va^ already at 
the rendezvous, boiling over with impatience and tortured by uncertainty. 
He ;iskcil himself, “ Is tliis really I, waiting for Diane, as I did at Bivron?” 
How many events had taken place, and how many changes since then ! It 
was not Diane do Sauvcboiirg who V'OS coining, but the Visconiite-ss do 
iVlii.sshlan, another man’s wife, Aud ho himself was married. It was no 
longer the mcrO caprice of a father that semrated them, but duty, law, 
aiui society. Still, iu his mad excitement, lie asked himself why Ift&ne 
mul ho should not set absurd prejudices on one side. Couldn’t she leave 
hor huaband? couldu’t be leave his wife? In.tlio meanwhile, time wa-s 
passing, and Norbert half feared she might not kco}) the appointnioiit. He 
bad liardly expressed his anxiety to himself, when ho noticed a cab stop 
some short di-stauee off and a woman hastily alight. It was she. iSho 
rapidly approached— crossing an open space, careless of the brambles, so as 
iu roach him the sooner. He bowed low as she drew near ; but without a 
word she took his arm and dreiv him deeper into the wood. It had rained 
for several days, and the paths were very muddy, but Mailame de Mussidan 
did not seem to notice it. I.iet us go on,” she said. “ I do not wiali any 
one to see us from the road. I have taken every precautiem, my carriage 
and servants arc waiting for mo outside the church of St. Thilippe du Roule. 
I am 8 Up) 2 ^ed to be at confession ; but 1 came out by a side door and 
^u/fipod into the first cab. However, 1 may have been watched and followed. 
Let us walk farther still.” 

“ You wove not so timid once upon a time.” 

** I >va,s uiy own uiLsUess then ; my reputation w'as all my foiiiaue, bub it 
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Was niiiiG— 1 had a right to risk it, for if I lost it I only injured myself ; . 
hut when I married f accepted a sacred deposit --tlio honour of the man ; 
w'ho gave me his name. I must keep it — keep it intact I ’* » 

“ JSay that you lovo mo no longer,” 

She gave N(a*bcrt ono of those frigid looks she excelled in, and slowly ; 
nnawored, " Vour memory is failing you, I think. However, I remember a ’ 
certain letter,” 

With an entreating gesture Norbert interrupted her. “Morey!” lio 
Ktammered. “Have pity on me ! You would have Hornc compassion if you 
iralised tlie horrors of my punishment. I was blind, mad, foolish then ! 
Hut never have I so loved you as now.” 

A smile curved Diane's exquisite lips. Norbert told her nothing new ; 
still, she took plcnMuro in listening to his confession. 

“Alas!” she murmured, “what can I say? Nothing but the fatal 
words, ' too late I * ” 

“ Diane 1 ” 

Ho tricA to take her hand, but she hastily drew it away. “Oh I do not 
speak like that 1” she cried with a wild look ; “do not use that namo, you 
have no right to do so. Is it not enough to have trilled with the young 
uirl? Do not disliononr the w'ifc ! You must forget me — do you hear? 

It is to say that, T came here. The other day when X saw you I was not 
altogether mistress of myself —my heart, which you possessed, went fortli 
lo meet you, and I nllowcil you to see it. Hut draw no conclusions from 
uiy weakness, 1 said to you, ‘ Wc arc friends ;* 'twos folly. Wo cannot 
^ Vfiji lie friends ; we iiiubt become 8tran"ors.” 

Whilst listening, Norbert rememberoa what his friend had said to liiLn at 
the club. “ You arc cruel.” ho exclaimed bitterly. “ You have been Kinder 
to M. iIo Sairmeuse, to M. Ocorge de Crolseiiois— ” 

“’NVhaiiilo you luciiu?” slio uakod haughtily, “These gentlcmcii ure 
my IniJ-band’H friends ; whilst you — ” 8ho mused, and then, taking both 
lus liand-s and fixing her eyes his, resumed : “ You forgot that the folk.s 
of Jlivron sairl I was your mibti'css. Do you think this slander has never 
reaclvcil my husband’s cars? One day when your name was mentioned in 
his piY;sciioe, ] read suspiemn and hatred in his eyes. Good God I If ho 
si^'pcctcd on my return that your hand had just touched mine, ho would 
<lri ve mo from his roof like a degraded wretch. Is not the door of our homo 
closed to yon for ever ? ” 

‘J. Ah ! I am very miserable 1 ” 

“ And I, what am I? But what is the use of cornphiining ? Be a man ; 
and if in your heart there still lingers one ray of afTcclion for me, prove it 
by never trying to see me again.” 

Theroupon, despite all Norbert’s entreaties and efforts to retain her, alie 
hurried back to the cab, leaving in his heart even a more subtle poison than 
that she had once intended for Ilia father. 8he knew what chords vibrated 
in him, and how to deal with them. She felt certain that before a month 
was over he would bo at her feet, that she would bo able to govern him 
more absolutely than ever, and that even against himself he would assist 
her in carrying out the infamous scheme of vengeance she had conceived. 

Her calculations were correct. After following her about lik? a shsi^w 
for a fortnight, Norbert at last made bold enough to approach her agairij** 
one afternoon in tlio'Champs Elys^es. 8hc showed her displeasure, but not 
in so marked a degree as to prevent him from renewing hia offence. Ho 
accosted her again» she shed tears, and yet he persevered. Her defence 
you lU Q 
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.sccjiifcil viivy IicroJc to Norbovt, but by dc^^rccs it grew weaker, anti at last 
sin: graiilcd liim one interview, then two more. Ihit what were they ? 
Tin y took plaeo in a church, in a luuscuui, or in the 15ois, anti they hardly 
even liad lime to shake hands. 

iStili he cii'l not dare complain, for she depicted the dringer .she incurred 
aa Roinetliin^ torrilde. At last, after a great deal of hcsitaiioii, tears anti 
cxpostulatioh, she iiuisli&d by saying that she bad found a means of making 
their interviews less h^^zarllous. * It was— ])ut she dared not say !t. How- 
ever* Korbcit urged lu r to apfak, and finally she allowed hensclf to be pee- 
fiuadcd. It was" that llicy might meet in ooinparative safety, if she couhl 
t)nly bcco?r!c the friend ot tlie Ihichess do Champioco ! This time Norbort 
fell ceiiain .she v.'as altogctVier au angel, and it was decided that on the 
Yoiy next day lie ^rould iutroduco her to his wife. 


XIV. 


Ir was a AWdnesday, early in ^farcb. Tnatead of breakfasting in his own 
room, or .it his club Milli his friends, the Duke de Chainpdoco had seen fit to 
join lii.i wire. He was in the beat possible Ivuniour, gay and emiling, in- 
tlccd hii wdo laid never seen him so aflablo since their unfortnn'.io 
manlage. iMadauic do Chainpdocc eould not underKtnnd tlio ch.inge ; it 
J'rjgiitened her, for with au innate jjrescntiment, she seemed to divine tliat 
it prr.sogcd sonn? appro.'iehiiig mislortuno. However, as soon as the ser- 
vaul i iiad rolij ed and Xovuort found hinxHclf alone with his wife, he took 
hold of lier l»and and lvi.s‘'Cd it gallantly. “ Ih.avo lom< wd«UoJ, my dear 
Maiie,’’ said ho, ** to open rny heart to you. Indeed a frank and friendly 
i xpluiuitioa hii become positively necessary,” 

“All oxpliiialiou ! ” 

“ f^od hc'iYdis 1 yes --but don^t let the word startle you, I have ap- 
peared, I fear, the reddest and most disinal of huabamh.” 

“ ]jideo<l I ” 

“ reiTiiit iriQ to explain. Since we canio here, w^o have liavdly seen c.ieh 
(dlu-r. I go out early, and come home very late, and Bonictiin *s three d.iys 
elapse without our excluauging a word.” 

The young duchess listcncif with tlic air of a woman who di.stra.stH her 
h'cnscp. C;oulil this be Noibcrt accusing himself in this w'ay ! “1 have no 
i'Oinplaiiit to make,” ulm stammcicd. 

“ 1 know that, Marie. A?’ou arc a noble and digniCed woman. Hvwcver, 
you are a woman, and a vouug one too ; so it is impossiblo that you 
s)h(mld not have judged me,” 

“ Indeed, sir, I have not." 

“ So inueh the better then. In that case I gliall not be obliged to defend 
or excuse mys^df. Hut I w'ish you to know, Marie, that you are my ihst 
tliought, even when I am nut with you." 

He wa.s evidently ti-ying to appe;u’ good, kind, and aiTcctionate, but his 
efforts were useless ; for while hi.s w'orils were almost tender, Ids voice was 
not even friendly. 

I luioW' my duty, air," said the duchc.ss. 

V “ ]*ray, Marie," exclsiimed her husband, “let there never be a question 
of duty between us. You know the caunen of your isolation as well a.*; I 
do. 'J’Ijc people wdio were the friends of Mademoiselle de J’uymaudour 
could not be those of the Duehesa de Clmmpdoce. You know that.” 
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“ And have I ever questioned that decision ? ’ 

“ Ko, indeed. Besides our mouniing prevents our visiting for four or , 
five months yet." 

“ Have I asked to go out ? ” 5 

‘'Never; wbioli is all the moro reason why I should try to make your ^ 
lioiur more pleasant. I should like_ to see some one by your side — some 
Olio whose society would bo congenial t6 yon. Not one of those foolish 
cTcatiircs who are always ruiiiiiiig aftejf pliij]isure> and always occupied with 
dress, but a sensible woman of your own age, and your own rank — a woninii 
you could, in short, make a friend of. But where is such a one to bo found ? \ 
ISueh connection.^ between yoiing women are at times full of peril, and the 
happiness or misery of a home aeponds upon them." 

lie tripped over liis phrases, and caught himsedf up, like a man who, 
ha ving to express a dillicult idea, turns it round and round in every f 
possible way. “However," ho at last rosumed, more glibly, “after '■ 
tliijikiug about this for a long time, and giving it all rny attention, I ivally 
ilo faucy I have discovered the person I dreamt of for you. I met her re- 
cently at the house of Madame d'Arlange, who sang her praises to me, j 
and 1 hope to present her to you to-day." j 

“llt-re?" ;] 

“Ofeoun-Je, AV ha t ia there curious about it V Bejaides this lady is not • 
altogether a stranger to us. She cornea from INiitou, from our own part, ‘ 
rnd in fact, you kiiow’^ her by sight." He ooloiiretl as he tipokc, and kno>v- 
ing it, he bent over the liru as ho added ; “ Do you remember Madc- 
iQoisello do Sauvehourg ? " 

“ Aladcmoiselle Diane, do you mean? ” 

“ Vrcciscly," And Norbert, as maybe imagined, waited right anxiously 
for his wife’s answer. 

“Oil! I sfiw very little of her. Her father und miiio were not over 
pleased with each other. The Marquis do Sauvebourg regarded us as Loo 
insignilic.'iiit to - " • 

“All, w'cU ! '■ ivijoined Norbert, well idoased, for Ins wife’s answer 
show'cd alie had no knowledge of the past, no suspicion even of his iutvigi (0 
with Diane, “ah, well ! I hope that the daughter will repair her father « 
f.'iults. Sho married just after we did, and her husband is the Vioconiit ' 
Octave de Mussid.au. lu short, she is coming to call on you to day, and I 
have told yonr servants you would receive." 

Madame de Cliampdoec made no rejoinder, Sho lacked experience no 
doubt, but she was not deficient of that penetration which seems to lielong 
naturally to women. »Sho had noticed Norbert’s embarrassment, and re- 
flected, asking herself what it meant. The panae that ensued, was ulrcaily 
growing embarrassing, when carnage whems were lieard grating on tiici 
sand in the court-yard. The next inoinoiit a servaut entered and an- 
nounced that Madarno do Mussidaii was in the salon. 

Norbert eagerly rose, and taking his wife’s arm, c.xcl aimed, “ Como 
Marie, come ! — it is sho 1 ” 

It was only after considcrahlo hesitation that Diane had decided on this 
strange and audacious slop, in ttiis visit paid in dotiaiicc of all ideas of 
.social propriety. iSlic exposed herself, a.s she well knew, to til's most pain- 
ful humiliations. For a miniito or so, which seemed to b'^r a century, 
groat was her anxiety os to the reception in store for her on the pai’t of 
Norbert 's wife, did Diane remain alone in the drawing room, and then tlio 
door opened .and the duko and duchess appeared. Diane’s heart was boat- 
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in-L' pit a pat, an<l yet with a winning smile, and charming grace, she bowed 
ti) liic young duehfjss, gaily excusing hcrdolf ior her Importunity. “ iSho 
had not been able,” she said, “to resist the desire of seeing her old neigh- 
Ijour, now that she was so near ; and so in riisregsu'd of M-convcnaiicc't, for 
wiiicli she trusted llie diiuhess would forgive her, she liad ventured to call 
so tluit tlu'y might talk together about Jiivron, Champdoco, and ail that 
beautiful country where slie was born, and which she loved so dearly,” 

'I’ho duchess listened in silence t(j^ this flow of words. She had bown;d 
with great col duel's, and her face expressed more clearly, perhaps, than is 
e(istoniary in good societ}', the surprise this visit caused her. 

hi von a more perfectly self-possessed person thaji Diane might have been 
disconcerted. Ihit present annoyance was so small in comparison to the 
advantages she hoped to I'cap, go that she appealed to all the resources of 
Ik-i' wit and sUill, 

Morbert meanwhile wandered up and down the room feeling none too 
co/nfortahlc in the contemptible me he had accepted. However, as soon 
a.'j he fancied tliat the ice was broken, and that the two women were ooii- 
vvnslng niuicably, ho left them, uncertain whether he ought to feel glad or 
hOJry ,'it the success of this unworthy comedy. 

'I'iio task w'as more ditlicnlt than ho supiroscd. After w'hat Norbert had 
told her of his wife, Madame dc Mussidan had fancied she would be ro- 
Cl i\* d by the duchess as if she w'cre an angel come down from hciU'»cn to 
^ i'f .uid console a x>risoiicr. She expected to find a simple, artless sort of 
w’Diojui, who, on her first visit, would throw her anus round her neck, and 
after words entirely abandon herself to her iniiuonoo. But she si)6)cdily le- 
tiiiscvl that sliu must bo most oau|iou9 aud skilful, if she ^vished to win the 
duchess's confidence. Still this unexpected difficulty rather oxliilaratcd 
Piano than discouraged her, and such, when she chose, were her powers of 
i nation, that when she left, tlic first step was achieved. 

'riiat same evening, Madame do Champdocc jjiid to her luibbaad : “I 
think that the countess is au excellent wroman I ” 

“ J'Acellcut is just the right word," answered Norbert, “All Bivroii 
wept wdjcn she loft ; she was the providence of the poor.” 

He was flattered by Diane's success. For had she not displayed all this 
a< I ureas for his sake — ^>voro not her efforts a fresh proof of the sincerity of 
her passion ! How'cvct'j his satisfaction diminished considerably tlic next 
day, when he saw Mad.uno do Mussidan in the Champs Elysdes. SJie 
looked Had and preoccupied. “ What has gone wrong 7 ” ne asked. 

*' 1—1 repent bitterly having yielded to my own heart and yoor cii' 
tn'atios. Alas ! we Juivo l>ocn terribly imprudent.” 

‘ ‘ We imi^ruderit ? And how' 7 ” 

“ Norbert. your wife susxiccts soiiiotbing.” 

“ iSlio— impossible ! iShesiing your praises after your departure.” 

** If Unit is the ease, she is cleverer than 1 supposed, for she is able to 
conceal her suspicions, and has detenainod to verify them.” 

Diane’s tone was so serious, that Norbert was positively startled. 
“ What is to be done, then ? ” he asked. “ What can we do? ” 

“ It would be best to give up seeing each otlier.” 

“Never 7 ’never ! ” 

H “ Let me tiiiuk, then ; and in the meantime, be prudent. Yes, in the 
name of heaven be prudent.'* 

The rvsult of Diane’s refleotions and artful advico was thatNorbert entirely 
cU:\ng<^d Uls mode of life. No more club bouto, or suppers, or nights spent 
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in gambling and drinking. Ho went about with his wife in the daytime, 
and often sp<^nt his ovciiinga at homo, tlis friends charged hhn with 
having become* a model husband. This great change dhl not take place 
without many an inward revolt on hia part, Ilo was? humiliated by the 
oonstiiut hypocrisy he was condemned to, but then Diane's small white 
liancl, apparently so slender and so frail, was yet as firm aa .steel, 

“ You must live like this,” she said, in reply to hla complaints—** first, 
because it must be so, and next, Ijccausc I wish it. On your present cuii- 
diict oil our future sociirity dopenda. 1 wish Maclamo do Cliampdocc to 
fed that happiness entered her doors with my introduction to her.” 

What could be said in reply to this ? Norbert was more in love than ever, 
and a terrible fear froze every objection upon bia lips. “ If 1 di.spleasiMl 
her,” ho tliought, **shG wouldn’t hesitate to throw me over !’* anti so ho 
oljoyocl licr, hard as it was to do so. 

After remaining for a long time on the defensive, the duchess yielded at 
length to the charina of the friendship wbicli seemed so frankly ou'ered hor, 
and tiiiished by abandoning herself absolutely to her mortal enemy. Finally, 
she bad not a .secret from her ; and one day, after many long and coiifidcntnil 
converaation.s with Diane, she confessed, umld tears and bliiuhes, her ono 
flirli.-.h love — the memory of which remained in her heart like some preciouiS 
pcrfiuno. She even spoke of Oeorge de CroisenoJs by name. That day 
Diane wa.s thrilled with joy, “I have her at last,” she thought; “niy 
vcngt aiico is at hand ! ” 

Tile two young women were now coii.stantly together, Jn fact, they 
nc'MDod like* two fond sister.?. Norbert, however, was scarcely pleasdl 
thereat j for Dianu’a intimaoy with hia wife had by no uioana coadiioed to 
that liberty of intercourse ho had desired and anticipated. In fact, now 
that Mudamc de Mussidati went daily to the Hotel do Ohampdoco, Norbert 
saw her even h;s,s than before, iSomotiines weeks elapsed without ilioir see- 
ing each other alone for ^ single moment, and she devised everything so 
artfully that hi.s wife always rose up, aa it wero, bctivccn Iiim and her — 
just as in the pantomiinrs, when the clown, wisliirig to kiss Columbine, al- 
W.IV.S liiids Harlequin there to prevent him. At times Korbert waxed 
wrathful j but Diane always had rcJiS 0 n.s, either good or bud one,s, to close 
his lips with. At times she ridiculed him mercilessly, and then at others 
she .assupied her grand air and said, *• In heaven’s name, what did you ex- 
pect ? What infamy did you suppose mo capable of ? ” 

Worliert was, in fact, managed by Diane i>recisoly as if ho had been a 
child or a fool. He know it and realised it fully. If he could only h;i\c 
followed her about as before I But she was always guarded in the jlois or 
:it the r.acos, in fact, wherever she went, by some cavalkre sarvenH ridin;' 
beside her carriage— now by do S.airmeusc, now by M. dc Clairiii, aiui 
most frciiucntly by George do Oroisenoia, I’heae men were one and all did- 
agreeabhi to Norbert, and Do Croisenois especially so ; for lie looked upon 
him as iinpcrlincnt and absurd, in which opinion he was altogether wrong. 

At twenty-five, the Marquis de Croisenois was one of the cleverest and 
most witty men in Parisian society, and his high rcputatinii, contrary to 
what often happens, was well deserved. Many iKirsoiis were envious of 
him, but he hud no enemies. He was greatly cstccmcHl, for Jn'^ionour 
probity were beyon^ question. Aforeover, his character was not destitut!! 
of certain chivalric, adventurous traits. liowever, Norbert could not brook 
him, and in Ms mad jealousy often asked, “Ishoidd like to know what you 
.see in this impertinent fop to have him about you so much ?” 
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To wliich she invariably replied, with an equivocal smile, " You are too 
ourions -you will know some day.” , 

All ! if Korbert bad been leas carried away by his passion, if ho had' 
studied Diano’a tone of voice when she spoke to him, if he had iiivoBtigatcd 
licr conduct I But no, lovo had blinded him ; h© saw, Iio divined nothing. 

In tins meanwhile', not a day passed w'ithout some conversation l)clwceii 
Diane and the duehess about Croiaeuoia ; and the viscountess had artfully 
accu'^toincd Marie to look certain probabilities, or rather, possibilities, in 
the face, from tbo move idea of which, a few months’ before, slic W'oidd have 
fihnuik M'itb horror. Tliis point gained, Madame de Mnssidaii now con- 
feidiTcd it advinahlc to biing the old lovers once more together; an imox- 
pootod meeting, thought she, would have more effect than all her insinua- 
liotiR. Accordingly, one day when Madame do Champdoce cjillcd for hur 
fi'ieml, she was asked to wait in the salon for a few minutes. Hhe entered, 
and found bcrsolf face to fjicc with the Marquis de Cioisonois. 

•\m exclamiiliou of surprise escaped them both as they recognised each 
olIuM'j Mild tlif'y turned very i>nle. But tho emotion of the duchess was 
that she sank half fainting on to a chair near the door. M. do (Jroisc- 
iKii'! was scarcely less moved ; for he had loved Marie de ruymandfiur 
deeply n.nd truly, aud was not yet coiiaoled. “I had faith in you,” he 
T'lui mured, hardly knowing what ho said ; “ but you forgot me,” 

“ Yon do not befieve what you say,” aiiawcred the duchess proudly. But 
a momoiu. aftcrw'ards, unconscious of the gravity of her words, she added, 
** What could I do? I obeyed my father. 1 was weak, no doubt; bub 1 
Imvo forgotten notluug.” 

Ik'hiiul tho door Madame de Mussidan was crouching and listening, and 
as fjho hoard llioso words, her cyca glittered with infernal triumph. »Sho 
£?aid to herself that an interview that commenced like this was not likidy 
to be the last one, She W'as not inislakeii ; for sho soon discovered that 
(b'orge aud tlio duchesa uiidorstooil each other enough to meet rcgul.xrly at 
hiii* house. However, she did not appear to notice it. She waited ualnily ; 
tilings were proceeding .as she w’ishcr. and sooner or later tho mine sho liad 
pn pared must surely explode w'itli terrible force and cll’cct. 


XV. 

Si;pTi:\Fr.ER had come round, and although tho weather was atroeicia, tho 
young Duke do Cliampdoco, accompanied by liis faitliful Jcaii, W'aa soj^vurn- 
mg at ^Taisons, where hi'^ racing sliible was iiistiillcd. The truth is, that 
having had a tiif with JJianc, he ivii^hed to tiy tbo ctlect of absence in re- 
ducing her to submission, having, indeed, hcai’d say that absence is Iik<j the 
wind that fans a fire aud cxtinguislics a caudle. 

Norbort bad been at Maisons a couple of days, and was already grow'ing 
very anxious at nob liaving heard from Madame do Alupsidan, when one 
cvcuinL^ as ho came in from a last look at Ida horaca, he was told that a 
man wished to see him. Jfc found this man to be a poor old fellow', W'cll 
kiiow'iL ill the place, wlio lived parti.ally on tho alma ho received and the 
^ ^uiynds he ifraa intrusted wdtli. 

** Hid you wish to see me ? •’ .asked tho duke. 

The oh’l fellow half drew a letter from his pocket, and with a know'ing 
wdnk replied. This is for you.” 

Very w ell— give it to me,” 
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** Lilt I was told, sir, to wait until you were oJono, for—” 

** Never tnintj- Make haste i ’* 

“ If you say so, I suppose I must.” 

Norbert took it for granted that this letter camo from Diane, so tossing 
the man ii loais, he hurried with the letter to the nearest stable lamp, lJut 
the direction was not in the aristocratic, delicate handwriting of the 
Ct-iniitess do Mussidan. Indeed, Champdoco was w'litten with two 
instead of with a c. “ Who the deuce could have scut me this? ” though b 
Norbert. However, he broke the seal. 

I’lie paper w'as soiled and greasy, and as coarse as the envelope. The 
wj'itiiig was atrocious, and the mistakes in spelling iunuinerable. The inis- 
sivo ran as follows ; “8ir, it gives mo pain to tell you the truth ; but I can’t 
help it, for 1 must relieve my conscience. I cannot endure to see a w oman, 
without heart or honour, persistently deceiving a man like yourself. I w rite 
therefore to tell you that your wife betrays you, and daily laughs at you. 
You may believe mo, for I am an honest woman ; and it is easy, too, for you 
to satisfy yourself that I don't lie. Conceal yourself this very evciiiiig, from 
half- past ten to eleven, in any place where you c.an see the small door in 
your garden W'all, and 3'ou will certainly see the lover arrive. lie has had 
a key for a long time. The hour for the rendezvous is well chosen, for tlmre. 
won’t ijc a servant in the house. Hut I implore yon, .sir, don’t be severe j 
for I would not do your wife any harm on any oouaideralion. 

‘‘VitOM Onk Who Knows.” 

Norbert read this infamous loiter at one glance. ’Ihe blood ruahed to 
hi's brain, and ho gave vent to a roar of rage. All tl\o servants rushed to- 
wards him, “That man 1 ” ho cried, “ where’s that man ? ” 

“ What man ? ” 

“ 11 le follow who brought mo this — this letter. Run after him. Rring 
him here iuatantly.” 

in a miiiiito or two the man appeared, dragged along by two stalw^art 
grooms. “1 ditln'i steal it,” ho cried; “it was given me. I'm ready to 
re^itoroit!” He spoke of the louis tossed to him by>Norl>crb; for tho 
liu gcnesH of tlie sum had awakened his doubts as to its having been intended 
fur him. 


“ Keep tho money,” 'said the duko. “ I gave il to you. But answer my 
rjiicstion. Who gave you this letter ? ” 

“ A man I don't know, sir,” replied tho old fellow trembling. 

“ Is that really true ? ” asked Norbert. 

“ Oh 1 may niy next pipe poison mo if I am lying. It was about four 
o’clock when ho jumped out of a cab near the, bridge. I was parsing by, 
and he sto])ped me and said, 'Do you see this lettci:;? At half-past se\cn 
just take it to tho Duko do Champdoco, in the house at the stables on the 


forest rond.’ ‘ Yes, I know the place, says 1 ; and then he put the letter 
and a dvc franc piece into my hand, jumped into tho cab again, and drove 


“ What was he like?” asked Norbei’t. 


“ Like ? Won, sir, I don’t know. ^ He had a gold watch-oham across his 
waistcoat ; but X diilii’t notice auytliing else. Ho wasn’t old, nor young, 
nor short, nor tail—” ^ 

“ Kuough ! Y''oi\ m.ay go.” *7' 

At this moment Norbcrt’.s anger was solely dn-octed against the writer 
of this auonytnous letter. Ho did not x>lacc the smallest belief in the 
charges agaiiidt hU wife ; for if he did nut love b.or, ho respected her. 
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'*My wife/' ho 9aid, *‘iR an honest woman, .nnd this must como from 
Bomo servant site has discliargcd, and wlio takes this mode of rovongo.*’ 

However, he ro-penmecl the note, and mi reflection it seemed to him that 
tlic bad spelling was somcwhiat forced. Moreover, the mention that there 
wouldn’t be a servant in the honso struck him as especially singular. 
Anxious for information on the point, ho sunnnoued Jean. “Is It true,” 
he asked, “that there won’t bo any of tho servants at the house in r<iris 
to-night i ** 

“Doesn’t l^ionsiciir Jo Due rcmomh(;r ? It’s thei»1iead coachman’s wed- 
ding to-day, and imidainc was kind enough to say she would not deprive 
any one of tlie ball, and that if the concierge and his wife remained at lionie 
as usual that would do. ” 

“Ah, yes, I remeinl>er now,” said Norbort with affected calmness. 

But ill point of fact, doubt had now crept into lue mind, and as wo know 
BUHpieiou cannot he reasoned away. “ After all,” thought Norbort, “ why 
shouldn’t iny wife betray mo? 1 liclicvo her to bo virtuous, and attached 
to her duties ; but all ItiiAbaiids who arc deceived iindoubtodLy believe t]i<3 
aiimo, Why shouldn’t I profit by tliis a<l\icc? W hy shouldn’t 1 see for 
niysolf? — No,” bo contiuned, “I will not descend to snoU basenesM. [ 
Hiioiild be as vile aa tho person who wrote this letter, if 1 played the spy, 
as she snggcflta.” 

lie looked up and saw that all the stiitflewiv*! wove watching hi.u with 
!ntv.ll^^7 curiosity. “ Co to your work I ” he cried, angiily ; ” put out your 
laii terns and shut the window's.” 

He thougi>t tho men looked sueeringly at him, niid intensely aggiavatod, 
he at once made up his mind. 'Ho took out his watch. It was eight 
o’clock ; lie had just time to ^ct to Paris, lie thought, Accordingly lie 
sunimoneil Jean oneo moi'e. With this devoted servant there was no need 
of dissimulation. “ I must go to Paris at once, .loan,” said Norbert. 

The old man shook hia head sadly. “ On ae.couut of tluit letter ? ” ho 
asked, respectfully. 

“ Yes, on account of this loiter.” 

“ Some one has made chargcH agai-vt my im-strcas.” 

“ How do you know that?” asked hJorburt. 

“ Jt was easy miongh to guosa, sir.” 

‘‘Well, (juiok, a change of clothes for me, Have horses put to tlie 

carriage, drive to the club, I W'ill go on foot.” 

“ It can’t l)odonoliko that, sir,” said Jean gravely ; “the other Kcrvants 
may have the same idea as myself. Yon ought to go w ithout anyone kii>.iwing 
it. Let the Rorvanta hero HunpoKe you havo never left M:ii«ous. 1 will 
take a horse from the ^mall stanlo, secretly saddle him, lead him across the 
hridgo, and yon can come and join mo thero.” 

“ V'^ery well ; but there is no tiino to lose.” 

Jean hurried away, and Norbert hoard him say to an under valet, “Put 
some cold meat on the table, tho duke says he’s famished.” 

Entering his bedroom M. dc Champdoco donned an overcoat and riding 
boots, and slipped a loaded revolver into hw pocket. The night was very 
dark, a fine, icy rniii was falling, and the r.^ads w'cre aliuo.st impassible. 
IloViQver, at the appointed spot he found the old valet with tho horse, 
^^arhert at once leaped into the saddle, exclaiming, “No one saw mo 
leave.” 

“Nor mo either,” answere<l the faithful servant. “I shall go back and 
attend to IhiiigH just as If you were at supper. But in tlv.'co liom-.-i from 
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now I filial! ho in that wine shop on the left When you return just touch 
the window lightly with the handle of your whip.” ^ 

The horse champed the bit impatiently, Xorbert was otf like the wind. 
Jean liad inaile a wise choice, for the animal stretched himself out and 
took the muddy road at an oven, regular pace. Still Korberb, by this tiiito 
in ii Btate of great excitement, ax^plied the spurs. 

As he reachcil the Faubourg St. Germain, he hail a now idea. Suppono 
Boino of \\vi club friends had scut him this kttcr as a practical joke ? In tlsafc 
ciiso. they would of cotA^o be watching for him, and would keep him on the 
dve near that gate for two hours, and then suddenly appear and over- 
whelm liiiii with ridicule. This fear made him prudent. What Was he to 
do with his horse ? The w'inc ahox^s wore still open ; ho might perhaps go 
into one, aud lind some man who would take charge of the animal. Whili^t 
he was hesitating, ho perceived a soldier tramping along on his way, 
probably to his Immiclca." “Eh, my good fellow,” asked Norbert, “ale- 
you inoiiiiod to earn twenty francs?” 

“Of course I am, if it’s honestly and in no way contrary to the regula- 
tions of tho service,” 

“ It’s only to hold my liorso aud avalk him up and down, while I pay a 
vir'ifc near hero.” 

“Oh, all right, I can stay cut a couple of hours more.” 

"N Ollier t thiTCupon alighted, told the soldier where to W'ait for him, and 
wont rapidly on his way. To make sure of everything, for he still dreadt d 
'L practic.il joke, he took a circuitoua route to the line Barhet de Jouy 
*v!i<-ve the side gate of the Cliamxidoccs grounds was situated. Almost in 
front of it on the other side of tlio way was tho porlt-coMre. of an avisto- 
• latic inaiifcfion, and Norliovt slipped into a dark comer and watched. Ihc- 
viouhly, howrv<;r, lie had carefully explored the street from one end the 
<ilhrr,*for it is a very short street, and had ascertained that it was utterly 
(iesortod. This noccss:u'ily xmt an end to ail idea of a niystidcation, and 
he ih terinined ho would wait till midnight, and if by that time no one had 
COMIC he would recognize liis wifc\s innocence, and retire. 

Three windows on the seeond floor M’ero faintly lighted j and these woi-f: 
)irecidelv those of his wife’s slcc'ping room. Norbert lookcfl at them and 
n^nectod. “ She is not tho kind of woman,” ho said to liimsolf, “ who 

would receive a lover ! No, uo 1 it imposaiblc,” And by degrees he be- 
gan to think of tho manner in which ho behaved to his wiio. Hud I c 
nothing to reproach himself with ? Two days after their inaniago ho lunl 
virtually abandoned hor; and if during tho bist few months ho had con- 
do^cmrlcd to show her any afTeotiou, sho owed ii, poor thing, to tho cap- 
rice of another woman — who bestowed it upon her like alms to the star- 
ving. b’von if a man w'cro with her, what right had he to interfere ? ^riic 
law, of course, gave him every right, but his conscience accorded him 
none. 

He stood against the wall, motionless as tho stone itself. Ho was chilled, 
and it seemed to him that lifo and thought were both fading away. How 
long had ho been there— one hour or six ? Ho had no idea. Ho pulled out 
his watch, but it was so dark that he could not fico tho IliiuIs. However, 
just at that moment the clock of the Invalidcs struck a lialiMiour— VVhat 
liulf hour was it? He had already decided to depart, wlien 8«ddenl/^r 
lic'iril a hght foothill at tho end of tho street. It ivas a man’s step plainly 
enough, but not the decided ti’ead of some dweller in the street returning 
home. It w’as timid, undecided, furtive so to say. Could thia really bo 
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tbo, tread of his wife’s lover? Soon ho distinguished a shadow gliding 
along tlicfgajdon wall ovi-r the way. Then came a pause. The shadow 
hfdtorl, moved ou .again, Norbert heard a sound ho could not iiiulerstaud, 
and ilnally all hecaino miiet once more. Tho shadow had dmppcai'cd. 

Jtserincil evident to Norbert that the mto had entered the garden, and 
yet he M’oiihl gladly liavo doubted still. “ It may be a burglar,” ho 
timnght ; “but a bnrgl.ir would naturally luivc accomplices. This man 
might have como to see some servant ; but then all tlio servants wero 


away.’ 


■M- 


Mcanwhile, he had not taken his eyes from the windows of his w'ifc s 
room. All at once tho light became brighter ; the shade of tho lamp had 
been taUon off, or a caudle had Iweii lighted. Yes, it was a caiidlo, for he 
saw it carried across tljo windows of tho landing and then across thoso 
of th^ gj tiiul staircuae ; ay, he must accept tho truth, A lover hatl cer- 
tainly entored tho house, had given some preconcerted signal, and the 
d'lflioss w!i.s going forward to meet liim. Norbert’a blood boiled in hia 
Acms, tlio ohillj' fog iiovir scoincd to him like tho fumes of a brazier. How 
could he punish the wretuhea who thus outraged his honour, what punish- 
ment ronld lie de.vLso, adequate for the crime? All at once, ho uttered an 
cvclaiiiaUun, An infernal idea had just crossed his mind, and he iiccepteil 
it as a <liviuc inspiration, lie ran to tho door, forced tlic lock, and rushed 
inUi the garden. 


XVI. 

: Tub person who penned that anonymous letter was only too well informed, 
'i'hc OnchesM do Ohampdoce was expecting Ucorge do Ooisenoifi— -it was tho 
first tiun*. Alas ! the poor woman had cinhul by falling into the snavo 
^ct for lier liy I he woman whom sho believed to bo her most devoted fi iend, 
'Die evening Indoio sho liad been for a short timo in Madame dc Mnasi- 
d.in s drawing room, ahme with Goorjyc, Hhe had been moved bj^ )iis pas- 

• Kion, And could not resist his ardent Mords. Ifiiially she lost her head, and 

proinisod tlio rendezvous he begged for on his knees. “ Ah well,” she said, 
“ KO he it, llu-ii. Come to-morrow night, at half-past ten, to tlic little gar- 
flen gate— It will bo merely pushed to,’ kept closed by a stone — push it open, 
and when you arc inside the garden, warn me by clapping your hands to- 
gether several times.” 

These "words licid heeii overheard by T)iaue (as usual listening at th-^j key- 
Iiolc), and as she esteemed her friend siifliuJcntly to know that swift rcp<.nt- 
iiuoe would fellow these mad words, she rcm.aiiied w'ith her the, wliole 
evening, dined with her the next day, and did not leave her to herself till 
tho appointed hour was near at hand. It was only when she was at lost 
left alone that the duchess fully realized her imprudence, and the enormity 
of her fault. Slio repented of her weakness, and would have given any- 
thing to'Jiave been able to retract tliat fatal promise. But, alas ! the hour 
w'as nigh. Still, after all thcra w'as one means of safety left, she might go 
down and bolt the garden door. Seized with this idea, slio stArtc<l up ; 
l)Vij*, it warf 'too late — at that very moment Croidcnois’ signal w’as 
I Poor woman 1 Those handclaps, which annouucod her lover, 
fiouudod in her cars like a death-knell. She stooped to light a candle at 
the fire ; but her hand shook to such a degree that tho heated wax blazed, 
but the wick did uot light. She faiicied that CroLaenois w^as still in tho 
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g.iTdnn aa aliio had not replied to his signal. It had not occurred to her that 
he Jiad dared to Open the hall door. Hence she intended going dov n at 
once and entreat him to retire without entering the house, But sho 
coiintod without her host. In such an artless, natural way that her infer- 
nal purpose could not be gness^, Diane had allowed Croisenois to kjiow 
tliai tlic Champdocc mansion would be quite deserted that night. Ho had 
asoci-tained, moreover, from other sources, that the duke was at Maiaons, 
and tliat all tlie Borvants were dancing ami making merry at a w'cdding. 

' Accovcliugly Oeorge did’Uot hesitate ; ho entered the house nnd went softly 
up the stairs, so that when the duchess, wdth the lighted candle in her 
ha;ul, reached the landing, she found herself face to face with iicr lover, 
whose footfall she had not even heard. She started back with a cry of 
d 'sp.aii‘. Vly ! ” she atainmeix*d ; fly, or we are lost 1 

Bui lie did not soom to hear ; and the duchcKs drew still further hack — 
hack, indeed, into her room, whilst he still followed her, after pushing to 
Die door behind him. 

Bet the brief moment this rcfjiured had sufficed to bring Mario to licr 
senses. ‘*If I allow him to speak,” aho thought, *'if ho once auspocts iny 
miser, ihlo wcakneaa, I am lost !” 

“You must dcjpart at once,” she said. *‘I waa mad yesterday. You 
are loo noble ana too generous not to realise that I am apoakiug the truth 
when I lull you that my reason has retumed tu mo. Liston to me— my 
frapUnesaavill convince you that I love you.” 

Do f Jroisenoia uttered an exclamation of joy, 

'■* Voa,” continued Marie, ** to hccomc j’our wife T would gladly abandon 

cry thing. But it cannot bo. 1 love you, (rooi’ge, but the voice of duly 
sneaks more loudly than that of love. Maybe 1 shall dio of grief ; hut, at 
ail events, 1 shall die without rcmorac, without a stain on my honour. 
A lieu 1 ” 

7'iie marquis could not consent to being dismisaed like this. 

“ tio ! " I'onpatcd the duchesa, as severely as she could ; “ go at once 1 " 
And as Jio did not move she continued : 

If you love me, my honour tsUould be aa aa dear to you as your own. 
^^'ithdraw, and never try to see mo again. Our present peril shows i»uj 
clofirly that wc never ought to see each other. I am the Duciicss de Champ- 
doce, and must keep the name I boar intact and pure, I will neither de- 
ceive nor betray.” 

“Why did you speak of deception?” he asked, “No doubt I despise 
the woman who smiles at the husband she betrays ; but I also siiy than she 
is noble and courageous who boldly abandons everytliing to l-^ihAv tlio 
fortunes of the man she loves. Leave your name here, Mario, your tilkj, 
your fortune, and your luxury, and fly with me.” 

“I love you too much, George,” she answered softly, “to ruin your 
future. The day would come when you would regret your ahnegatioii, A 
dishonoured woman must be a heavy burden.” 

George de Croisonois misunderstood her. “Ah! you doubt me!” he 
exclaimed, “ I see. You think I might abandon you I Al) ! Mario, never. 
I swear it, never ! But stay— -you need, perhaps, sonic tic that shall bind 
us together irrevocably for all time to come. You will bo disTiHliourcd, 
say. Very well, I, will dishonour myself. To-night, at tlm club, I wi.i 
cheat at cards, let myself bo detected, and go out wdth low'ered head. 
Folks will call mo a thief. Ah ! I would accept dishonour gladly, if to- 
mon'ow you would but fly with me to any distant land you choose I ” 
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** I must not listen to you," she cried. ** It ia too lato now— impossible 
— impossible ! " 

“ Impossible 1 and why ? ** ’ ' 

“ Ah, Georgo 1 ” she sobbed ; “ because— if you knew ! ” 

He dared to clasp her round the wai.su, and was about to press his lips on 
her brow, wdien all at once he felt Mario totter, whilst she extended one 
arm towards the door. 

The door was open, and there, inotioulosa on the threshold, stood Noj'berf. 
de Champdocc. The inarrxuis realised at once what a terrible, irroparablt^ 
situation he had created by his own impetuosity, “ Como no nearer 1 he 
cried in a threatening voice. No nearer ! ’* 

What ! at the dead of night, uiuinncd, he was in another man’s house, 
witli his arm round the waist of that other man’s wife, aiul yet ho dared to 
Ihvotitcn ! A sarclonio laugh from Norhert recalled him to the truth, and 
xiKidc him n^aliso tlie folly of his words. 

He carried Madame do Cliampdoce to a sofa and laid her on it. She w*as 
almost uncoiisoious, but for one iuat^int she opened her eyes, and, dim ;)s 
they were, Cmorge read therein love and forgiveness for the man who h:ul 
l>i^^s^.ed her happiness forever. This look restored his Jroitl, and ht- 
tunu'd to JSorhert. 

^‘Whatever appearances may be,” ho began, “you have here hat one 
pei Hou to punish— not oven the shadow of a suspicion should rest on ycMir 
vile, Jt was without her knowledge — without any enooiirageiuent from 
her that I dared to enter your house, knowing all the servants to be away.’’ 

Novbcit did not apeak. Ife also needed to collect lilmsclf. He knew 
wlioii ho ascended the stairs that ho was about to surprise the duchess witli 
a lover ; but he could not foresee that this lover was prooisady the man 
wliom he hated most in the world. When he saw Ooiseuois, it W'as with 
didicuUy that he resisted the temptation of springing at his tliroat 

This man, W'hom lie had suspected of stealing Hianc’s heart, had now 
v*j)d)ed liim of his wife. Ife w^as silent, simply because his mind was ia sur.li 
oon fusion that he did not dare to speak. If ho seemed as cold and l igid as 
marble, when all the flames of hell rioted in his heart, it was bcc.iu.su lie 
could not move— a physical impossibility prevented him. With all this ap- 
pearance of impassibility, ‘Norbort was mad— absolutely mad. 

Meanwhile Croisenois continued, with his arms folded across hia breast, 
“ 1 liad just come here, air,’* he said, “ wdien yow arrived. ^Vould to God 
you hud only heard our conversation from the beginning — you w'culd then 
ri’Jilisc all the nobility and grandeur of this lady’s character. My oiTcncc is 
\-cryVrcat, X admit ; but 1 hold myself at your orders, and am ready to give 
you iill the satisfaction you desire.” 

Art these last words fell from tlic marquis’s lips, Norlxcrt seemed to awahe 
from a dream. With a lieavy, uncertain step ho entered the room, shut 
all the doors, and put the keys in his pocket. Then taking up his Htand 
near the mantelshelf, with Croisenois in front of him, he exclaimed, “If 1 

understand you aright, you propose a duel. That ia to say, having dis- 
honoured mo to-night, yon propose to kill mo to-morrow ; you are too kind.’’ 
‘•Sirr 

** Allow i X am perhaps a child, as you were once good enough to 
tiy to Madame de Mussidaii ; but at least rve sufTijicnt experience to know 
that it is foolish to abandon advantages. In the game you have been play- 
ing, sir, a man risks his life— and yon have lost, I think.” 

Croisenois bowod mechauicnlly. The mention of Madame do !Mussidau*s 
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namo came to him as a revelation of Norhert’s true feelings. ** I am a dead 
man ! ’* he thought, as he looked at the duchess, ami not on your account, 
poor Marie I but for a very different woman.” 

In the meanwhile Norbert went on, becoming more excited by the sound 
of his own voice : “ What do I ^re for a duel? 1 corno to my own house 
in the middle of tho night, 1 am anned, and I blow out your brains— the 
law sustains me—” As he spoke, he produced his revolver and deliberately 
took aij)i at (icorge. 

This was a terrible moment, Imt Oroiscaoia did not flinch. However, as 
Korhert did not pull the trigger, the suspense became well nigh intolerable 
1o liira. “ Kirc ! ” ho cried. ** Fire ! ” 

“No!” .said. Norbert coldly. “On reflection, Tvo decided that your 
IjOiiy would bo a great inconvenience to me ! ” 

“My patiem^o has its limits, sir ; what do you mean to do ? ” 

“ [ mean to kill you 1 ” answered the duke, in such a tone of concentrated . 
rage and hatred that George shuddered ; “ but not with a. bullet. It i.s said 
fJiai blood washes mud away. It*3 false. If all yours were shed, tho spot 
r n my esc.ut(dicon would still be there. One of us must disappear from tbu 
f.ico of the globe in sTich a way that not a trace is left.’* 

“ Very well, sir ; point out tho moans.*’ 

“ J know a way,” said Norbert, “ if I were sure that no human being 
riisprcts yoiir presence here to-night.” 

“ No one can know it, sir. 1 .swear it.” 

“ 111 lliat case,” rtjsiimcd the duke, “instead of taking advantage of my 
I ights, which jmstiiicd mo in killing you, 1 consent to risk my life against 
5 ours.” 

fAcisenois, with difficulty, repressed a sigh of relief, “I nm at your 
orders, as I told you before,” ho said. 

“T hear and understand; but it will be no ordluairy combat, in broad 
d.ivlight, with seconds — ” 

“ We will meet wherever you choose, sir, ” 

“Very well. That being tho casci we will figVt with swords, this very 
moment, in tho garden.” 

'I’he manjuis glanced towards the windows. 

“You probably think tliat the night is too dark for ua to eeo to fight/’ 
oijservod Norbert. 

“ That’s true.” 

“You need not be troubled, however x there will be light enough to dio 
— for one of us must die — yon understand me ? ” 

“ I understand. Let us go down at ouce.” 

Norbert shook his head, “You are in too much hurry,” said he ; “you 
ha^o not allowed me to fix my conditions.” 

“.Speak, sir.” • 

“ At tho cud of the garden there is a vacant place, wduch is so damp that 
nothing is grown there, and no one ever goes there. Nevertheless, tiicro I 

sliall take you. We shall each of ns take a pickaxe and a spado, and iu 

\ cry little time we can dig a hole deep enough to bury the one who is killcil. 
\Vheu this is done, wo wUl lay down Our spades and lake our swoixis, and 
fight till one or the other drops. The one who is left standij^g must finish 
the other, if he is not quite dead, and then roll him into the pit and cov^; 
him over with eartlv.” 

“Never 1 ” exclaimed Croisenois ; “never will I accept such conditions.” 
“Take cai-e, theal” said Norbert; “1 sliall use iny rights. In four 
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inuiutos that clock strikes olevcu— if at the first stroke you don’t consent, 
iJirc.” _ . 

The muzzle of the revolver was but twelve inches from Croisenoia breast, 
iJio linger of a mortal enemy was ou the trigger, and yet ho was quite in- 
Kciisible to this danger, though it came after so many emotions. He merely 
umlorstood tliat heliad four minutes to reflect and deliberate. The events 
of the last half hour had succeeded each other with such rapi<lity that they 
seemed almor'^i incredible, so incoherent and absurd, that he wondered if 
lie were not suffering from some odious nightmare. 

“ You have only two minutes left,” Scaid Korbert suddenly. 

Croiscuois started, llis mind had been a thousand leagues from liis 
proBout position. Ho glanced at "Norbert, and then at Marie, who was still 
extended on the conch. She might have been regarded as dead, but for the 
hysterical f^obs which shook her from head to foot at long, irregular inter- 
vals, To le.-ivc her in this state, without aid of any kind, soemeu absolutely 
barbarous ; but Croisenois clearly realised that any indication of compas- 
sion on his part would merely be looked upon as a new insult. 

tied have pity on us,” he said to himself; wo are at the mert?y of a 
madman 1” Ami he asked himself with a shudder what would bceomo of 
tliiss woman he loved so deeply, were he now to die, “ h'or her sake,” lie 
thougiit, “1 must kill this man, or her life will bo one slow agonj^— and I 
Viifl iiiU him, too.” 

“ I accept ” ho cried, in a loud voice. ^ 

Ifc was time enough, for the light vibration which precodotf the striking of 
a clock was just licard, and ihcn came tho first stroke, 
riiank you, sir,” said 3^ orberfc coldly. 

Hut Croiscuois had now determined to sell his life dearly, if not for his 
own sidiLC, at least for Marie’s. “ Yes, I accept,” ho said ; “but 1, too, 
have conditions to make.” 

“It was decided — ” 

“ Allow me to explain. Wc are abort to fight in your garden, without 
witnesses and in tho dark. Wc two are to dig fi grave, 1 belie vo, 
and tiic one who sui’vives is to bnrv the other ; am I right ? .But how can 

>uu be sure lliaii this Avill l)e ilie eiid-^that tlie earth will retain ouv 

hcerot ? ” , 

Norbert sbrugged hia shnuldera. 

“You (lon't know, and you don’t care,” resumed Croiscuois, violently. 
“ But I know, and 1 care— and if it came to pass that some day our secret 
were discovered — ” 

‘‘Ah J” 

“ Tho survivor— be that survivor you or me— would be accused ol mnr- 
d' T. lie would bo arrested, imprisoned, dragged, into a court of justice, 
condemned, and sent to the galleys or the guillotiao.” 

“ Unquestionably.” 

“You say * iiuqiicstionably,’ and yot yon think that I would consent to 
run such a risk as that? ” 

“iSiich arc tho risks, certainly,” answered Norbert. “but these very 
risks are the best possible guarantee that should you kill me, you would 
conceal my d*^ath us 1 wish to have it concealed.” 

You must rely on my wonl, sir.” 

* “ Ah ! take care, or you will force me to think you afraid.” 

“ Ami I am afraid of being acciiMed of murder.” 

“ But it is a danger I aju <^'cposed lo as well as yourself.” 
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Cioiaonoia was fully delenniaocl not to jdcild. “ You aay our chanceaarB 
iijuul,'*he rejoined, “la that so? If 1 disappear, who on earth would 
<]rcai/i of lookiijg for my body hero ? You arc in your own home, yo\i can 
take every iiiuiginahle precaution. But if 1 kill you, what then ? Can 1 
H!«k the Duchess do Champducc to assist me ? Will she not bo hcmclf under 
feiifipiuion ? Shall she say to her gardeners — when all Taris ia on ihe qiii rico. 
ill rejoreiico to your disappearance, ‘Take care not to disturb the grouiu I at 
the cud of the garden ? * 

jSorl;crt now suddenly remembered the anonymous letter he had received, 
iiiui rcali/.od that whoever wrote it possessed his secret, and might noise it 
about. “ W'lmt have you to propose then ? ho asked. 

“ iSimply, that each of us, without referring iu any way to the causes of 
our duel, shall w'rite down tlio conditions, with an acceptance of them 
sigiicd in full.” 

" Very well j but hasten.” 

Thereupon the two adversaries drew up the j^'on^a-vcrhavx agreed upon, 
.iiid moreover, again at Croisenois* suggestion, they each penned two shoit 
T.otos dated fiom abroad, so that the survivor might have them posted with 
tlie view of misleading any inciuiry, or search that might follow the dis- 
ajUK'iirancc of cither of them. 

When this was done, Norbert rose. “One word more,” said lie. “A 
w'-‘Micr ia just now leading my horse up and down the liKphiuiulo den tn- 
\jilidv.s--ilio horse on which [ came here. If you kill mo, go and fetch 
lliir. horse, and give the man twenty franca — I promiacd them to him,” 

“ Very well,” 

'■ Now l(;t ns go down,” 

'i'hey left the room, but as Norbert stepped hack to allow Croisenoia to 
puss before him, he felt ruinself pulled by his coat-tails, lie turned and 
fihiiiil that the duchess, too weak to stand, had dragged herself to him on 
hjL knees. Toor woman! sho had heard everything, and with clasped 
liiinds, and in an almost inaudible voice, ;-dio pleaded In agoni/cd entreaty : 
“ Mercy J NorbciT—l am innocent. 1 swear to you that 1 am iiuioceni ! 
You never loved me ! M’iiy do you fight ? Mercy I To-morrow I MW«-'ar 
ti yuu 1 will ontw SV ovn vent— you shall never ecc my faeo again. 
Mvivy ! ” 

“ Pray 11 od, iimdamc, that your lover may kill me — that is your only hojje. 
Tliosi you will be free — ” 

As he disengaged himself with brutal violence, the poor woman fell back 
on tile floor, and fainted away. 


XVII. 

Twenty times during that last (piartcr of an hour had Norbert dc Champ- 
doce boon on the point of bursting into a furious pas-sioii, but twenty times 
ho bad been restrained by his exce.ssive vanity. Now, however, he could 
routaln himself no longer ; when he kft his wife’s room, he evinced savage 
carnocstness and impatient fcro<.*ity. As he lighted Croisenois down the 
giand staiicasc. ho over and over again exclaimed, “Mal-ij^ baste, inako 
has,tc.” It uoedod very little to disconcert his plans— merely ii servant 
turnmg earlier than the others. 

AVUen they reached the ground floor Norbert took Croisenois into a largo 
room which looked as if it bedonged to an arsenal, so crowded was it with 
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woapona of every epoch, ami every kind, *• T think we shall find what wo 
m'ea here,” ho said in a tone of sardonic raillery, and jumping on to the 
divan whicli ran round the room, he took down several pairs of swords and 
threw them on the table. *' Choose for yourself,” he said. 

George de Ci;oisenois was as desirous as Norbert of putting an end to all 
tlie suspensG— anything was preferable to this mental agony. That last 
look from the duchess had entered his heart like a dagger ; and wlieu ho 
liad seen Norbert thrust aside his kneeling wife, he had only with difiiculiy 
restrained himself from felling him to the ground. He did not condescend 
to look at the swords wliich wore ofiored to him for inspection, but snatch- 
ing up one of them, he exclaimed, “This will do, as W'ell as another ! ” 

They then w'ent out into the garden, but the fog was so thick one could 
not even distinguish one’s own hand at arm’s length. “It is impossible,' 
.said NQrl>crt, “to do anything in darkness like this. iJowever, I’ve an 
idea. J’V)llow me dowm this narrow pa.ssage, if you please, so that w^o may 
not awaken the suspicion of the concierge.” 

They reached a stable where Norbert found a large lantern and lighted 
it, “ With this,” said he in a tone of intense Batisfaction, “w^c shall be 
ablr to SCO all night.” 

“ Yes, but the neighbours can see as wrell. This light, at this hour, would 
C('rl airily attract attention.” 

“ Don't be concerned, no one can see into my grounds,” 

’]'Ji‘'y then returned into the garilcii, w'hich they crossed diagonally, 
finally reaching the spot wdiich Norbert had spoken of. Ifo hung his lautcrn 
on to a tree. It gave rather more light than an ordinary street gas burlier. 

““Wo will dig the grave over there in that corner,” said the duke to 
Croificiiois, “ mid then we can cover the ground with soine of that straw near 
by.” Ho took ofi:' hi.s overcoat, as ho s^ioko, and handing a spade to Croisc- 
nois, ho took another, exclaiming grimly : “ To work I to w ork 1 ” 

Jt would have taken Crolseiiois the whole night to complete this task ; 
but the duke had not forgotten the day^s when he dug in the fields at Clianip- 
tloce. He exerted all his strength ami displayed niarvellouB skill, woi king 
on with a kind of mad rage, till t'ue sweat gathered in largo drops on his 
brow. Thus, thanks to His superhuman exertions, in forty minutes the 
giMve was dug. 

“ Kiiough 1” said Norbert ; and throwing down his spado, he took up his 
s?wnrd, adding, “ On guard, sir I ” 

Ihit Croisenois did not move— impressionable and nervous by nature, lie 
felt a cold chill at his heart. The ni^ht — the vacillating light— all these 
hideous preparations affected his ima^ation. He could not take his eyes 
fu»jn tlifit yawniing grave— it fascinated and attracted him. 

“ Well,” said Norbert, impatiently. 

CroiHonoia started. “I will speak,” he said at last, in a solemn tone. 
“ In a minute, sir, one of us will be lying there dead ; a nmii does nob lie in 
the face of death. Hear me. I swear to you on my honour, and on all my 
hopes of salvation, that the Duchess de Champdoce is innocent.” 

“ You liave said that before, why repeat it? ” 

** Because it is my duty, sir — ^because I think with horror that my mad 
passion basin' *ied the noblest iuid purest of women. Believe mo, sir, 1 
of you, you have nothing to forgive her. See here, I am not 
ashamed to entreat you— yes, to entreat you humbly — to allow my death, if 
yon kill me, to serve as lull expiation. Be humane towards your wife — 
treat her kindly— do not make her life one long torture.” 
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“Knon^h ! or I shall look upon yon as a cowanh” 

“Alas!” criod Croiaouois, “on guard, then, <aiicl may God decide be- 
tweon iia ! ” 

'I'liL-ir swords crossed, and the combat began — quick and violent. Tho 
Rpaco wliioh the lantern lighted was but small, and whenever one of tho 
ailvcrdaiiofi was driven into tho shadow as frequently happened, tlio other 
reniatned in the light, exposed to thrusts ho could not parry, as he did not 
sre them come. Tiiis proved fatal to Croisenois; for on one occasion, ns he 
advanced, Korbert hinged forward and pierced him in the breast. The 
poor fellow throw up his arms, and dropped his sword — his knees hent 
under him, and ho fell back without a cry or soiind of any kind. Threo 
limes ho tried to rise, but thrice his strength failed him. He wishorl to 
speak, but could only pronounco a few unintelligible words, for the blood 
iilrt'ftdy choked him. A convulsion — one long-drawn breath — and he was 
dead. 

(J<;orge do Croisenoia was doad. Yes, he was dead, and Norbort de 
(Miampdocc stood beside Jihn, with eyes dilated in terror, with his hair 
rising on end, quivering horribly from head to foot. He realized then, for 
the iirst time, what it is to see a man die by one’s own hand. 

And yet Korbert was not ao much disturbed by tho thought that ho Iiad 
jfilU:d t.'roi.sonoiM, for he believed his cause just, and oonsiderod ho htul 
acted riglitly. Jhit sweat gathered on his brow, and ho felt mortal an- 
giiiAh nt the thought that ho must lift that body in his arms, and throw 
it, yet warm and palpitating, into yonder grave. Me hesitated and 
struggled with liirnsolf for at least ten minutes — he recapitulated all the 
jvaxous whi<^h made it necessary he should do this at once. Tho risk 
of (liscovory — the honour of his house. At last he stooped, put out Jiis 
«rinn, but recoiled before his brands touchod the body, ifis heart ffiilc4i 
lijui. and he straightened himself up again. It was only after another long 
*'i.i uggU^ wdth hiuisdlf that he once more stooped down. This time lio 
seized hold of tho l>ody, and with extraordinary strojigth tlirow it into the 
grave where it full with a dull thuil, which sounded to Norbort like the 
iioi'so of an earthquake. Then snatching up the spado which poor Geoigo 
h id used so clumsily only a littlo while Wforo, ho swiftly filled up tho 
gravtj and batlciod down tlio carili, finally covering it all over with straw 
and dried leaves. “And so,” ho siiid aloud, “tins is the end of a m/in 
w'ho wu onged a Champcloce --this is what it cost him.” 

Jfo stopped short, for a few paces off in tho shade, under the trees, barely 
a foot or tw*o from the ground, he fancied he could detect a human fuco 
with a pair of shining eyes fixed upon him. The shock was so great that 
he staggered ; but in a moment he recovered himself, and simbching up 
Ilia bloody sword, he rushed to the spot whore he had perceived this fright- 
ful appaiition. At his first gesture, however, a huiiican form— a womairs 
form— had started up and tied like the wind towards tho liouao. But 
Norbert caught her on the steps. 

“ Mercy I ’* she cried, falling on her knees, “ mercy 1 Do not kill me,” 

Without replying, ho dragg^ her by her clothes to the end of the garden, 
under tho lantern. She was a girl of eighteen or ninctcon'--ugljr, dirty, 
and poorly cla«l. Norbert examined her, and could not recognize her, 
though ho fancied ho had seen her before. “Who arc you ? he asked' %t 
last. 

Her answer M^as a torrent of tears, and ho realised he should never be able 
to get hor to speak if ho did not begin by reassuring her. “ Come, now,” ho 
VOK H. II 



J ] 1 THK SLAVES OF PAKIS. 

- 

more gently, ilon’t weep in this foolish way, Tm not going to hurt 
you. Who arc you ? ” 

I'm Oflroline Schimmcl.** 

“Caroline?" he repeated. 

“ Yo 8, Monsieur Ic Due ; I have been a scullion here for three months." 

“ How does it happen you are not at the wedding with the others ?" 

“Alas I it wasn’t fault; I was invited, and wanted to go, but I 
hadn’t a decent dress to wear : I’ve only fifteen francs wages a month. I’m 
very unfortunate, for not ono of the women in the houso would lend me 
one," 

“ How did you happen to he in the garden?” interrupted Noibert. 

“ Oh I Monsieur Ic Due, I felt so very unhappy, anrl I was .sitting at 
my attic window crying, when all at once I saw a light in the garden. 1 
thought it might be robbers, and 1 wont dowm tho servants’ stairs on 
tiptoe.” 

“And wh.'ifc did you see?” 

“I saw everything." 

“ What do you rncati by everything ? " 

“ Well, v/hen I got here you niid tho other man were digging. I made 
vvrlain you were 8<‘firc’liing for hidden treasure. Dut. bless nui ! how niis- 
takei) 1 was ! Tho other began to talk to yon, but 1 couldn’t hear a word, 
yon, either of you said : and then you began to fight. J was liorribly 
fvi^-htcued, but I couldn’t turn my eyes away. Then I saw the man fail 
hack—” 

“ Aud then ? ” 

•* 'I'lion," she repeated, with evident hesitation, “T saw you— hury him -- 
tlion— ’* 

“ Did you have a good look at this inau ? ” 

“ Yes, Moiidicur le Due," 

“ Had you c^er .sc<ui Itim btdorc? Do yow know his name 

“ No, Monsieur le Due,” 

Norhert ndicctcd for a moment, “Listen, iny girl,” ho said. “ Tf you 
kijf)w how' to hold your tongue- jf you know?’ how to forget— it W'ill be a 
gri'Ut piece of hick for you that you camo into the gruden to-night.’* 

“Iwdll never say a woruj Monaionr le Due, to any human being. T 
swear to you I never W'ill.” 

“ Very well. If you keep this oath your fortune’s as good as in.-ide, 
'rn-morrow' I’ll give you a h.iiidsomo sum, and you can return to your pro- 
\ in 00 , and marry any good follow you may happen to fancy." 

“ Can that really no, Monsieur le Due? ’* 

“It will ho. Now go np to your room again and go to bed. To-morrow 
my viilet .Tean will tell you just what you are to do, and you must obey 
him as you w'ould obey me." 

“ Oh I Monsieur le Due !— oh I Monsieur le Due,” and in her trans- 
ports of joy, the ugly scullion wept and laughed together. 

To know that his name, honour, and life were in tlie hands of a girl like 
this, meant the loss of all repose and sciiso of security for Korbert. Aiul 
yet, he was at her mercy I For it' resolved itself into that. Ho realised 
that in fututf.jbkia girl’s merest wishes would be orders he must obey. No 
..•^'«ftttcr what absurd notions .and faueies she might take into her head, he 
must comply with them all. AVhat means could ho . employ to liberate 
himself from this odious slavery? He only knew of one— murder; but 
surely there had been enough blood spilt on tliat one night. 
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Four pfersona now possessed, or wore on Iho pomt of possessing Norbert’a 
Bccict. First, the unknown person who had written the anonymous letter, 
tlieti the duchesa, and Caroline, and finally, Jean, whom he would he com- 
pelled to confide iu. But this was not the moment to reflect, Bangor mms 
perhaps at hand. The servants might at any moment rotnrii. Accordingly, 
Norbert obliterated the last traooa of the duel, and thou went to his v. 
room, 

11c expected to find her unconaeioua, lying whero she had fallen when he 
pushed her l)aGlc. But the duchess was seated in an .arm-chair beside the 
lire, fthe was very pale, and her eyes shone with fever. Sho rose wheii he 
entered the room, fixing such a strange look upon him that ho involuntarily 
bowed Ilia iiead. 

But ashamed of his own moral cowardice, he swiftly migod it a^ain. 

My honour is avenged,” ho said, withii bitter sneer. “ The Iklarqius do 
Groiacuois ia dead. 1 have killed your lover, inadaino.” 

iSlic was apparently prepared for this blow, for she did not start ; only 
her oxpn-sfiion became more haughty, and the lurid light in her dark cyi‘s 
grew more inteneo. “You arc mistaken,” she said, in a wonderfully calm 
voice. “ You arc mistaken, Monsieur do Croisciiois— (leorge — ^waa not my 
lf*vcr.” 

“ Oh J spare yourself the trouble of lying ; I ask no questions.” 

Nmln'i’t was inexpressibly irritated by his wife’s calm inipas'-ihility, and 
ivoiihl have given anything to have been able to dispel this mood, whioli to 
fnm was utterly inexplicalde. But in vain did he use the most mortifying 
and speak in the most sarcastic tone ; she had reached heights lie 
could not attain. 

“lam not lying,” bhe answered, coldly.' “Why should I deceive or 
feign? What have I to fear or dread any more in this w'orldT You wish 
the trutii? Very well, you ehall have it. Learn, first, that it was with my 
kjKjwlcdgc and my permission that Ceorge camts here tins even lug. lie 
eauiti hcr'aii.sc 1 expected him. I left tJic small gate open for him,” 

“ jMadaine ! ” 

“ Wljcn yon came, ho had not been five minutes in my room, W'herc In* 
jilld never been before. X might have left you, fled from yon, porhaprt ; but 
living under your roof and bearing your name I could never have betraye d 
you. When you entered the room, he was begging me to fly with liiin. At 
that inomcnt his life and his honour wove mine. Ah I why did 1 hositatM ? 
I fad T said, yes, ho would have been living, and in some country far away ; 
wo two might have learned that this life was not all sorrow." 

Slko became more and more animated as she spoke ; all her usual tiniidiiy 
seemed to liavo vanished. “ Yes, I will tell you all,” she continued— “all, 
since you desire it. Ah I I loved him before I oven knew that tliero was 
such n person as yourself in existence. It was my broken lovo I wej)t for 
on tlie day when I was weak enough to obey my fatlmr, cowardly enough 
to give my hand to such as man as you I And it is my owui folly 1 now 
deplore— my own miserable weakness. Why did 1 ever consent to be youc 
wife? You have killed George, you say? No ; not so. Tfis memory will 
live for ever in my heart, tadiant and imperishable.” 

“ Take care ! ” cried Norbert ; “ take care I If—” 

“ Ah ! you will kill mo, too? Bo so ! I will make no sfa’iigglc for life *; 
itisw'orth nothing Ivithottt him. He is no moro. I have lived, and lifo 
can liave no charms for mo henceforth, death v ould be Welcome. To kill 
me would bo the, only boon you could now bestow on me 1 Strike I You 
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■vvonld unito U0 in death, and my lips would murmur, till they grow cold 
und ri^id ; ‘ Thanks ! tlianks ! * ** 

Noibci't listened, oonfoundod, astonished that he had still any power of feel- 
ing left him, after the terrible scenes he had passed through. Was this sho^ 
^lavie, his wife — wlio oKpressod horaolf with this unheanl-of violence — ^wlio 
braved him thus, imd defied hia anger? Mow could he have so misunder- 
stood her ? Mo had often compared her to polar ico, and now she burst 
forth into volcanic passion. Me forgot all his resentment in his admiration. 
She seemed to him absolutely transfigured, her beauty was something 
uiioartlily, her eyes glistened like stars, and her superb hair fell around her 
Rlioiddera in heavy masses. Yes, this was passion — real passion— not the 
inofilting sljadow he had so long pursued. ^ Mario Wiis capable of loving, 
really loving ; whilst for Diane, the fair-haired beauty with the steel-blue 
eyes, love was only a battle or a jest ! This was a revelation, indeed. Ah ! 
vvlijifc would lie not have given to have been able to efface the post? An 
absurrl, propofitcrous idea eiitofod his mind. Mo really fancied that his wife 
might possiiily forgive him, and so went towards lier wnth extended arms. 

Marie ! ” he said, “ Marie ! ** 

“ 1 forbid you,” she answered— I fotbid you to call mo l\raric.” 

He did not reply, but approached still nearer— when, all at oneo, she 
threw iKTsolf back with a fearful shriek, “Blood !” sho cried- bloo<l 
on your hamia j ” 

Nor her fc looked at his hands. It was tnie. The palm of liis left hand 
was crimson red, and on his right shirt-cuff there was a large spot of blood, 
'I’iio sight well nigh overwhelmed him, and yet ho once more made a 
pleading gesture. 

-But the duchess pointed to the door. “Go!” she cried, with extra- 
ordinary vehemence — “go ! I will not betray >ou— I \^'ill keep tlic secret 
of your crime. But never forget that there lies a cov^isc between us, and 
that I hate vou ! ” 

■Jia^o aiul jcalousv tore Norberi’s heart. Croiscnois, although dead, 
w'ouhl harm liiin still. “ And you.” he answ’cred, in a hoarse voice you 
spoMi to forget that T am your husband— that you are mine — that I can 
make your life oiio long agony. Let me remind you of that, To-inovrow, 
at ten o'clock, I shall be Iioio,” 

lie loft the house just as the clocks were striking two, and hurried to the 
Ksplaimdo dcs Invalidcs. Steady at his post, the soldier was still leading 
the hors© about. “Upon my word!*^ he exclaimed, however, when 
Norbert appcareri, “you miake long visits ! 1 only had leave to go to tlie 
theatre, and 1 shall get into trouble.” 

“ I'shaw I I told you I would give yon tw^enty francs. Take a couple,” 
and Norbert handed him two louis. 

“ Ah 1” exclaimed the soldier, in dcllchtcd astonishment, and Baliiting 
the duke as deferentially as if ho had been a marshal of Franco, )io 
hurried off. 

An hour later, Noibort rapped at the window of the wine shop, w^hero 
Jean was waiting. “ Take care not to be seon when you take the horse 
in,” ho said, “ opd then coitio to mo ; 1 need your advice and cxperieiico.” 
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XVIIL 

OuiEF, anger, and horror had imparted wonderful Btrongth and energy to 
tlio Duchess de Champdogc, whilst she waa in her husband’s presence ; but 
iiH soon 118 she found herself alone, all her excitement subsided, and cx- 
iiaustod by the stupendous effort she had made, she sank on to a sofa, half 
fainting aiul aobbbig. Her despair Was all the greater, as she reproached 
lieraclf for Croisenois' death. ** If I had not granted him that fatal rendez- 
vous,” she said to herself, ^‘ho wonld be living now ; it is my love that 
killed him 1 " 

lh‘r distress waa truly terrible. At one moment the idea of going to her 
f.'itlicr occurred to her ; but she rejected it, for what good would it do? 
The Count do Puymandoiir would hardly listen to her, or .at the most 
merely aay : “You are a duchcaa, you have five hundre<l thousand francs 
a year ; you must be happy, or at least you ought to be 1 ” 

Tlio night was jmssed in untold anguish, nnd when her maids entered lii;r 
room, .about ton o’clock the next morning, they found her stretched on tins 
lloor, dressed as they had last seen her .at dinner. Her limbs were still' 
and cold, her head M'us buniiiig, .and her eyes glisteniug. This discovery 
ciiubcd quite a pinio in the house. No one Iciiew wliat to do, and four 
lll0^scngcrs had been despatched, one after the other, for a doctor, when 
iNorbori arrived from Maiaons, He went at once to his wife's roojn. Nlie 
dM not recognise him. Finding her in this condition, ho became very im 
easy as to what had taken place in his absence. Accordingly lie began to 
qu..stion the maids as skilfully as ho could, and while thus occupiecl not 
one ])hyfiician, but two arrived. They dcckred that the ducdiess was iu an 
alanniug slate, expressed doubt whether she would even live tlii oiigh this 
strange attack, and advised n. consultation for tlio afternoon. Then, afler 
urging the strictest adherence to their prescriptions, and the most careful 
- /atchfuluess, they retired. 

Tlieso injunctions were superfluous. Norbert took his place at his wife's 
Iji dside, determined not to leave her until she was either better or dunl. 
She WM 8 now ill a terrible fever, and the Language delirium brought to lu r 
lips made Norbert’ shudder. This was the second time ho had been com- 
pelled to guard a secret in the fiame way. Formerly, at Champdocc', it 
■was his father he watched — the father who could disclose the terrib’e crimo 
lie had attempted. And now ho liad to guard his wife, nnd prevent the 
story of CvoiKcnois’ fate escaping her Kps. Forced to sit at Marie’s sulc — 
forced to tlio contemplation of the i^asfc— ho was horror-stricken to think 
tliiit, at twenty-five, he liad to look back upon such apiialling ciiinc.s, and 
forw.Ti’d to a life filled with such remorse and gloom. What a future was 
in store for him after such a past I And liis wife’s delirium was not his 
only care. Kvery ten iniuuies he rang to ascertain if Jean, his faithful 
valet, had not yet arrived. 

At last, after repeated inquiries, Jean came, .and Norh^-tt at ouco led 
him to the embrasure of a window. “Well?” he asked. 

“ ft is all arranged, sir -be easy.” 

“ I’his Caroline — " 

“Is gone, sir. I put iicr into the train inystlf, after giving her tw'cnty 
thousand francs. ISho has left Paris, und pr<;poscs going to America to 
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a ^-oiibiu, who win marry her in all probability — at all events she 
liopeK so.” 

is'oibert breathed more freely— -the thought of this Caroline Schimmol 
IkuI been a fearful weight. ** And the other matter he asked. 

The old servant shook his head sadly. “Ahl It’s very pciiloua,** he 

Stiid, 

‘ ‘ What have you done ? ’* 

*‘I have discovered a young commercial traveller, an honest fellow I’m 
told, who thinks I wisli to ,^cnd him to Kgypt to hny cotton, llo’ll at.u t 
to-day, and post llie two IrUers written by M, do Croisoiiois— one at Mar- 
seilles, and tlio sceoiitl at Cairo. ” 

“And you don’t sec that these letters will make me perfectly secure ? ” 

“ I see that t]jo least cavclessnosa on the part of our agent, or the merest 
aeeifh nt, may betray i)s.” 

An»l yet it must he dono.” 

dean irnide no rejoinder. JIc did not know how to resist his master's 
ovilej's, so the tiMVollcr started, and the letters w'cie x>i^i^ted in due 
».uurse. 

During the tw’O next days Korbert had not a minute to himself* Alter 
ihfir euijsultatiou the physioians had given a. ray of hope, but it was a very 
t' liijt one. It was augges ted that tho diichess’a reason might always Ikj 
iiti]iiurecl. And diiriug these hours, 'wldvh seemed an eternity, Noibert 
il.U'cd not even close his eyes, and it was with a sick dread that he allowed 
tlui maids oven to enter their mistress's room— for her delirium persisted, 
and Oroisenois’ iiaiue was constantly incntioncd in her ravings, Ilow’ovcr, 
on the fourth day tlic fever turned, Marie slept, aufl Korbert had leisure 
to rcllcct. 

JlcAV WM 3 it that Madame do Mussidan, who usually came every day, 
had given no signs of life? This circuniskanco seemed to him so extra- 
ordinary that he veuturcil to write her a brief iioto informiim her of his 
wife’s ilJiio.srs, An hour later lie rcecived this laconic reply : Do yon he- 
lirve there is any r’cason for Mousl mr dc Mussidan’a sudden announocinont 
that we are to si)euvl the winter m Italy ? Wo leave to-night. Farewell ! 

*‘IX” 

So she abandoned In in ihoni- abandoned him', and thus his last hope 
\ anished. And yet ho was still so blind that he fancied this separation was 
l oally as great a blow to lior as to himself. 

A few daj^« Liter, when Madame de Champdoce was out of danger, 
although lio'liimseU was still liowed down by this last nnyfori’me, the 
duetOL* took him aside in a mysterious inauiier ; he had to annouueo a 
startling though delightful piece of news ; the Duelicss de Champdoce was 
rjicrirt'f’. 

iSueh indeed was tho case, and this was tho secret that Mario had been 
on tho point of revealing to Oeorgo do Croisenois when her liusbaiid’s 
arrival iiiieiTuptcd tlieir interview. It was tho thought of her condition 
that had prevented her from leaving her husband’s roof, and had given her 
courage to resist her lover’s entreaties to elope with him. Unfortunately, 
she had not d^Joaed tho fact to Korhert, and now tliat the news came to 
hjjLU, alter thWterrible scene, after the duel and the death of Croisenois, it 
was bound to rekindle all his rime* Persuaded of hia wife's guilt, despite 
all her protestations, ho could only imagine that the child she had conceived 
was none of his. As the physician spoke to him he turned pale, and his eyes 
hushed lire. **Xhauk.s, doctor,” ho stammered— thanks for this good 
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news. It makes mo very happy, of course. Excuse mo— I must go to the 
duclie.'j3 at ouce.” 

However, instead of going to his wife, he repaired to his library and 
locked liimsclf in. He nectfed solitude to look this now situation full in 
t’jc f:ice, and regain his aclf-posaossion. The more Novbert reficcted, tlio 
iriore he persuaded himself that ho had been miserably duped. Must he 

islcome the child of George do Croiscnoi.s and rear it as bis own ? Must 
lu! .arc(?pt this living testimony of his degradation ? Thi.s child would grow 
up in his house, bear liis name, and inherit tlio enormous fort one of tl>o 
CMiampdocc family. “No! never,” he cried, “never? 1 would strangle 
il .sooner with iny own liand.s ! ** 

'I’he more ho thought of the disgust he would be compelled to hide — of 
the earesaca and allection he must feign, to avoid the aiistnciona of the 
World — the more impossLlile it seemed to him that ho could play such a 
Dumstrous farce. And yet although he lunged fur vengeance, he deter' 
uiiiird to (li&Biniulate. 'J'he fact is, lie feared his wife's revtdations. The 
mysterious disappearance of De Croi.seiiow had cr<*atcd a great eensation, 
and although the letters po.sted by Jean’s emissary tliiekencd the mystery 
-•! tlio Jidair, they did not satisfy either the police or the public. IIow'caut, 
the worM giow's'tiied uf everything in turn, other strange events occurred, 
t ‘tuisonois was forgotten, and Norbert at last began to believe that lu; couhl 
nunc u itb iinpunity. He led a miserable life. He f(dt utterly worn out and 
v'\lauKttd. lie yrk\H not yot twonty-five, ami yet there did nob seem to be 
.1 vny nf hope in the fntiiro. ‘ Eor three montha Hiano had given him no 
oigH of lifcj, a river of blood stjparatcd him from his wife ; among all bis 
ashuciatc.s he hud not a single true fiiciul, and dissipation utterly palluil 
on liis taste. 

'1‘iius in the .seclusion ol his own housu he pondered on what iuid now 
become his one lixeii idea : how could he ^et rid of that child which w.u'i 
coming into the >vorld, how could he five himself from bringing it up as his 
own ? It seemed to him that there w'os only one plan jiossible. He must 
procure another child no matter where or bow, and aubstituto it for the 
i.ifant the duchess was about to give birth to. Yes, that was the only 
biaaiblc schciue he could thhik of, and accordingly he explained it to Jean, 
uliom devotion had made his accomplice. For the first time, sLiice Norberb 
had been his master. Jean resisted. This substitution seemed to him 
abominable, and he did not hesitate to express his conviction that it would 
certainly entail misfortune for all who took part in it. Still, Norbert was 
so prea.siiig and imperative, that, at last, the old valet reluctantly coiificnted 
to .as.'iisl him, being all the more influciiccd as his master had talked of 
applying to some one else, w'ho might prove less scrupulous and skilful in 
o.in yiug out this infernal scheme. 

Tlie enterprise was a perilous one, difFicult to conduct with due secrecy ; 
special coincidences w^ore needed to insure success, and even ■when every 
po.ssiblc precaution was taken, something must still be left to ohaneo. No 
niatter. A month later Jean informed his master that it would be advisable 

for the duchess to establish herself at once at tho Ch^iteau do L , a place 

ou'iied by the Champdocc family nciir Montolre. Once tin.*'"- the old valet 
would answer for the rest. Accordingly, the very next day Norbert tc'^k 

bis wife to L . .Poor w'oman ! sho was the mere shadow' of herself. Of 

roreiit times she and Novbert had lived like strangers under the same roof 
— w'ceks .sometimes olap.sing without their seeing each other, for when they 
had anything to ■comiiiuiiLeate they usually wrote it down. 
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The CliAtcau do Ii was marvellously adapted to Norbert’a plan — for 

oiiec there the duchess was entirely at her husband’s mercy and discretion 
»Slie cotdd look nowhere for assistance ; she had not ev^ the faint hon||fl| 
her father’s help, for a month previously ho had died suddenly, 
appoiutjneut and vexation, at having been beaten at an electiowHHV 

exactly occurred at L when the uuchess was condned 1 It is dilBoult 

to say, so well was the secret Hopt. The note in which the poor mother 
wrote : ** Have mercy, ^ive mo back our child,” alone reveals something of 
the terrible struggle which undoubtedly took pLice. However, this muon is 
certain — the child which the duchess gave birth to was loft by Jean at the 
Foiiiidliiig Hospital of Vcndiime ; and it is moreover beyond (juestion that 
tlio infant, baptised under the name of Anne-Rcn^ G outran de Doinpaiv, 
Marejuis de Chaiupdoce, was really the son of a poor girl of the environs of 
Moiitoirc, who was called the Witch.” 


XIX. 

At tlufi point 13. Mascarot’a inamiscript abruptly ended. Paul Violainc 
laid tlic leaves on the tabic, saying with boiuo surprise, And that's all ? ” 
It wan, hoAvcver, fiuite time ho finished, for his voice was well-nigh broken 
by this perusal of six hours’ duration, with but one or two pauses of a few 
minutes. Thu narrative had certainly been listened to Avitb due attention. 
Nuithor Catenae nor Hortcblze had interrupted, cither with remark or 
gesture. As for 13. Hascarot, ho had apparently listened with the satisfac- 
tion of an author who is proud of his work, but in ro;diky, as he sat loaning 
back in his nrni-chair, twirling his thiiml^, he was kecady watching his 
companions. The effect of the narrative had been just w'hat he had antici- 
pated * The perusal was over, and Paul, Catenae and Hortebi/.o, still 
locked at each other, with an air of mingled terror and stupefaction. The 
lawyer was the fii'st to break the silence. Ah I ha ! 1 always said that 
our friend Baptistin was bom for literature. As soon as he takes up <a pen 
the business man disappoars, and instead of notes and memoranda, w'o have 
a romance I ” 

" Do you really look on tins as a ivmanco 1 ” asked Hortcblze. 

“ A i-omance in form, certainly — yon will Admit that," 

Caten^V’>nul Mascarot, hi a sarcastic tone, ought, bettor than any 
one else, to be able to judge of the veracity of this tale, he being the advisor 
of the noble Duke de Champdoce, this very Norbert whose youth I have 
described.” 

“ I dou’t deny the foundation,” said Catenae, quickly. 

“ Then what do you deny ? ” 

‘•Nothing, in fact ; I was merely jesting. I merely object to the some- 
what romantic form In which you have Bt[^d your case.” 

“Catenae,” resumed Mascarot, “has hoard scveml important state- 
ments from hia noble client, but ho has taken good care never to com' 
municate theufr^yo us. Knowing as much as ho did, he had every reason to 
bciievo we were going straight on to the rocks, and should be -wrecked. 
•^Jhidced, he positively hoped such would prove the case, and that ho would 
^%hu.s got rid of us for good i ” The advocate tried to protest and deny, but 
Mascarot silenced biin with a threatening look and au imperious wave of 
the hand. “As for this narrattee being a romance,” her resumed, “my 
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wod^lfas merely been bo much editing— bo nluch cUisaLfication and curtail* 
,^jf!n1r.\Tho romantic cloii>^irtr il auch it be, ia ciitiroly the work of Korbert 
■;^d de Mnasidan;, Certain ih|nCT may Lave sccincd to you far 

don't blame md 1 have meredy been a copylHt." 
it Bccms to me-**” 

“It Hoema to me,** interrupted Masoarot, “that you have forgotten 
Afadaine do Musaidan's correapondence* 8he is a very careful woman, nml 
had prcsciwed not only her own letters, whicli Norbert returned to her, but 
uIho his imswers.'* 

“ And wc have them ? ’* 

“ Most certainly we have, and my narrative is mainly a res'um^ of their 
contents, supplemented by information from the instigator of the original 
intrigue — ‘judge ’ Daumaii.” 

“The ‘ judge ’ indeed I What, is he still living ? ” 

“ (Certainly he is, and you know him too. He’s one of our people. lie is ' 
no longer in his ^jranUre jeu7ie88e, no doubt ; in fact, he's rather broken as 
regards his limbs, but his brain is still intact." 

Ciitenac had become very sorious, “ You tell me so much—” ho began. 

“ I can tell you even more," interrupted Alascarot. ** I can loll you that 
all tlie particulars of the duel and dca& of poor Coorge do Croiscuois wore 
M'rittoii under the dictation of Oarolino Schimmcl. When this woman left 
Tallis with tho 20,000 francs Jean had given her, she meant to go to 
America, but as it happened ehe travelled no farther than X«o Hftvro. Tliu 
uood looks and j^rsuasivo language of a gallant sailor she met there, chan/^dl 
her plans. This sailor was certeiiily a most ainiublo man as long as her 
money husted, but somehow or other he disappeared just at tho same time 
as her last thousand franc note. Caroline was as poor ^ ever again, but, 
however, she contrived to return to Paris, and appUm to tho Duke do 
Ciiuinpdoce. lie realised he W'as caught, and succoured her. Four oi’ live 
times ho tried to assure Caroline a comfortable little position, but her luis- 
coiuliict made all attempts in that direction useless. At last tho duke 
I'l'signcdly allowed her to black mail lum whenever she chose, ncccpliug 
this shame, perhaps, as a kind of penance. She leads a qiicor life. Now' 
and then she'll seek a situation an<l work for a week or two, but her dis* 
solute liahits soon gain the upper hand, and then she goes off to tho llitko de 
Champdoco and asks him for money. Ho^vever, the oath of acereoy she 
swore was until very recently faithfully kept by h^. If it hadn't b(!cn 
for her partiality to the bottle, Tanhaine would probaply have failed to ex- 
tort a word from her. It may hax^pen, that having* I’ecqvercd, she wdU 
romomber she lias divulged the duke^s secret, aud go and warn him of the 
fact.” 

“ flood heavens 1 " exclaimed Catenae, in alarm, “ in that case — " 

“Do you think,” asked Masoarot, “ that I should bo as much at case as 
1 am, if I feared any ])eril? What would Caroline say. Who would she 
accuse of having stolen her secret ? An old man named Taniaino. Do you 
suppose the noble duke, your client, would be able to trace any connection 
between a poor devil like Tantaine, and a highly respected advocate like 
yourself ?" 

“ It would 1)0 difficult, indeed I " 

“And besides,” urged Dr. Hortebizc, “at the .first sign of danger wo 
should Huj)pres.s old Tantaine. No trace of him woidd ever more be found.'* 

li. Mascarot nodded approvingly, and then icsnmed, “What have wc 
really to fear from tho Duko dc Cliampdoco ? Nulluug at all in my opinion. 
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AVo hold liim aa surely as wo hold the Countess de Mussidan. We have hia 
Itiitcra, and we know that Croiaonois* skeleton could bo found in his garden. 
"I'he identity of tho marquis’a remains could easily be established, for we 
know that when be disappeared be 'had about hia person a thousand f nines 
or so in Spanish OTtziM, That fact is diatiuetly stated in the report of the 
iiK^uiiy whlcli took place coucerniiig his disappearance.’’ 

it was amusing to watch Catenae’s face, and see how his feelings and 
A'ie.wn changed ns he gradually became convinced that little or no riuk was 
incurred by theso proceedings. “Como,” said he, “enough speaking. 
I'm .at your discretion. Am I not? And, besides, youVo convinced me. 
I'll ju-t loyally, I give you my word. Explain your plan, and then I’ll tell 
you all 1 iiavo learned fr<im tho duke.” 

Mascarot smilod with an air of satisfaction. Ho had really won tho day, 
junl 110 longer doubted the advocate’s hiiicerity. “ Before unytljing else,” 
,'i.‘iid Ik*, “I must give you the end of the story which r.aul has just rca<l. 
'J'hc liulvc and Diieliess *de Champdocc renounced all hopes of happiness, but 
they both determined to save appearances, and did not allow the world to 
.'uispect tho torriblo life they led. The dnebesS, who had becoms a great 
invalid, devoted all tho time her ailments allowed her to works of charity ; 
and i.hc duke, alter applying himself to remedy the deficienccs of his Oiirly 
cdiu-ation, became one of tho moat remarkable men in Europe,” 

“And .Madame do Mussidau ?” asked Catenae. 

“ llei’ husliaud'a father was dead. Sho had now bocoiiie a countess with 
gi’Kat wealth at bor disposal. However, w'ith the strange perversity of bci* 
clKinieter, sin.* did not consider herself completely avenged on Korbci b, 
until ho learned that he owed the crowning misfortune of bis life to licr; 
aud, in fact, on iior return from Italy she sent for Norbert and told him 
‘■V4*ry thing. Yes, she dared to tell him that it >vas h^ic who had, so to say, 
. impelled hia wife into Croisonois’ arms — she told him that it was she wiio, 
having heard of the rendezvous, had written him that fatal anonymous 
letter.” 

“ And ho didn’t kill her? ” cried IforV.bizo. 


“ Hadn’t she all his letters ? And she threatened him with tlicm, more- 
ever. Oh ! wo need not flatter ouriijelvos that Ave have tlie monopoly of 
blackmailing 1 This noble countess mode the duke shell out lust as if she 
hfid been a more advcnturc.sfl. Only ten days ago she borrowed— she called 
it 'oorrowJng, you obsorvo-^i large sum from him, to appease Van Klopen. 
J lowevor, on that point sufficUt lot os turn to tho child who was substituted 
for tho duchess’s real eon. You knew him, doctor, 1 believe.” 

“ I often saw him. J£o was a handsome fellow — ” 


“Yes, but a miserable scamp after all. Ho was educated and brought 
up in the most princely miumer ; but he had the tastes and manners of a 
iacuuey, and if ho had livoil ho W'ould certainly have dishonoured tho name 
he j^ro. He had caused the duke and duchess any amount of despair, when 
some ten months ago he was carried off by a brain fever. He died, im- 
ploring the forgiveness of those whom ho beUevod to be his parents, and 
they forgot their animosity toAvards each other at tho bedside of tins dying 
yovith Avlio had <^U8ed thcjii so mucli sorrow — a sorrow, which Noi l^^rt, at 
least, may have moked upon as divine punishinont. Well, this lad being 
dt'ali, it seemed as if the name of Ohampdoce was doomed to extinction. 
However, urged by his wife, Norbert decided to try and find the child, lelt 
nt tho Foundling llospital of Yondome. He could not uudoAvhat had been 
done, but still, iu accordance Avith tho law, he might adopt this child and 
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l)orjiio.'it]i forinno, name, and title to him. He no longer doubted that the 
boy was really his own ; and so, all hope and expectation, he started for 
Vendotno provided with all needful information for ideutificatioii. A 
torrible disappointment awaited him. It was admitted at the hospital that 
a child had been received there on the day Norbort nameil, and clothed as ho 
desovibod. Tlic register proved all this, and the medal tho poor little 
ioLindling had worn round lua neck w^as even produced. Hut on the other 
Jiantl, tho cliild had long sinoo left the hospital, and no one hnew what had 
]>ocome ol him. When twelve years old, ne had run away, and all efforts 
to liiul him again had proved nna vailing.” 

It wa« with a keen pang that Catcniic listened to these precise particu- 
JiU’H, which showed how well informed his associates were. Ho had hoped 
to Ui able to reveal many of thoso points himself as an atoiiumcnt for his 
]»abt treachery. 

Ifowovor, Mascarot continued, “This new misfortune overwhelmed tlio 
Ihdio do Chainpdoce. After tlie crimes and follies of his youth, which he 
(■(msidered he had bitterly expiated by long years of misery and anguish, 
Ivu liad IifH^ed at least to cud his days in peace, and to hud his lioinu nob 
(juito desolaio after all ; but oven this solace now seemed denied him. Ho 
.I'Liiriicd home, looking fully twenty years older, and bad to tell his poor 
yvifo tlie sad truth. Their son liad disappeared— tlmro was no hope of 
tit.diog him. For some days tho duko remained an a state of absolute pro- 
-tnvtiou, but at last it acemed to him that it would Ijc culpable cowardice 
!.(»t to make an oH'ort to try and find the child. The world is wide, no 
.oubt, and a nameless, pcuniloss boy flying from a fouudliug hospital is a 
mere s)icok on it.^ surface ; but then with money miracles can bo accom- 
j.lishcd, so why shouldn’t the duko make an effort? Witli his great wealth 
lie nur'lit obtain tho assistaiico of tho most exjiert detectives. Ami besides, 
his life would have an object, and in tho search ho might utilise all his own 
energies now running to waste, 8oiv.cd with cliis idea, he swore that Iio 
woulil never rcjst — that lio would never despair of finding his son until he 
licld in Ills hands the indisputable proofs of the lad’s death. However, lie 
di«l not confide his project to the duchess. He feared, for he harl learned to 
have some consideration for her, that alternatives of despair ajid hope would 
be more than she could bear. Her health was so shattered, that such ex- 
citement might kill hci*. Having fully reflected, he began by applying to 
that lesser I’rovidcnce which watches over society from the Kiio de Jerusaloni. 
However tho police hardly paid any attention to him. They merely 
feud, ‘All right. We’ll ace what con be done ; call again in a month’s time. 
( kind -morning.’ The fact is, tho duko's {wculiar position imposed especial 
reserve upon him. As ho oonld not tell the truth, he naturally presented 
the subject weakly, and iu fact, awakened no intorost. Tliis was very 
unfortunate for him, for he had been received by a rather clever chap— a 
fellow who has a big reputation at the Fr^foctiire, who is our friend Martin 
liigal’s noighljour by the way, and whose name is Lecoq.” 

To Paul’s great surprise, this name produced an appalling effect on Dr. 
Hortebize, who at once started to his feet, caught hold of thn locket dang- 
ling from his watch-chaiu, and looked round the room W'lth haggard eyes. 
“ .Stop ! ” said he, iu a choked voice, “if that Lecoq’s .mixed up m this, I 
withilraw, for nothing will go well. Yes, really, I withdraw.” 

His panic was so'sihgular, that Catenae deigned to smile. “ Ah ! ah ! ” 
said the lawyer, “ 1 understand your excitement. But don’t he troubled ; 
Lecoq has nothiug to do with us.” 
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'J'his asijurancc was not enough for llortebizc, who turned aud looked at 
MuRcarct. Lecoq has uothiug to do with us/' repeated the ageut. 

“ The simpleton replied that his position prevented him from occupying 
himself with any private investigation — which is true, by the way. The 
duke olfercd him a large sum if ho would give up his position, but ho ro< 
fuBcd, saying that he did not work for monoy, but for art.” 

“ Which is also true,” interposed Catenae. 

“ To make a long story short, it was when Lecon refused his assistanee 
that the duke applied to Catenae, who introduced him to Perpignan. 1 
believe that is everything — ” 

" Yea, tliat’s everything/* said the advocate, “ I will merely add that the 
duke requested mo to supenutcud the soarches.” 

“ Have you a pliiu 2 ** 

“Mot yet. The (hike's instructions are these: 'Succeed, even if yon 
liavo to «iucstion cvoryljody on oarth.* Ilowover. operations have not yut 
commenced, aud to say the truth, 1 am very inucn of Perpignan’s opinion, 
the enterprise is a senseless one.” 

“ lAicoq thought that success was posnible.” 0 

“ lie Sitid so, no doubt ; but 1 fancy that if he had really thought so, he 
would have iiJidertakon the task himself.” 

“ Well/* said Mascaroi, calmly, “ I have felt certain of success ever aincc 
the outset.” 

“ Indeed I ” 

*’ Yes, and I have been at work — ” 

“ WJiat \ You have been to Vcndftme I ” 

“ Never uiiiid : I have been somewhere, at all events, and at this very 
inonuMit I can lay my hand on tho Duko de Champdooc’s heir.” 

“ You are josiir.g I ” 

“ I was never Jiiore serious in my life — have found him. Only, as it is 
quite impossil)hj for mo to appear ui tho matter, I reserve tho pleasure of 
restoring this child to his fat-hor to yourself and l*orpignan." 

C7:ibcTiac looked at Marscarot, Hoi^obizc, and Paul in turn, as if desirous 
of assuring himself that ho was not being laughed at. “ You don’t W'isli to 
appear ? ” ho said at last to his associate, in a suspicious tone. “ And wJiy ? 
Do you fear failure then ? Do you want to ensnare me ? ” 

Mascarot shrugged hia Bhoulders. “Pirst of all,” ho said, “I am no 
traitor, as you very well know. Then it is our mutual interest that no 
jiiisf or lane should befall you. One of us can't bo compromised without 
harming tho others. And besides, as to laying a trap for you, the part 
you’U have to play is so simple that treachery or bad faith is quite out 
the question. Vuu will have iiothing to dp but to point out tho loginning ot 
the scent. Others will follow it up at their own risk and peril, and you will 
only have to look on.” 

“But--” 

^lascarot’s patience was gone ; and ho frowned eevcrcly. “ 
h (5 harshly answered. “No further discussion is required j 1 am '^Iio 

master, and you must ohay.” 

When the iigept spoke in this style, it was pure waslv of time to try and 
resist, and so Catenae, albeit humiliated aud puzzled, discreetly relapsed into 
sirencQ. “ Now,” resumed Masi^arot, “ sit down at my table aud take care- 
fnl notes ol w'hat I am about to say. Success, as I have told you, is certain, 
but I must be ably seconded. Uverything now depeuda on your exactitude 
and the prooisioii of your movciiicnts — one false step may spoil our game,” 
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IVrTiTouT anotber word, hiding bia resentment nnd Jcaloupy under an 
ft [ui vocal smile, Catenae sat down at the ageut*8 table, opened a largo note- 
book, and provided himself with a well shar]}oncd pencil. In tlio moaiiwliile, 
Mascai'ot, on Jus side, took up a dozen of those cardboard squares which he 
spent bis life in abiidying. 

“ Xow, Paul,” said he, i^ray listen, and you, Catenae, don't lose a w'ord 
of Avliat I am going to say. To-day’s Thursday ; can it be avrangod that 
the Duko de Champdocc, Perpignan, and yourself, shall start for Vendome 
on Saturday ? ” 

“ Possibly so," answ'crod the advocate. 

“ Answer me with a yes or no. Are you auro that you can take tbeso 
]u*o]>lo there ? ” 

“ WclbjLhfiu — ^yes.” 

“ Very well ; on Saturday you will start, and on reaching VendCino you 
iuu«t ro to the l de la Pqatc.” 

“ ilotol de la Postc ! " giuud)led Catenae, with the air of a seci'ctnry who 
V(’prats the last W'Oi ds of a plira^JO dictated to him. 

“ On tlie day of your arrival at VeiidMiuo," resumed Masearofc, '*yoa will 
natiually do nothing — you will rest and feel your way. It will bo Sunday, 
■V- you know. ISTovcrihclcss, go to the hospital together, and repeat tlui in- 
quiries which the duko previously made alone. The superior, who is a 
u Oman of the higher class, and a good woman too, will take tho greatest 
pleasure in answering yonr <iucHtions. Through her you will again obtain 
the description of tho boy, and the precise dato of his disay)peiiriinco. kSlic 
will tell you that it wjis on tho 9th of September 1856, that his flight was 
discovered. She will tell you that he was at that time a tall, vigorous lad, 
witii an intelligent countenance, and keen l>right oyps, lioalthy and hand- 
sojne, about twelve years and a half old, but looking fully fifUen. She will 
.say that he woru a grey linen blouse, tx'Ouaers of cotton’ .''tuff striped blin, 
and white, a little cap without a i>eak, and a black silk nockcloLh willi 
white spots. She wilt add that the young fellow also carried away with 
him a white blou.se, a pair of grey trousers, and a pair of new shoes, tied 
u[) in a coloured liandkerchief." 

The lawyer watched the agent with stealthy curiosity. '*Upon my 
word ! " he muttered, “you are well informed." 

“Passably so, I think," answered IVCascarot carelessly; and tlien in a 
quick decided tone, he continued: “After this you will return to your 
liotel, and not until then — you understand — you will hold a cousnltatloii as 
to your first steps. Perpignan's plan is a good one — " 

“ You know it then ? " 

“ X think BO. He will suggest di^dding the environs of Venduinc into a 

certain number of zones, ana visitiiig every dwelUng in these zones in 

succession." 

“ The project seems reasonable to me.” 

“ It is so. Let him initiate it, but quietly influence its execution. Draw 
iiis attention to tho*fact that a natural di\isiou of the surrounding localities 
iu some measure already exists, and that the sifnp1o.st course is to begin by 
exploring, first of, all, the commiinee depending from Vendome itself, and 



12C 


THE SLAVRS OV TAKTS. 


thou all the cantonji of the arromlUsMenL In support of your idea ask for 
]k;jicIierello*s Geographical Dictionary, and dctermino tho others to work 
in the order tho dictionarv indicates. That is to say, you will, di'st of all, 
visit the conimUTu; of Aromes, then Az6, then Marcilly, but that’s ali'cady 
more than enough,” 

“ Areincs,” repeated Catenae, like an echo ; ** Az(i, Marcilly.” 

Masearot leaned over tho advocate and touched his shoulder lightly, 
“Note the order,” ho said ; “tho order 1 indicate. Everything depends 
on that.” 

“ Never fear— it’s written ! Look.” 

The agent nodded his approbation. “ When you set otit,” ho continued, 
“ yon will uaiiirally require a guide.” 

“Of course, wc shall require such a person,” 

“ Well, licre, Catenae, I am obliged to leave something to chance ; I eaji’t 
do otherwise. But there are niiiety-nine chances to one that tho hotel- 
keeper will designate a man named £V0got, whom he employs as a commis- 
sioner. Still, it may be that his choice will fall on another. In that case 
yon must, in someway or other — skilfully, mind — obtain the services of tliis 
particular man.” 

“But what am T to s«ay to him ? ” 

“Motliing at all. lie knows what ho has to do. His duties have boon 
oven more carefully traced out than your own ; he understancls everything 
tuUy. Ifou'cvor, theso preliminaries settled, you will, on Monday mciniing, 
brgin your investigations in the Commune of Aroincs, under the gnid-uice 
of Fi i'igot. Leave all the responsibility to Bevpignan ; but be sure tho diiko 
is w'itli you. You will begin by questioning the local authorities, who will 
not bo "aljlo to give you any information, and then , you must go through 
the vilbigc from door to door. Ask the inhabitants a series of questions 
which you will previously pr^are. Something in this style : ‘ My friends, 
w'o arc looking for a child. There are ten thousand francs reward for the 
person who puts ns on the right track. At the beginning of September, 
18.06, this lad must have been in your neighbourhood after running away 
from the Foundling Hospital at Venddmo. Do any of you recollect .sucli a 
child? Did any of you slielter or assist him? The ten thoUsSand fr.incs 
will he paid nt once. He was thirteen years old, &c., Ac.’ ” 

The lawyer stopped Masearot. •“ Wait a moment,” he said ; “I can find 
notiling better than your own words ; bo I’ll jest jot them down.” Ami 
he proceeded to do so. 

“On Monday,” resumed the agent, “you will receive discouraging 
answers. Matters will be tho samo on Tnoaday ami on the next three days ; 
hut on Saturday bo prepared for a groat surprise. On that day Fregot will 
taho you to a sccLuded farm, which is tilled by a man named Lorgelin, 
his wife aad two sons. These good people will bo at table ; they will ask 
you to take some refreshment, and you will accept. But at the first words 
you utter about tho child, you will see their faces change. Tho farmer’s 
wife will turn pale and at once exclaim, * Holy Virgin ! these gentlemen 
are surely speaking of our poor Sans-P6re.* ” 

Since he began to disclose his plan, Masearot appeared to have grown 
taller, and hia feu.lures, UHualiy so com^^osed, seemed animated by the spirit 
ofi^porversity. His mode of explanation was wonderfully dear, and his 
goiituros were full of authority. He spoke of problematic events as certain 
to happen, and described them with such strange lucidity, and with such 
mercileds and logical reasoning, that they Bccmed to be ah^lutely teak 
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What ! The farniei's wife will say that?” exclaimed Catenae in sur- 
prise. 

“Just that, and nothing else. Then the husband will explain that ho 
cave the name of Saus-P^re to a poor little fellow whom they found shiver- 
ing in a ditch by the roadBide early in September, 1856. The little fellow 
was taken home and charitably sheltered by them. You will begin to read 
your description of the youngster, but the farmer will close your mouth by 
giving his, which yon will find to correspond precisely with your own. 
Tlien Lorgoliu will sing the praises of this child ; now the farm seemed like 
another phiee while he was tiioro, so that they never had the courage to 
take him back to the hospital at Venddme, as no doubt they ought to have 
done. Tlio wliolo family will sing the youngster’s praisos. Saus-Puro w'as 
BO merry uiul clever. At thivtcen ha could write like a notary ; and they 
wiii oven sliow you some of his writing in an old account book. Finally, 
motlicr Lorgelin, with tears in her eyes, will tell you this ptted child 
1)ecanio an ingrato ; for, a year later, in September, 1857, he left tlic family 
that li;wl adopted him. Yes, he abandoned them to follow some mounte- 
ItaiikH who had been performing in tZie nelghbounng village. You will be 
touched hy the regret these worthy folks will express. Lorgolin will tell 
you he went to Clultcau Kenaulfc and to Blois, in hopes of finding the lad 
and l)ring(iig him back ; Imt all in vain. He couldn’t find him.” 

Catenae had held his breath for the denouement, and was much disap- 
poiiitcd. 1 confess 1 am puzzled to see wdiat wc shall have gained when 
we have heard the Lorgolin’s story,” said ho. 

“Let me finish,” rejoined MiUjCfvrofc. “In such a case you wouldn’t 
hoow what to do ; but Perpignan won’t hesitate for a moment, i’ll bo 
b(iund. l(c will toll you that ho has the end of the thread and can follow 
up the clew.” 

*M lliiiik you esteem Perpignan too highly,” 

“ Not so. Kacli man has his trade. Besides, if he wanders off the scent, 
y»)U iiiuat bring liim back to it— delicately, cautionaly, you understand. 
His firflt step will bo to take you to the mayor’s office in the village of AzO, 
lu-ar this farm. There yon will ask to see tlio register of provisional licousca 
an«l permits, and on consulting it you will find lliat in September, 1857. 
there arrived at Az(S, from \^r8aulea, and bound for Tours, a psuty of 
mountebanks, comprising uino persona, wHK two vehicloa and five horses, 
uuder tlic direction of a man called Vigourenx, nicknamed the Kjlniss- 
hopper. ’ ” 

Catenae had begun writing again, and hia pencil fiew over the paper. 
“ iSoftly I softly I ” ho said ; “ I can’t follow you.” 

After a pause of a few minutes, the agent continued ; “ An atte.ntive ex- 
mtiination of the register will show you that no other troupe of mountchaiiks 
passed through As<S that month. Therefore little Saus-Porc must havo 
followed the Grasshopper ; and you will then road the description of this 
Maine Grasshopper’s i^rson, still in the same register ; ‘ Vi«oukki;x.— Born 
at Bourgoiice (Vosges) ; ago, forty-seven ; height, six feet two ; eyes, 
Btuall, grey, and near-sighted ; complexion, dark. Tliivd finger of tho left 
hand cut off above the first joint.’ If with these particulars you mistake 
any other mountebank for him, you must certainly be vary stupid, all of 
you.” ^ 

“ 1 should never find him, though,” muttered Catenae. 

“ But you havo Ferpignan, whose business it is to do so. You will see 
him bristling with importance, and overjoyed at what ho has learned at the 
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m.iyor*s ofTioo. lie will tell you, loftily, that the invogiigationa in the 
provinecfs are completed, and that it is aclvisablc to return to Paris at once, 
M akc no oi)] cctions. Allow your noble client to reward Frdgot and ijorgolii j , 
but t;i.ko caixj not to leave him behind you. I presume he will bo in a hurry 
to reach Paris. When you arrive liere again, Perpignan will take you at 
once to tlic Rue do Jerusalem, where Vigoureux must certainly have his 
papers like all other travelling artists. The police are very avaricious, and 
keep a firm hold on all the documents they possess ; but the magic name of 
the Duke do Ohampdoce will open all the hoxen. Finally, yon will be iii' 
fot'inecl that Vigoureux was sentenoed to imprisonment for diaorilerly con- 
duct in 1864, and that now he is still under surveillance, and keeps a wine- 
aliop at the comer of the Rue Dupleix-*-” 

** Stop a moment ! ” oxclaiined tlatenae ; “ let mo take down his addross. ’* 

“ When you go to the Rue Bupleix, you will recognise Vigoureux by his 
missing finger. JIc will admit that the little rascal followed him, and was 
y\ ith Ills troupe for ten months. Ho will say ho wvui a fairly decent hid, Imc 
aR proud as a peacock and as lazy as a lizard. All he cared for was inuHii^ 
and ho becaino moat intimate with an old Alsatian named Fritz, who was 
tin; band*uiastcr of the troupe. In fact, this old fellow and the Iml wen* 
HO happy in each other’s society, that one fine day they went olF together, 
'rhoronpoii you will osk what has become of this Fritz, and Vigourcuv will 
ov(>rwlmbii you with insults; but in your capai-ity as a Inw'yor th; ruten 
him with punishment tor carrying oiF a minor, and then hell boi-.iauc ns imhl 
as a do^'c, and proiniso to try and find thu old Alsatian. Fckuc .1 wet K s 
over, he’ll tell you ho has found Fritz, whom you can see at the 
fSt. Mrigloire, wlioic he has obtained comfortable shelter for his old age.’’ 

Catenae, Ilortcbizo, and even Paul VioJaiuc had long siuco lost tlictf illii- 
sioiH, and the tw'o former, at least, w'ero not easily ijurj>nscd, ;uid >r,t th>‘j 
marvollcti greatly as they listened to Mascarot still uiiwimhhig Die tin. .u? 
of this .strange search, proceeding from investigation to invests .,.ttion in tii(' 
ino.-.t minute insiniior, and giving tho most preewe pavtieulu’a eonocnuuLr 
each successive predicthni. resumed the agent, ‘‘this fed ow Kill.. 

is n cunning ohl scamp- tottering and blear-eyed, no doubt— but a great 
dc.al more cute than lie looks. Tell tho Duke de Chainpdoce not to n iist 
him too much, llow^evor, the old rogue will tell you, with in.iny tears, all 
the sacrifices lie made for liis dear boy. He will tell yon that he v/cnl 
without lu« tobacco and W'thout hia schnapps to pay for the music lessons 
which ho insisted on *Sau»-Ft^rc taking. He will say ho had determined 
that tho lad should gc to tho Gonserifaioire ; for ho had recognised his sur- 
prising ability, and eherishod the hope of seeing him b(}come a great Tuusiciaii 
some day, like Weber or Mozart. I’m persuaded that Fritz’s crocodile tears 
will teuch your noblo client. He will see his son rising above the trammels 
of povcHy all unaided. He will recognise tliia energy as indicating the 
characteristics of tho Ohampdoce family, and would be ready to accept tho 
lud as hia son on the stnmgth of that alone.” 

It was always a bard task, not to say an impossible one, to divine Mas- 
caret’s thoughts, and Catenae hod, for three quarters of an hour, been try- 
ing te ^iGSs what was passing in this spectacled sphinx's mind. Whut was 
he aiming at t Was all tlda serious, or merely so much joking ? What was 
tnic and what w^as falso in all Im said and prophesied ¥ The advocate uras 

iiuorly at a loss to tell. Still, he \m growing impatient, and so exclaimed, 

'Never mind, never mind about all that. 1 shall find but if your sunuisos 
are correct, later on, from the facts themselves.” 
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" If your penetration requires no further explanations from me,” rejoined 
Mascarot testily, ** you will allow me, I trust, to continue for the benefit of 
our young friend, Paul Viulaino, who has a far more difficult part to play 
tluau you. 8o, to resume, the old Alsatian will try and excite your com< 
passion by declaring that as soon os the lad felt bimsclf strong enough to 
lly alone, he abandoned Fritz, installed himself in a magnificent hotel in tlie 
Rue d’ Arras, gave music lessons, and played of an evening in a baud at a 
ball. However, you will listen impatiently to old Fritz^ grumbling, for 
you will dototit in his complaints the rancour of a disappointed speculator. 
He will confess to you, moreover, that his very bread comes from that ‘ nn- 
giab:fui fellow'.’ The duke w’ill, of course, leave him some testimonial of 
then you will betake yourselves as fast as possible to the hotel 
in tiu' Rue d’Arras. The landlord there will state that four years ago ho 
got rid of this artist, the only one who ever dared to install himself in the 
ficinso ; but with a little skill, and a tweiity-franc piece, you will obtain tho 
iuuii'/ and address of uiio of, the young musicirai’a former pupils — Madamo 
(Jrauilorgo— a widow in the Hue Saint Louis. This woman, who is still 
l will tell you, with ablush, that she is ignorant of her former 

U-aelif r’s pn'fiont address, but that ho formerly resided at Ko. 67 Rue dc la 
IJ.ii ;i(‘. Krom the Rue de la Harpe you will be sent to the Rue Jacob, and 
I 'i' u. 0 to Riuj M ontnuirtro, at the coiner of the JUic Joriuelct.” 

i\.fi w'oilhy' agonl lu-rc paused to draw breath, and iiiaiilgo in one of 
t rluicklc-s which presage tho aiicceBS of sonur capital joke. ** Be 
•I'M’jiuiti I, frivml OtiLcnae,*’ he said ; “you have nearly leached the end of 
yoTi.' pd/! ij«.age. Tin* concivrgo in tho Rue Montmartre, mother Jiregot, 
h<' Ks tin most obliging ami most talkative w'OJnan in the W'orhl, will take 
{dcasiiir in explaining to you that the artist still has hia bachelor 
. -L till' lit imder her rooi, but that ho lives their no longer. ‘For he has 
t 1 i s<l‘e will ad<l, ‘ and I’m glad of it. Last mouth he married the 
■ - jiitcv t :* rich banker in our street. This young lady, Maduinokelle 
'b'.j tiu fell head over heels in love writh him I ’ ” 

Call" 'lie Ouight to have foreseen \vhat was c«)iniag, and yet he uttered an 
fxrj.miatioii of surprise. “ Upon my word 1 ” 

' ‘ Y cs, that’s precisely what she’ll say,” irjoiued Mivscarot, with modest 
trium])li. “ riio lluke do Charnpdoce will drag you olf to the residence of 
e«ui' c\(rclleut friend, Mtirtiu Rigal, and there you’ll find our young }t7'oUtji, 
J 'au 1 — Flavia’s h.appy husband. ” 

Having thus spoken, Mascarot drew himself creeb rc-arrauged his 
/.pectaclcs, and then tuiiiing once more to Catenae, exclaimed, “Now let’s 
h-ivc no spite. Show your common sense, and do obeisance to Paul (R'litran, 
Marquis no Champdoce.” 

i lortcbizc had of course foreseen this finish, liaving long been in Mas- 
carot’s confidencie and having prepared part of the drama himself. Still ho 
applauded as warmly as a simple spectator, and clapping his hands, called 
out, “ BravOj Baptistin 1 bravo I” 

Paul, warned and prepared as ho had been, had fallen back on his chair 
with his head swimming and his breath gone. 

“Well, yos,’’ exclaimed Mascarot, in a ringing voice, “I accept your 
praise without false modesty. We have no reason to feav^even that grain 
of sand which sometimes interferes with the working of the best TnachmQ][y. 

Success is certain.^ I have explained my combinations. If you find the 

slightest defect in any of them, tell me of it ; it shall be remedied at once. 
Who is our most valuable tool? Perpignan, of course. And the vain fool will 
VUU II. I 
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acrv'C ns without knowing it. Can the duko have a suspicion after these 
minute investigations? It is impossible! ])ut to remove the faintest 
shadow of doubt* 1 have .in additional plan. 1 will mako liim go Imek over 
the whole ground, lie himself shall take Paul to all these various places, 
and M ill obtain additional confirmation of everyth iiig that has been stated. 
Paul— lUgaPs son-in-law, Flavians husband— will bo recognised in the Rue 
Montmartre, in the Rue Jacob, and the Rue de laHarpc, iJe will be recog- 
nised in the Rue d’Arras. Fritz will throw himself into the arms of * tlio 
ungrateful fellow.* Vigoureux will remind him of his marvellous aptitude 
for trapeze exercises. The Lorgelins will press their dear Sans-Pere to 
their hearts I And this will happen, Catenae, bocauso the scent you will 
follow has been created by niyseit — because all those people, from mother 
Bregot back to the Lorgelins, arc iny slav&.s v/ho dare not have any other 
will than mine. 8o triumph is coi^in. The twelve millions of the house 
of Champdocc M’ill belong to us. You cannot say the contrary,** 

Cateuac rose slowly and solemnly. admire your patience and your 
ingenuity Baptistin, only I am going, wMth one word, to overthrow Die 
odilice of your hopes. I’m sorry for it, but it must bo dono.” 

Ciitenao might bo a coward, ho might be a1«<o a traitor, but he was none 
the le.sa a clear-sighted counsellor. In former days, when they v.oie all 
working cordially together, even Mascarot had at times relied ou liih per 
spicuity. I'huaHortebizc shivered ;us he hoard these words, thmigii tin. . it/ 
smile was still as victorious .is ever. ** Speak on,” he .'said to the aavou...^. 

“V^ery well, then, Baptistin — old comrade— you will not o\on’oach 'nd 
ilcccive the duke.*‘ 

Mascarot smiled pityingly. “Are you sure,** he said^ “tliatl wish oo 
deceive him ? You have not been frank with me, w'hy should 1 be honest 
with you ? Am I in the habit of confiding in tho.HO I can’t tract. JDoe.i 
Perpignan su.spect the role he is to play ? \Viiy may it not jia\'o muted mo 
to keep from you the fart that Paul is really tho child the duke siecka iiftor ? ” 
Mascarot spoke so seriously, and what he said was so singular, tliai 
Catenae stood with month and eyes wide open. His conscience was by luj 
means clear, and he felt ill at case. Ho himself had thought of treason, 
and might not his a.ssociatoa in their turn intend to betray him? Heha.stily 
weighed all tho nrobabilitius ; but no, in all these combinations he could not 
detect any possible danger for himself. ** I sincerely hope,” he '.uis>vcrc(l, 
in some degree regaining his self-possession, **that Paul is what you imply. 
But mark my word.s, the duko has an infallible means of preventing o)' 
rather of detecting any imposition. What can you expect? It always 

80. The most trivis,! uircuinstance i8 sulticient to upsot the most sagacious 

l)lans— to render Uio finest inspirations of genius useless,” 

The agent interrupted his associate. Paul is tho sou of the Due do 
Champdoce,** said he gravely. 

What did this mean? Catenae felt that ho was lieing trifled wdtli, and 
he was oflbinlcd. ** As you please,” he answered ; “ but you will allow me, I 
trust, to convince myself of the truth?’* So saying, the advocate approached 
.Paul, and eagerly added, ** Have the goodness, sir, to take off your coat.” 

Paul did as he was bid. ** Now,” resumed Catenae, “roll up the right 
sleeve of your sl^t — higher still— to the shoulder.” Ilarrlly had the yoiiug 
man obeyed, aiidhaitlly had the luM^yer glanced at bis arm, than he turned 
to nis associates, and said ; ** No it is not he 1 ” 

To his infinite astonishment, Mascarot and worthy Dr. Hortubize burst 
gut laxighlug. 
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Xo/’ ho ]>orsicjtc(l, no, this 'younjj nm is not the a>>an<loncd child of 
t1)o Dnke do Chaiiipdoce, and the diike will recogui&o this truth oven 
hotter thiiii 1. You laugh ; because you don’t know — ’* 

** Knougli I *' interruptecl the agent ; and turning to the doctor^ he 
;ulilc(l, “ Explain to our loyal friend that wo know a good many things.” 

W'ji'thy M. JlorUsbizc at once came forward, and with the bland semi' 
iocohr air wduch he usually assumed when ex;i)atmting on the merits of 
iioJTHi'opathy began, “You declare, Catenae, that our young fiiend hci'e is 
ivol Iho man wc say he is, simply hccauso you don’t find certain marks on 
Jiis arm. However lliey’ll l>o there, on the day that Paul is presented to 
the dnkci, ami apparent enough to satisfy oven incrodiilous Saint Thomas.” 

“ What tlie deuce do you iiu'an ? ” 

“ Lnt nio explain in my own fashion, if you please. If Paul had received 
^n ]i]s fchoiildcr a burn from boiling water iu his childhood, a burn whieli 
ii'iiiovej the skill and occasioned a rutiiibig sore, he 'would to-day have n 

I. uye Rt ar, the nature and peculiar form of which would denote its origin.”' 

(Vitenae nodded. “ Quito so,” said he. 

*' then, In’U'ii. I am going to take Paul homo with me. I shall 
4 ‘.Ko iii’ri i’ltu my piivatc oHice, where ho will lie down. 1 shall give him 
|,„or )»oy. for 1 don’t w'iah him to suffer. Jlaptiaiin "will help me. 

h -.i I ’ in I fishiop, I shall uncover his body and apply to his skin a liit 

• :lr» oioh previou/jl^’' dipped in a Ihjnid prepared ancording to a seiuvt 

muJa ot jny own. I'm not a fool, as jierhaiis you know. Well, this bit of 
■' which is ;>lrrndy in my flia-vrcr, is ai’tUtieally cut bo fin to Himulato 
, 1 ., cn^'ii^'ioTiirf cijiu'SiO ol u scalding burn inflicted by hob water falling from 
and ^,traggling hither and thither. A few Utile scattered bits of 
i^aunci w ill in addifciou simulate; the marks left by the splashes, 'Kcrnember 
t’.u'. currier whom the ikiUc’s son was apprenticed to lias been found out. 

II . 1 ’ "‘‘colkcks 'udiab kind of a burn this w'As ,* and the scars 1 shall inflict 
'w ill, art nearly as poMsiblo, tally with those that must liave really resulted. 
Nh'iy well, then, 3 apply this flannel 1 spoke of —this bli-stering bamlag^: - 
and wlioii ill eight or ton iniuutes it has done its work, I take it off ami 
dress the sore iioeordiug to my own method. Then I wake Paul up and we 
.j;o fco dinner.” 

Ik Mii^iefirot rubbed his hands. 

“ But,” argued Catenae .addressing the doctor, ** you have not taken into 
roLisidcration the fact that tiinc is needed to give a scar a certain appear- 
anee — ” 

“Let mo speak,” interrupted the doctor. “If it were only time wo 
needed— three monthg, six months, a yeai* evon~we should naturally 
enough postponu our denouement until then. But I can absolutely pro- 
mi.se t<j show you in less than two months — thanks to a discovery of my 
own— a scar tliat will be eiittroly satisfactory, iiot possibly to .an expert 
fellow practitioner, but ynitc so for a man like the duke. Ah ! you see 
Catenae homoepathy has its merits after all.” 

'J'hc advocate reflected. Yea, his associates seemed to possess every ele- 
ment of success, and he began to regret his past hesitation. The Cliamp- 
doce millions seemed to blaze before him and liis eyes sparkled with un- 
wonted fire. “ May the devil fly away with all prejuil^cs and scruples !” 
lie suddenly exclaimed, “If we lose, wu shall at least have played for 
high stakes. My friend.n, count on old Catenae— ho^s yours, body and loul. 
You are wdso andTl’m a fool ! ” 

This time tlie (j^gotor and Mascarot exchauged a look of triumph. 
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“ Of course, however, wc shall go shares,” continued tho lawyer. ** I 
come in towards the end, it's true, but my work is delicate and important— 
in f.ict, yon can do nothing without mo.” 

y^ou will have your duo share,” answored the agents evasively. 

One word more,” said the advocate. Are you sure that the duke has 
no other means of recognition ? ” 

Remember the duke has never even seen tiie infant, that it was carried 
away before the duchess even asked for it.” 

“ Rut Jean saw it. Jean is still living, mind. Ho is cxghiy-seven and 
very inhrm no doubt, but as soon as anything arises of interest to tho 
Ohampdoco family— to which he has devoted his whole life — his intelligence 
revives.” 

“ Well ! And wliat then ? ” 

“ Wliy Jean, you know, opposed the substitution of another infant yith 
all his strength. Isn’t it possible that ho may have foi'eaeen just some 
Cmcrgoiicy like the pre.scut one, and have prepared for it ? ” 

'!'lu> agent had become very grave. “ 1 nave thought of that,” he said ; 
“ but w hut curt bo done ? ” 

“1 will ascertaiu,” exclaimed Catenae. “Jean has entire confidence in 
me, .'ind I M'il) question him,” The advocate seemed altogether changed. 
tSo hikewarni and hesitating before, he Avaa now all zeal and eagorness. 
" \>'cU that point’s settled, then, for the present,” he continued. Tb»l v. iiu 
can bo certain that no one will recognise Paul as the person ho really is ? 

'■ i can bo sure of that,” answered B. Mascarot, “for I know how eu 
tirely Inis ])ovcrty Lsolated him from every one except a girl named Rose, 
who's now lodged at Raint-ljazarc. She’s the very girl you induced Gandelii 
the builder to file a complaint against. At one time I was a little anxious 
an 1 discovered that Paul had ht^ a protector whom I did not know. But 
this protector turns out to b<3 tho Count de Mussidau, hia father's mur- 
derer ; for Paul is really tho con of Montlouis.” 

“ The conclusion is clear, then — there is nothing to fear in that direction,” 
iiitci'poscd tho doctor. 

“hfo, nothing. And now, while you attend to your duties, Catenae, I 
£;'<hall hasten Paul’s maiTiage with Flavia Rigal, But this will not prevent 
jny attending to iinothcr operation, an<l before a moutb, Henri de CroLsoiiois 
u LlI have organised his company and have become the husband of babiuo 
du Mussidfiii. 

“ Jt would be as well to go to dinner, 1 think,” now said the doctor, who 
was begizming to feel very peckish, and turning to the proi^f/^ ot the as- 
Bu«'iation, he added, “ Como on, Paul.” 

But Paul did not move, and then only did the three men pefccive tnat 
young fellow' had fainted. They were obliged to bathe his head with 
cedd water some time before he recovered his consciousness. 

“ Dear mo I ” said the doctor, *• can it bo that the idea of a littlo oiK’ia- 
tion, which yon will not even feel, has put you into this state? ” 

Paul shook his head sadly. “ 1% isn't that,” he answered. 

“ What then ? ” 

“Simply,” ho ansivered, with a shiver, “that there exists some one— 1 
know him— I know where ho lives — ” 

“Who? What?” .'usked tho partners, half thinking that tho young 
fellow had gone mad. 

“ T know him, I tell you— the Duke de Champdoce’a son.” 

: Uud a tiiundcrbolt fallen at that moment into the ofilco, it would not 
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havo caused more stupefaction. Let’s see/’ said Mascarot, who was the 
firi^t to come to his senses. “ What do you mean? PiXpIaiii yourself. 

*' Gentlemen, what you have just told me has enlightoned me, and it is 
for that I felt so ill. 1 know a young man, of twenty-throo, who was loft 
at the Foundling Hospital of Vendomo, who ran away at the ago of twelve 
and a half, and who has just such a scar as you described on his ariYi and 
shoulder. It came from a burn while he was apprenticed to a currier.” 

“ And where is this young mant” asked the agent, quickly. “What 
does ho do ? What is his name ? ’* 

‘‘ He is a sculptor. His name Is Andr4, and ho lives — ** 

Mascarot swore a horrible oath. “ This is the third time,” he CTrclaimrd 
in a fury, that this miserable fellow has crossed our path; but it shall bo 
the Jlpt, I swear ! ” 

Catenae and Hoi'tebxzc wejro deadly pale. “ What do you mean to do ?’! 
they stammered. 

** I aliall do nothing,” answered tho agent, who with a groat oifort had 
regained at least a semblance of f^ang froUL “ Only this fellow, Aiulr«s, ia 
an oriiHinental sculptor, and often works at dizzy heights. Hiivcn’t you 
ever heard that tho lives of people who work like that in mid-air, hang as 
it were on a mere thread ? ” 


XXL 

Whr.v Mascarot gnoko of suppressing the man who hindered his projocta, 
as simply as if it had been a question of anufiiug out a candle, he was not 
aware that circumstances made his task no easy one. In point of faet, 
Andril was forewarned, and had been so ever since receiving from Sabiiio 
tl^at iluspairing letter, in which she told him sho was about to marry an- 
other inan—that she was compelled to choose between liim and tho honour 
of her family. The young artist’s apprehensions were ntreiigthened, more- 
over, by tlio long conference ho had with Do Breulh-Favorlay, and tlic 
Vtscountess de llois d’x\rdon, when they had all com© to the oonclu'sio?! 
that tlio Count and Countess do Mussidan were the victims of an abomin- 
able conspiracy, planned by Henri de Croisenois, Andr6 did not know 
w hence he might best expect the peril, but lie vaguely realised that it Imng 
over his head. Thus ho prepared to defend himself. It was not only his 
lifo that was in danger, but his love and happiness as well. 

M, do Ilreulh-Faverlay had strciigthened the young fellow’s distrust by 
rcmarkiim, “I would wage my fortune wo have to contend against some 
gang of blackmailers. Tho misfortune is, wc can’t apply for the asslstivnoo 
of the police. In the first place, we have no positive proof to offer, and tho 
police don’t move a finger on mere surmises. Iii tho next place, wo should 
render a sorry service to those we wish to save, if wo merely attracted the 
attention of the legal authorities. The secret of M« and Madame dc 
Mussidan may bo a terrible one — an indictable ofTcnco, indeed it is quite 
})Osaib]o the police might intervene rather .against them than in their favour. 
So let us be prudent. And you, Andr(^, have a care* Mistrust street 
comers at night timo. Who knows but what somo villain might spring put 
of a dark doorwaj^and stab you ? ” 

The result of this conversation was, that Andrd ai)d De Breulh decided 
for the present to, cease seeing each other openly. They felt convinced that 
they were watclic!l, and rightly opined that their intimacy would excite 
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tijo suspicion of Do Croiscnois, whom it was dcsirablo they shonlrl lull into 
n scjiso of security. Accordingly, they determined to attach themselves, 
encfi in his own sphere, to tho marquis's person, and arranged to meet of 
an evening, and exchange notes at a little caf(3 in the Champs Elys^es, near 
the house whore Andrtj W'orked. 

ITie young painter’s resolution was in no way daunted, but his first reck- 
lessness had passed away. Ho was a born diplomatist, and fully realised 
tiiat he could only succeed in hh task by dint of cunning. Whatshonkl 
lie do ? There was liis contract ’with M. Gandelu to attend bo, and yet how 
could'lie fiupciintoiul tlic men lie had 6ngage<i, and watch Dc Croisenoia at 
the aanio biiuo ? He nnmt have money as well, and ho was altogether un- 
willing to borrow from De Brcmlh. On the other hand, if he suddenly gave 
up liis work, qucbtions -would natuvally ariao, and suspicion follow. ^Ho- 
rn emberiug M. Gaudolu’s kindness, Axidrd at last decided that the nest 
thing he could do was to confide in the cOnti*actor, and so early the next 
morning he repaired to the Chaussee d’Antiu. 

To his great surprise, in the courtyard of tlio liousc, he met young M. 

< j.'Lbtoii, looking sadly woe begone. The self-created “marquis ” %vas by no 
muans bo (carefully dressed as nsuai, and the discouRola.te manner in which 
Jtc was chewing a cigar stump, showed that he was altogether out of smts. 
**' Hallo,” GxcUiimod the brilliant young “masher,” “Here’s my artist. 
lh!^ you ten Ionia tliat you have come to see my father on business.” 

“ N\>ii are right. Is ho at homo t ** 

“ Oh yes ; he’s at home, but he’s sulking— ho has locked himself in hi^ 
room, and refuses to see mo,” 

“ Vou are is\ jest, of courao ? ” 

“ I, in jc.st ! not in the leaat.^ He’s playing the tyrant, find, upon my 
word, it’s altogether supremely ridiculous ! ” 

As the grooms, busy in the adjoining stable, could hear, the young man 
had BCiiBo enough to draw Audro aside, “Do you know,” ho resumed, 
“ tho governor has put me on short ailowanw. Jfe swears ho wdll iiisort 
an sidvertisemont in tho papers, to the effect that ho deolinca to be re- 
H])ousible for my debtK. Jiut I can’t tliink ho will do it after all, for it 
would ruin me entirely—,” Ac this tliought poor Gaston heaved a !»itter 
sigh. “.VTou iloii’t happen to have ten thousand francs to lend me, eh ? ” 
he suddenly asked tho voung artist. “ If you have, I’ll give you twenty 
thousand in return, when I come of age.” 

“ I must admit, sir — began Andr4 in surprise. 

“ Pshaw I ” exolalmod Gaston. “ What a fool I am ! Say nothing — 
I undcratiind. You are an artist, of courao, and if you had ten thousand 
francs you wouldn’t be here. And yet I must have that amount ; I gave 
certain notes to Vcnniuct, and thoy’ro bothering me dreadfully. Do you 
know Verminet?” 

“ Hot in the least,” 

“ Where on earth do you come from then? Why, he’s tho manager of 
the Mutual Loan Society, my dear fellow. The only thing that trouhlos 
me is, that, at his suggestion, to facilitate matters I signed another person's 
name as endorsement.” 

But tliat ’s forgery, man I ” cried Andr^, in alarm. 

“ Not at all — because I intend to pay ; besides, I positively required the 
money for Vwi Klopen. You know Van Klopen, I siipx>oae. No? 'Well, 
lie's tiio man to dress a woman, and no mistake ! I ordered three costumes 
of him for Zora. But after all, the governor’s to blame for everything — 
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why did bo drive mo to despair ? Yea, he drove me to it, Ko did not 
content himself with abusing me, but lie revenged himself on a poor inno* 
oont, defenceless woman, who novor did him any harm~lt was a cow^ardly, 
contemptible tiling to do. Now, Zoca— 

“ Zora,” repeated Andr^, to w'hom this name recalled nothing, 

** ea, Zora. You remember her— 'you came to take pot luck with us one 
day.** 

‘ ’ Ah, yea— you mean Roao ? *’ 

Precisely ; but you know I don’t like any one to call her by that name. 
Well, then, the governor ivciit perfectly wild about her. Bet you twenty 
louis yon don't know what ho did? Ho iilcd a complaint against her for 
leading a minor astray. Truth ! As if I were a follow to bo led by any 
oiiQ i But all the same, they arrested her and sho’s now in prison at Saint* 
La/.a.ro.** Tiiis hcart-broakiug idea brought tears to Gastou^s eyes. '^Poor 
ZoT*aI*’ he resumed', ivith a moan. “1 never oared much about women; . 
l>ut she really pleased nni. What style she had ! llor hairdresser told me ; 
he hud never seen such hair aa licr’s uefore. And yet she's at Samt-Lazare ! < 
When the men came to arrest her she thought of me at once, and cried , 
out : ‘ The poor follow will kill himself, I’m^ sure ol it.* Tlio cook told ' 
me so, and added that the poor dear girl was In such a state of agony, she 
actually spat blood 1 Think of that I And she’s at Saint liOmro now' 1 1 
wojtt to see if I could speak to her, but it was no use.** At this point the 
yoniig follow wiiH so aiUictcd that he actually began to sob. 

Coin age, M. Gaston, courage 1 *’ said Aiidr6 kindly, : 

“ Yes— be sure. Oh 1 T’ll have courage; and as Soon as I’m of ago I \ 
intend to marry her. You’ll sco. In the meantime, I don’t consider my . 
father altogether bo blame, for he had boon advised by his lawyer, a man 
ihiuii.d Cvitcnac. Do you know him? No? Well, to-morrow 1 intend to , 
call him out -I must select my seconds. By the way, will you be ono ? I ; 
can oiisily dnd a second one.” ^ 

“ 1 ivally know nothing of .such matters.” 

” Tiicn you wouhbi't do, of course. Besides, I must have seconds whose • 
looks and maimer will frighten him a little.” 

“ In that case — ” 

“ I know what you mean. You think I had best find some military men. 
But, after all, the affair’s simple enough : I’m the insulted pa.rty, and t : 
choose pistols at teu paces. If he’s afraid, then ho will make the governor ] 
give up all his nonsense.** ♦ • i 

At any other moment Audr^ would no doubt ha^e been amused by young 1 
Gaston’s folly ; but now he merely asked himself how ho could best get rid I 
Ol him. However, just at this moment a servant came out of the house ! 
and approached him, saying ; ** Monsieur, my master has seen you from I 
Ills window, and begs you to go up to him.” ? 

“ At oiieo,” answered An<lr6 eagerly ; and with a few words of encourage* j 
ment and consolation he hurriedly took leave of the young ** marquis,”^ | 

XXII. 

r 

The young ai^tist found M. Gandeln looking greatly changed. Thc'cOn- ^ 
tractor had evidently been weeping, for his eyes were red and swollen. 1 
However, at sight of Aiidrij, his Taco brightened, and he half rose from his ' 
chair. “ Ah ! it’s you 1 ” he said, in a melancholy voico. It does me 
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S oorl to see you. I’m tluinkful for tho good wind that blew you in this 
irection.” 

** It wasn’t a good wind, sir,” answered Andr6, as be shook his head. 

** What’s tho matter, then, Andr6 ? ” asked the contractor, now noticing 
how sad and aplomn the young man looked. 

I am threatened with a great mLsfortune, air.” 

“You ! what arc you saying ? ** 

“ Only the truth, Hir. - And the consequences of this misfortune may bo 
despair and death ! ” 

“ Holy Virgin 1 ” exclaimed Gandelu, “ is that really so? Ah ! what a 
terrible thing life is. The wicked prosper, and honourable fellows are 
always in trouble. It’s (iuough to doubt the oxisboiice of Providence. How- 
ever, I’m your friend my hid, and if I can help you in any way it will bo 
with plwisure. ” 

“ T came, sir, fnll of confidence, to ask you to do me a favour.” 

“ Ah ! you thought of me, then. Thanks for doing so ; you make mo. 
fee.] quite li.appy. Give me your hand, Andrd. 1 like to have a loyal 
luanlv hand in mine; it warms my poor lonely heart. Come tell me your 
trouble.” 

The young artist collected his thoughts. “ It is the secret of my life, .“lir, 
that I am about to confide to you,” lie said, with » 0 )nu solemnity. 

M. Gandelu did not spOiik, but with his clinched fist struck himself on 
the chest— tho gesture guaranteeing his discretion better thaiu any oatli 
would have done. Accordingly, Andr6 no longer hesitated, but merely 
BUppreasing the names, be told the siiAplc story of his iovo, his ambition 
and hopea, concluding with a clear statement of tlio present situation. 

“ Well, what can 1 do for you 1 ” asked M. Gandelu. 

“ W^hy, sir,” saiil Andrii, allow mo to turn tho work you intrusted to 
mo ov»»r to one of my friends. In appearance, I should still retain the 
responsibility and management, but in reality 1 should only be one of the 
workmen. This arrangement would give ino my liberty to a certain extent, 
and, at the same time, allow me to earn something during a fow hours every 
morning.” 

“ And is that what you call a aorvico? ” 

“ Yea, sir ; a service and n great favour.” 

“ Why, my dear fellow, do what you like with the house. Pull it down 
if it pleases you. Who do you take me for ? When Gaiidolu likes any oiu*, 
half measiirca won’t do. Dispose of me and my fortune too,” Then rising, 
and oiling a large iron safe m one corner of tho room, he took out u packet 
of bank notes ami laid It on tho tidile bofovo Andrii. ” You’ll nee'l tlie 
finowa of war,” e.'ihl he. Take tjiis, it wdll l>c of help to you,” 

The klnJness of this woriiiy man, who forgot his own troubles in his 
dasire to relieve another, touched Andr6 to the heart. “ But I don’t need 
money, sir,” he began. 

Gandelu imposed silence with a gesture, 

“ Take these twenty thousand francs,” he said ; “ ’twill encourage me to 
tell you why I asked you to come upstairs to me.” 

It w'oulrl have been most ungracious to refuse, bo Andrd accepted and 
waited to heoi' whftt tho contractor had to say to him. 

The old man had regained hU seat and remuiuccl for some moments re- 
flecting. “ My dear Andr^,” lie began at last. “ You Icarniid .something of 
my sorrow.*?, the otlier day. My .son is a most unfortunate fellow, and, in 
fact, I’ve lost all esteem for him.” 
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The young artist had already divined that his patron intended speaking 
of Oaaton. “ Your son is certainly very much in error, sir,” he said ; ** but 
then remember how young he is.** 

Gf'indcltt smiled saaly* My son is old, ” he answered, ** at least, old in 
vice. 1 have reflected and judged him. Yesterday he threatened to com- 
mit ciuicide. What preposterous nonsense ! Ho hasn't- enough courage to 
destroy himself. No, I’m rather afraid that he will end by dishonouring 
my name.” 

Anilr(5 shuddered ; he remembered the forgeries which Gaston had just 
confessed to him. 

“ Up till nowj” resumed the contractor, **I have been foolishly -weak — 
it: is too late now to' be sevoro. The l>oy is madly in love with a wrclehtMl 
woman named Bose, whom I have had shut up in jail. However, 1 have 
resoivtal to let her out, and at the same time I'll pay his debts. It's wink 
and cowardly on my part no doubt ; but what can I do? After all Tm 
father, and if 1 don’t esteem, at least, I love him still, lie has broken my 
licai-L no doubt, but its fragments belong to him.” 

Andi'i^ did not speak — ho was appalled by the horrible sufferings whicli 
iliin rosignalion implied. 

“I don’t deceive myself,” continued M. Gandelu, after a pause. “My 
son U loat. I can only try to aitenuato his ruin in some degree. If this 
lU>sois not altogether an unworthy creature, one might, perhaps, utilise 
Jut iniliiciicc for good. But then, who will undertake the negotiations, and 
V* ho cun obtain from my son a sincere confession of his debts ? I confess 
A.iuli\h til at I thought of you,” 

“A nil you did rightly, sir,” rejoined the young painter. “ I will speak 
to your son this very d&y, and to Rose os soon as she is at liberty.” 

It was absolute heroism on Amlrd’s part to undertake to try and save 
young ( laaton, for at this very moment he needed all his intelligenoo and 
cirorgy for his own adairs. It seemed to him almost a crime to forget 
Sabine, who was threatened with the most terrible misfortune that can 
nviu tjikc a young girl ; and yet, at the same time, he rocognised that it was 
Ills duty to do what he could to aid this generous man, who Imd just placed 
in his hands the one element of success which ho previously lacked.* 

Accordingly, lie drewr a chair to M. Gaiwlclu’s side, and they began to 
dimniss what course they should pursue. Prudence and dissimulation were 
indispensable. The last events had so demoralized Gaston that anything 
could be obtained from him, providing he was not mado acquainted witii 
liis father’s real ideas and plans. Still it was necessary to ms^o haste and 
profit of the young fellow’s disposition. Finally, it was decided that Andre 
should have carle Uanche, and that the old contrsictor should, to all appear- 

mcc, stand firm in his original course, and only bo led to gentler measures 

))y slow degrees, through Andr^J’s intercession. 

(Easton, it may be mentioned, was even more morally crushed than Andrd 
had imagined, and had been pacing up and down the courtyard in a state 
of despair, while his father had been talking with the young painter. As 
soon 03 the latter appeared on the steps, Gaston hurried to meet him. 

“Well,” he asked, breathlessly. ^ 

“ V’our father/* answered Audr^, “is naturally very irritated agaiust 
you ; uPvertliclcBs, I hope to induce him to grant some concessions.” 

Will ho sot Zora at liberty ? ” 

“ rerhaps.so.” 

Gaston gave vent'to a joyful oxclaniatiou. “What luck I ” he cried, and 
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after a wild kind of dance, he added, *‘1*11 bay her abrongbam, as soon 
a» she comes out I 

Andre had foreseen some answer of the kind. “Softly, softly,*’ said 
he. **lf youv father licard you, Madame Zora would probably remain 
whci'o she is for a long time to come.” 

“ You don’t mean it ! ’* 

“Yea I do. Your father will only sot her free and pay your debts, 
providing you promise to alter your inodo of life and bo more ruasouable in 
future.” 

“ Oh, I’m ready to promise anything you like.” 

** No doubt you are ; but then your father asks for something more than 
promises. Ho must have guarantees.” 

Those words considerably moderated Gaston's joy. “Guarantees?” he 
anaworcfl sulkily. “Isn’t iny word enough? WJiat guarimtees can my 
fatliur ask for ? ” 

“ Ah ! I can’t tell you, you must suggest them yoursolf. I will propose 
ilieiu to }iim, and coming from me I’m quite sure he’ll accopt them.” 

Gaston looked at his companion in astonishment. 

“Do you mean to say that you can make my father do .anything j'on 
choose ? ” he naked. 

“Not preeisedy ; but you must see for yourself that I have a gn ni deal 
of influence over him. Do you need a proof of it ? \Vcll, I’ve just obtai'iioil 
Irom him the money to pay those notes of your’s. ” 

“ Verminct’a, do yon mean ?” 

“ I supptjse so. ] apeak of those which you were mad enough to cn 
dorse with another maii’a name.” 

For a moment Gaston averted his glance. Foolish as ho was, bis imprud* 
oiico nevertheless made him feel very anxious. Ho vaguely realised that 
it might have tcmblo consequences, which even all liis father’s infiuenco 
and wealth might 1x3 powerless to save him from. Still lie strove to rogaiji 
liis assurance, and tdapping his hands, exclaimed, “ AVhat! my fatlicr’s 
parted with the coin ! That’s Capital 1 Just give it me.” 

Jlttt Andr<S shook his hea<l with a knowing smile. “ Excuse mo,” said 
lie, “ the money won’t leave iny hands until I receive the notes. My orders 
on ibis point aro precise ; but the sooner wc settle the affair and tak(3 up 
the notes the better.” 

M. Gaston did not reply at once. A grimace of disappointment followed 
his triumphant smile. “Come, that’s really too l>aa,” he said, at last. 
“ My father’s a cunning old fox, as Augustin said in the play the other iiiglit ; 
but I suppose ho must havo his own way, so como on. I’ll just put on an 
overcoat and go with you 

Witli theso words ho hurried into the house, whence he rotunied in less 
than a quarter of an hour, arrayed in all Ids usual splendour. 

“ It’s in tho Rue Sfiinte-Anne,” he said, taking AndiA’s ann. “We’ll 
walk if you don’t mind.” 

It was, indeed, in that street that M. Isidore Verminet had installed the 
oflice of the “Mutual Loan Society,” of which ho was the sole director. 

The bouse he hi&T selected and adorned with his iiamo in gilt letters on a 
marble slab w^as far fmin attractive in appearance, and passers-by noticing 
its dirty front, its tumble down shutters and filthy windows, might well in- 
quiringly exclaim, “ What kind of business can be carried on in there ? ” 

It is, indeed, scarcely easy to dcline M. Isidore Verminct's business. 
According to the prospectuses of tho Mutual Lo.*ni Society, it was founded 
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with the solo object of procuring credit and money for those who rteVor had 
any. 

At first sight this would aeem a very philanthropic but scai'cely a practic- 
able schemo; and yet VenninoVa ** financial aystein,” to use one of his 
favourite expressions, was simplicity itself. Suppose some unfortunate 
tradesman on tJi© ove of failure opplied to him? Verminet began to con- 
sole him, ina<lc him sign promissory notes for the sum he needed, and in 
exchange presented him with other notes, signed by some other trades- 
man e«][nally on the verge of ruin. 

To each of these unfortunate dealers he would say, ** You can’t discount 
your signature ? All right. Well, here‘s another man’s -signature whicii 
is as good as gold, and v/hich you can discount as easily as you might change 
a bai»k notc.’^ 

This littlo bit of trickery }>erformcd, he pocketed his commiaaion of two . 
per cojit. ill ready cash on both tran&‘ictious. To tliose whom a single signa- 
ture did not s:itisfy ho gave two, three, and four aignaturca. What did it 
matter to him, so long as his commission was forthcoming? 

It may be asked how he obtained customers ? But then it should he rc- 
nxiUiiborcd that a luckless merchant, pursued by the phantom of failure, is 
ready to do anytliiiig ; he seems to lose his head, and clutches at a siguaturo 
like a drowning man at a blade of grass. At times this exchange of signa- 
tun.{5 sriiocccded for a few days. Homo men whoso real situation was known 
found cn‘dit oji the siivngth of the signature of some other man whose posi- 
tion » although otiually shaky, was Joss notorious. One thing is ceitain, 
fipplicatiou to Vemiuict robbed the luckless trader of hia last clianco of sal- 
Y.'iti'jn. 

However, Iho Mutual Loan Society transacted other business as well— 
business of oven a less legitimate character than the foregoing. It dealt 
largely in purely “ circulation notes," which were the terror and despair of 
biiultors ; mid receivers in bankruptcy had a hard time of it udtli the fancy 
** shares ” fabricated in the Rue Saiiite-Annc, 

But, at All ovouta, whothcr the transactions of the society were moral or 
not, it at least seemed certain that Verminot made money. 


XXIIL 

diFTED with that quick perception which artists of talent usually possess, 
AndnS divined the character of the Mutual Loan Society by a mere at 
the house. 

•* I I’m," said he, ** I hardly like this.” 

“ To be sure,” rejoined M. Gnston, looking as wise as ho could. ** To be 
sure the house isn’t a handsome one, but it has its merits, I assure you. 
Ah I Vorminot’a a fellow who knows a thing or two ! ** 

** So I should fancy,” rejoined AndrO ; and indeed there could be but one 
opiniun in regard to a person who was capable of takiun a<lvaiitage of the 
folly .md ignorance of a simpleton like Gaston, to induce nini to utter forged 
notes. ^ ^ 

However, the young artist said nothing more, but quietly followed young 
Gaiidelu, who was evidently familiar wiw the place. They turned down a 
long, nariw, dark, and ill-smelling passage, cro6sc<l a damp courtyard, and 
witli the assistance of a sticky hand-rail j climbfxl a slippery, disjointed flight 
of stairs. 
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Oil reaching the second floor, Gaston paused in front of a door covered 
with various placardst announcing at what hours the offlco ivas open and 
the particular tiino to call for payment of accounts, Hero we arOi" said 
young Gandolu. 

They entered a large, lofty room, the wall paper of wliich was soiled and 
torn. A light railing divided this apartment in two ; on one side there 
being sundry benches for the accommodation of customers, whilst beyond, 
live or six clerks were feeding at their desks, for it was now the luncheon 
hour. The smell and heat of the stove, the perfume of tho food, and the 
scent of the pomatum with which tho clerks* heads wore well greased, wore 
well calculated to affect the olfactory senses of new oomers, and Aiidri^ was 
at first almost ovonKijne with nausea. 

“ Where is Monsieur Verminet ? ’* s.sked Gaston with an air of authority. 

Busy,” careloBsly answered one of the clerks with his mouth full. 

This reception angered young Gandelu beyond expression. “ Kh t ” Bai<l 
he ; ** what do you mean? None of that behaviour, come." Aud produc- 
ing one of his address cards, bcaiing the coronet wliich so exasperated Iiis 
wo I thy father, he abided, “ Whether Vermin et‘s busy or not, just go and 
tell jiiin that I want to soo him — Gaston de Gandolu," 

Till! clerk was so impressed by tho young fellow’s conceited air, Diaf. 
wiiliout another word of objection, he took up tho card and disappcjncil 
t hi ough a door in Lho rear. This was quite a victory for (^lastoii, and he 
gl.iuced dt Audr<5 with a proud smilo. 

Ill a luoincnt the clerk reappeared, **Mona?eur Vcrminct is at this moment 
much occupied willi a client ; ho begs you to excuse liim, and wait a few 
minutes — ho will receive you presently." And auxi'ous, probably, to win 
the favour of such a distinguished mortal as young M. Gaston, ho added 
deferentially, My master is with the Marquis do Croisenois." 

“ Think of that, now ! " cried Gaston, turning to Andrd. “ Why, ( 'roiac- 
iiois is a particular friend of niino. Bet you ten louis he would be only iou 
dcligbtiKi to shake hands with me I " 

Andr^ had started, and his faco hud flashed when he heard this name of 
Creisenois. Croi&enois ! ’Twas the very man whom ho loathed nnd hated 
above all others ; the wretch who, armed with some stolen secret, w.is con- 
straining Sabine dc Muaaldan to marry him. It was the scoundrel whom 
M. do liroulh-Kaverlay, Madame do Boia d’Ardon, and himself had sworn 
to unmask. 80 far, Andrn li.'ul never seen the marquis. He had intended 
that very day to begin his supervision, watch and follow him, note his 
present life aud inquire into his past; but as yet he was physically unac- 
quauitcd with him. Tlio young artist trembled with eagerness at tho thought 
that a more door separated him from his mortal foe, that he was about to 
meet him, see him pass along, and maybe hear his voice. Andr<S could barely 
conceal tho emotion ho felt ; but fortunately his companion did not notice it. 

Gaston had, in fact, sat down, and crossing his legs and adjusting In's 
thumbs in tho armholes of his waistcoat, he was otfcriiig himself to the ad- 
miration of tho ill-fod, slovouly-looking clerks behind tho niiling. 

You know this dear marquis, I presume? " he oskeil Andr6 in a voice 
loud enough to be •hcai'il by tlic clerks. 

Andre’s reply was fairly. unintellimblo ; but Gaston accepted it as a nega- 
tive. ‘ ‘ But you must have heard of iiim ? " ho urged. “ Where in the world 

do you Uvo, then? Hemi de Croisenois is one of my best friends. Why, 
he still owes me the bagatelle of flfty louis that I won from him ouo night at 
Emestino’s. 
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Andr6 was not listoniug. Ho was blessing chance, or rather Providence, 
which in its mysterious wavs so gi^eatly helped him in his task. He was 
oil the track at last. Ho felt sure that he had judged Vcrxninct rightly, 
and, in that case, Croisenois’ cenneetioxi with this shady personage was 
highly signlfioaiLt. The matter must be investigated. Hitherto, Audrd 
had been in darkness, but now he beheld a gleam of light. He had been 
on the point of rushing hither and thither, in hap-hazard fashion, and now 
it seemed as if he held the end of a string wliich would guide him through 
the labyrinth of Croisonois* iniquities. 

Moreover, it so chanced that young Gaston was personally acquainted 
ivilh the marquis. Might he not therefore obtain some information from 
him ? So you arc intimate with M. de Croisenois ? he asked. 

“Intimate! I should rather say I was!” answered young Gandelu. 
“Just ask Adolphe at Brabant’s about us I By you shall see for yourisclf 
liy-and Jye. I’m on the best possible tonns with a lady who costs him a 
pretty penny, though Tve never given her a sou myself. However, iVa a 
mystery — *’ 

He stopped short, for at that moment the door of the manager’s oUlce 
opcncil, and Verminet Jind the marejuis appeared on the threshold. 

Ilcnri dc Croisenois wore a fashionable, elegant morning costume. As 
i.sual, he had a cigar in his mouth, and he twirled in his welhglovod imiul 
;i light cano with a gold hnob. At one glance, but a glance in which Anrlr6 
rttnoentnited all hia intelligence, he saw enough of Oroi&onola uevci to for- 
• t liiin, uo mattciv how long he might live, lie considered that the marquis 
t. id a false, tniitorJiko look, aud divining that his carelessness and sceptl- 
wore merely ailectecl, realised that ho must be a man of determination, 
<ioJdly cruel and expert in villainy. The marquis’s eyes particularly struck 
tlio young painter. They wore restless, ever on the virv, like the eyes 
of a man who, having committed a crime, knows he must rcMiiain on his 
guard ; for danger may spring up on all sides at any moment. Seen a short 
distiinco oil', the marquis, with his coquettish silky moustache, seemed yet 
a young man ; but AndrO’s artist eyes were not to be deceived. This fello^v 
w'as plainly a rake, and cold cream and rice powder alone attenuated tlie 
stigMias of vice. Gambling and debauchery, and the anxieticH of a pi'ucarloiis 
cxi*stcnce, had wrinkled his temples, tampered with his hair, creased his eye- 
lids, and divested his lips of their youthful ruddiness. All this was evident, 
albeit, that the marquis plainly had recourse to the most approved artifices 
of the toilette table. 

h'or the nonce, Croisenois seemed to be in the best possible humour, aud 
it was right gaily that he finished bis conversation with Verminet. “'rhuii 
it’s understood,” said he ; “I haven’t to bother myself about the mattci's 
whicli only concern ourselves.” 

Quite MO ; I’ll see to them.” 

“ Bray don’t forget. The least delay or forgetfulness might havo serious 
consequences.” 

This caution seemed to suggest an idea to Vcrininet, for he said some- 
thing in a low voice to his client, whereuixm they both laughed. 

Gastou felt considerably disconcerted at not having been immediately re- 
cognised, and soon, unable to control himself, he aclvanct,^ towards M. de 
Croisenois, at the risk of interrupting the latter’s conversation. ' * Kh, ch ! ” 
said the brilliant youth with a conceited smile. “ The dear maitiuis in- 
deed 1 Toil my WOfd, ’tis a long time since I’ve seen yon. And tiarali, 
how' is she ? Docs she still give some of those nice little card parties ? 
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[{ the iii!\rc|uls wa3 pleased at meeting Gaiidcluj ho certainly did not 
slitiw it. He seemed bur prised — ho frowned, in fact, and just extended 
hiM rfoved hand with a careless, “ Glad to sec you.*' 

Uhis was all, and then, with sinall ceremony, he turned his back oti 
(iaston and continued his conversation with Verininet, “As regards the 
utlier mattor, all the dhlicultiea arc conquered," he said, “and so there is 
not a moment to lose. You must see the banker, Mai'tin llig.al, and Mas- 
caret to-day.” 

Andre* started. Were these people accomplices of Croisenois? He .saw 
accomplices every where now, to be sure ! At all events, these names ro- 
luained engraven in his luemory. 

“ Taiitainc was here this morning,** answered Verminct, “and gave me 
an appoinbincut to see his master at four this afternotm — Van Klopen will 
be; thoro, too. Khali I speak to him for your fair friend ? " 

'i'ho niarijiiis shrugged his shouldct's with a laugh, “ Upon rny wonl 1 ’* 
hi: said, “1 had nearly forgotten her! After all, it's carnival tiino; she 
will bo wanting silks and laces. Speak to Van Klopen by all mt\u\s, but no 
extravagance, iniiid. Kcineniher that 1 don't care a sou for Sarah's whims, 
now.” 

'■ I understand," rejoined Verminct j “ but bo cautious. Hou*t have any 
((iiaiTol-kecp things os smooth as possible with her ; an amicable sc]iat'a-‘ 
tion would be Iwst/’ 

“ t'crLainly— to be sure,’* answered Croisenois, and after shaking hands 
with the manager of the Mutual Loan jSocioty, he walked swiftly across biie 
(.•Dice, just touehiug his hat to (iaston, and oltogothor ignoring Andr(''*'s 
presence, llow’ever, the young artist was by no means ollbiidod, (-iuito the 

revcrsie ; fur lie ^as doiug tua best to escape attouUou. 

“At your orders, gentlemen 1" now exclaiinod Venninot. **Walk in, 
please. Jilxcuse juc, but greatly hurried. One o'clock already— not been to 
llourrio yet - -customers anxious.’* 

When Andre and Gaston had entered the private room, the financier sat 
down in his leuther-covered arm-chair, lie was better than his olfice. In 
1 he first place, Im w.is clean ; in the next, his ulotlics did credit to his tailor. 
^Va3 ho young or old ? AVho could ?iay ? His age was no more apparent 
than that of a five-franc piece, lie was plump and fresh, pink and white. ; 
wore English wdiiskers, and had a pair of vitreous eyes, as expressionless as 
a cellar window. His great preoccupation w'as to seem a serious, very 
serious man, well acriuainted with tho value of all things ; and it was be- 
cause he w.'is so convinced of tho axiom that "time is money,” that he 
usually spoke in a curt, telegraphic style. 

Young Gandeltt was al^io in a hurry. “One word, if you plea-ic — as 
Gcollroy B.'iid in the pUy the other night— one wrord. You" lent me some 
money last week — ” 

“ rrcoisely. Bo you w'ant some more ? '* ' 

“ No. I wish, on the contrary, to take up my notes.’’ 

A cloud came over Venninct’s face. “ The first payment isn’t duo until 
the iirtcenth,*' he said. 

“ That's no matter ; I have tho money now', and so, you understand, I 
siiould like to ta?'o them up." 

“ImtwssihlQ." 

“ F.h ! Impossible I Why, x>ray ? " 

“Negotiated!” 

Cbaston started with surprise. “Como, you don’t mean it?” he stain< 
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incl'cdr '' You’ VO negotiated them I It can’t bc» That’s too muoh of a 
joke ; for of course, Vermlnot, you’ro joking ? ” 

“ Jokiug 1 Oh ! no, indeed ; J never joke.” 

The young fellow coul(i not believe hu ears, could not imagine tliat 
this statement was serious, and Ids surprise and alarm could bo read iu 
his eyes, ‘*Como now,” said be, “don’t play the fool. You know 
very well that when I 8ijj;ned those notes, it was agreed they should 
never leave your hands— it W'as so understood by both of us. You 
promised — ” 

1 don’t say the contrary. But to make a promise and keep it are very 
different tilings. I was compelled— needed money— some one ready an/1 
so disposed of the notes— ” 

Andrd wiis not surprised by this answer, for to tell tho truth he had an- 
ticipated something of the kind, and seeing that Gaston had now utterly 
lost his head, he thought it advisable to intervene. 

“ Kxcuso me, sir,” be said, to tho laconic director, “ but it seems to mo 
that certain circumstances — peculiar circumstances— should have made you 
rt;8TMJct your agreement.” 

Vcniiinet made a stiff how, and, instead of replying directly, asked, 
“ Honour of speaking to whom ? ” 

Au(lr(% who was heooiniug more and more suspicious, thought it prudent 
not to give Ins name. 

“lam a friend of M. Gandelu’s,’' he said evasively. 

“ III his confidence ? ” 

“ Quite so ; you lent him I think, ten thousand francs — ” 

^ Kxcusc me, Jive thousand— *’ 

Aiidi'C* turned in astonish men t to his companion, who grew crimson. 

“ What does this mean ? ’’ asked the artist. 

“ Can’t you see ? 1 said ten thousand, hecausol needed the difference 
I or Zora.” 

“All, indeed 1 ” answered Andr<!;, lifting his eyebrows slightly. “ I’lien 
M. Vcrniinct, it was live thousand francs you lent jM. Oandciii, I’liat waa 
natural enough. But it was not so natural, iu my opinion, that you should 
have induced him to forge a signature.” 

Vorminet started off his chair, “11” he answered^ “I ditln’t know it 
was a forgery 1 ” 

This impudent denial aroused poor Gaston from tho stupor into which he 
liad fallen. “That’s too strong,” ho cried, “altogether too strong! Did 
you not yourself tell mo, Verminct, that for your own personal safety you 
must insist on another name In addition to mine T Did you not yom-svlf 
hand me a letter, and say to m«, * Imitate the signature— it'’^ that of 
Martin Higal, the banker, in fclie Rue Montmartre ? ’ I didn’t want to do 
it, hut you declared it was a mere formality so as to make sure 1 siiould pay 
you punctually. And heaidcs, you declared the notes should never leave 
your drau er. Now, however, you deny it. Come, that’s hardly delicate 
:iiid I’m quite surprised at yoii.’^’ 

The bononrabJc director of the Mutual Ixmn Swiety listened with a frijjpjjj 
air. “ False accusation— absence of proofs,” he said at last. “ 
capable of any act punishable by law,” * g„ 

“ And yet, air,” insisted Andrc!^, “ you had no hesitation in puttig^^ 
notes iuto circulation. Have you calculated tho frightful consoy^g *that 
thi.s broach of faith’? What would happen if this forged sign"-''' ^ 

seated to M. Martin Rig^i?” 
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** Unlikely— notes signed Gaiulelu ; endorsed, Rigal. KoteSi vrhen due, 
are always presented to person signing them.’’ 

Gaston indulged in violent recriminations, bat Andrd realised that further 
discussion was useless. Plainly enough a trap had been set for young Gan- 
dclu, though with what object tho artist could not divino. *' Enough 
words,” said he at last, wo have but one thing to do, we must follow these 
notes and take them up.” 

“ Right 1 ” 

Rut to do this, you must first toll us to whom you disposed of them.” 

Yenninot waved liis bands like a person whose memory is at fault. Don't 

know. I’m sure,” said he ; “forgotten !” 

Andr6 had promised liltnself ho would bo patient and remain calm. But 
human forbearance has its limits, and the cool cheek of this soouiulrel, Ver- 
mijict, proved too much for his good resolution. Como,” said he, in a tone 
of eoiicun Crated fury, “in tliat case, it would be greatly to your interest if 
you made an energetic appeal to your memory — ** 

“Threats !” 

“And if this appeal bo unsuccessful,” resumed Andrd, “the conse- 
quojiccB may prove very serious indeed for you.” 

It was easy to see that tho young painter was in earnest, and Vermiuct 
rose I'xclaiming, “I’ll look through the books in the next room.” 

Ho cviilciitly meant to slink off, but Andr^ was too a nick for him, and- 
stationed liimsvlf in front of the door. “ Oh ! you can niid the infoniKition 
hero, without leaving the room,” said he : “ aiicl, by Jove I I advise you to 
make haste.” 

Por a couple of minutcK those two men stood motionless, looking at each 
other, Yeruunet green with fear and Aiidr^S pale with anger. 

“If this villain lifts a finger,” tliought Andr^, quite beside himself, “I 
will pitch him out of the window.” 

“This big fellow’s a positive llercules,” thought Verminet ; “and lie 
looks as if he were capable of anything." 

Tho idea of summoning his clerks to ills assistance occurred to him, but he 
dismissed it for reasons Aiirlr6 could not suspect. Finding himself cauglit, 
he resolved to yield, and, suddenly striking bis forehead, exclaimed. 
“ How forgetful of mo ! 1 have memoranda there.” He liastencd to his 
desk, drew a large diary from a.drawer, and began turning over the leaves. 
Amlr^ who was hard by saw that tiio volume was upside down. Still, witli 
marvellous ail'eetation, Yorminet pretended to have found what ho was 
seeking. 

“Ah," said he, “here it is I Notes for five thousand franca, Gaiidelu 
and Higal — transferred to Van Klopen, the ladies’ tailor.” 

Andr<& was silent. A remark of Croisenois’ bad infonned him that Ver- 
minet had dealings both with Van Klopen and Martin Riga]. Now, w'hy 
had tho bill discounter proposed Rigal’s aignaturo to Gaston, as the one ho 
should imitate? and why had he passed these same notes over to Van 
Klopen ? Was it mere accident that had prompted the aolectioo of these 
«*• T No t some secret tio must exist between these three men and the 
f ;b de Croisenois. Of that, Andrd felt as good as certain. 
shoula.]^£jj all?”ttsked the director of the Mutual Loan Society. “Are 

.. tr Klopen still got the notes T” inquired Gaston. 

" I’m «ire “ 

uaatem stiirtcn » gaid Andr^, “ he will tell us where they are.” 
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They immediately withdrew, and as Boon as they reached the street, the 
young artist caught his companion by the arm and hurried him along in the 
direction of the Kue de Grammont. 

“I don't wish .this Verminot to have time to warn Klopen of our 
intentions,” said he. ** 1 moan to fall npbn him like a bmlet.” 


XXIV. 

.V 

If AT) Andrd boon better informed, he wonld have known that no one ever 
fell like a bullet on Van Klopcn. 

Entrenched in the innermost sanqtnary of his inspirations, this fashion^ 
able tyrant was wpll nigli as inaccessible a# an Asiatto despot la the depths 
of Ills harem. The women, bis onstomers, at times managed to escape the 
probation of the waitlng-t^oin, but masonline visitoi's never. And this was 
but natural, for the latter were usually indignant husbands whom the illus* 
trious ladies' tailor had good roason to fear. 

Accordingly when Gaston and Andr4, out ofbreath. reached the anto^room, 
they wore confronted by two stalwart footmen, whose gold-laced liveries 
wci'o eloquent indiontions of their master's prosperity. 

“ Monsieur Van Klopen is engaged,** they said, 
liut our business is most imj^rtant,** urged Andrd. 

Our master is working.** 

I'raycrs, threats, and even the offer of a hundred francs, proved all in 
- a in. AndrO saw that he was about to be chcek-mntedi and was tempted 
to take the footmen by their collars and dash them aside; but he had ab 
roa<ly repented of his anger at Vermhiot’s. Eeluetantly onou^ he decided 
to fnibmit and wait, and followed by Gaston ho entered the famous salon 
which Van Klopen called his “purgatory.** 

“While wo aro dawdling here,*’ thought the young artist, “Vermiuet 
will have time to warn this dressmaker, and wo sha'u't learn anything.” 

However, the footmen hrvd told the truth. Van Klopen W'as really work- 
ing, and in the .salon several women of tlie highest fashion were awaiting 
the good pleasure of this glass of fashion and mould of form. They nil 
turned with surprise as tho two young men entered the room>-aH but one, 
who sitting hosido a window^ was looking idly into the street, and drum- 
ming lightly on tlio glass with her pretty fingers. However, it was pre- 
oiijcly this lady who attracted Andni^s att^tion, for to his infinite surprise 
ho recognised Madame do Boia d’Ardon, 

“ Ta It possible? '* ho said to himself. “ Can the viscountess have come 
here again, after tho infamous manner in which Van Klopen treated her. 
ISo He Breuih was mistaken when he said, she would prove a devoted 
ally.” 

ill the meantime young Gandelu, reali8ing> that five pair of eyes were 
watching him, selected the most graceful posture ho could, and compla- 
cently .mowed himself to bo admired. 

Andr6 from amazement .soon passed ta disgust and indignation. “ I will 
learn tho truth at any cost/’ he said to himself, and rising from liis chair, 
careless of the presence of sO many strangers, and withoiit rcfiecting that 
he might grievously couipromise the viscountess, ho erf^ssed the salon and 
approached her with a low bow. But she was absorbed in something ’that 
was going on in the street and did not turn. 

“ Madaino la Vicomtesse,” said Audr^. 
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At tho Bonnd of bis voice she started— and when she looked round and 
recognised him, she could not restrain an exclamation of aurpris 
“ Heavens ! la it you ! ” 

Ves, it is I — here*** 

The look which accompanied his words was so expressive, that Madame 
dc Bois d’Ardon, divining hia thoughts, flushed scarlet. My proscnce here 
astonishes you,** she said, and you think 1 have little memory, and less 
pride.” 

Aiidr<i did not answer, hia silence was a sufficiently significant reply. 

**LQt mo toll yon, then,” continued the viscomitess with a reproachful 
look, *‘ you do me great injustice. If I’m here, it’s because De Breulh this 
voi-y niorniiig told inC that in the interest of your projects, I ought to for- 
give Van KLopen and come hero as I did before. You see, Monsieur Andr6, 
it is never safe to judge by appearaxiees— a woman abovo all things.” 

‘‘Will you ever forgive iue, madamef” replied tho young artist in an 
earnest tone. 

Witli a rapid gesture which he alone could see she cut his apologies and 
protestations short. Clearly enough this gesture implied : “ Take caro, we 
are being looked at.” 

At the same time she turned her face to tho window and Andr4 did tin; 
H'vune. By this means their features at least escaped observation. Thoir 
conversation had been carried on in too low a tunc for anyone to overhc.ir 
it, utiil the other ladles looked intensely scandalisod at what they con- 
sidered a preconcerted rendezvous. As for young M. Gaston ho was over- 
como with jealousy. “Why that artist protended to be virtuous,” ho 

muttcml. ** But, dear mo, this looks rather the revpr-se.’* 

In tho ineanwhilo, the viaconuteas had resumed speaking. “ De Breulh,” 
Siiid she, “ has found out several things about M. do Groisenois, and 
nothing to his credit. However, in the present case, this infonnutiou w'ould 
not sulUec, for it is clear that De Mussidan has a knife oX his tliroat. \V e 
must rake out of the past some really infamous act of this man’s, tho 
vclation of which will force him to withdraw of himself.” 

“ 1 shall And one,” muttered Aadrii between his teeth. 

“ But, my dear sir, thoTo is no time to lose. According to our agree- 
ment, 1 am altugctlier charming to hi?n ; he thinks I am entirely devoted 
to hia interests, and tu naorrow I have agreed to present him to the hluasi- 
duiia. I'lic count and countess have promised to receive iuni^” 

AudrO started, and was barely able to restrain a gesture of rage. 

“ As soQu as I saw the Mussidans,” resumed Madame de^Is d^ Ardon, **I 
realised that you were quite right in your opinion : in the first place, Mussidan 
and ilia wife, who always lived on the most wretched terms, are now most 
friendly, almost affectionate towards each other, as if they felt that they could 
best resist danger by remaining united. Then, their faces are careworn ami 
anxious — ^tLey watch their daughter with the saddest, dreariest eyes. I 
think they regard her as their sMvation, and deplore the necessity of the 
sacrifice 1 ” 

“ And she ? ” asked AndnS eagerly. 

**She is sublime^yca, sublime <1 Bhe accepts the sacrifice, which she has 
decided on, fully and entirely, without a word, without a murmur. Her 
devotion is admirable, and so great is her heroism, that slie bides from her 
parents the real extent and the horror of her Baoriiice. Noble girl ! She 
iH calm and grave as she always was, but not more than usual. Perhaps 
she is a little thinner and a trifle paler. When 1 kissed her, her forcliead 
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Trail so hot that it fairly burned my lips. But except that, nothing be- 
trayed her sufferings. Modesto told me, however, that her poor yotiiig 
niistrcaa was merely playing a part, affecting calmness she did not focH 
At night time, said Modesto, Sabine la utterly exhausted ; and the poor girl 
wemt as she told me that her poor mistress was kilUng herself ! '* 

Big tears pearled forth from Andrd’s eyes. ••What can I do,” ho said, 
“ to deserve sUch a woman ? ” 

But at this moment a door opened, and the young artist and tlio 
viscountess turned round abruptly. It was Van Kiopcu coming from his 
sanctum, after dismissing the customer with whom he had just been en- 
gaged. Weill whose turn is it next?” asked the illustrious ladies’ 
tailor, in his usual brutal style. 

But when he' saw Gaston hia faoo changed, and it was with the iuo:st 
amiable smile that ho wont towards him, Tiraving away the patient liuly 
whoso turn it should have been, and who protested against tho injustice. 

** Ah ! ” said Van Klopenj in a gay, good-natured tono, “ you have come, 
I presume, M. Gaudelu, to order some surprise for that exquisite eroatuie, 
Zora do Ohantemillo ? ” 

This may have been unintentional irony, but it was none tho loss ex- 
tremely bitter for poor Gaston, who heaved a terrible sigh. •• Not ju«t 
now,” ho answered, “ Zora is not quite well.” 

But Aiidr^, who had arranged the little story he intended to lay before 
the mighty Van Klopen, was m too great a hurry to waste time in iiseloBs 
cliatter. We have come,” he said, liastily, as soon as they had reached 
Mic x^rivacy of the modern Mantilini’a sanctum, '*00 a matter of import- 

ancc. My friend, M. Gandeln, is about to leave Paris for some months, 

and, before leaving, ho Is desirous of withdrawing all his notes of hniul 
from circulation, for hia father would be very displeased if he knew he had 
been discounting hia signature.” 

“ I can understand that.” 

“Well, sir, you can be very useful to him.” 

Intelligent M. Gaston already considered ^himself saved. Come, Van 
Klopen,*^ said he, “pray let us have the notes of mine you received frfcn 
^^erminet.” 

The illiistrioua ladies* tailor looked perplexed. “Yes, I remember thopo 
notes,” he said slowly. “ I had them once— five notes of a thousand franca 
each, signed Gandclu, and endorsed by Mhrtin Kigal. I received them 
from the Mutual Loan Society, as you say, but I have them no longer.” 

“ Is that really so?” murmured Gaston, faintly. 

“ Yes ; 1 sent them in part payment to my ribbon merchants at Saint 
Etienne-Rollon, Vrac, A; Co.” 

Vail Klopen was certainly a clever rogue, but, bom at Rotterdam, ho was, 
like most other Dutchmen, deficient in a obtain fineHne of detail ; and, 
besides, apart from his extraordinary professi^al impudence, he was easily 
disconcerted. In proof of this, Andr^'a fixed stare so worried him that ho 
added, “If you don’t believe. me I can show you these gentlemen’s acknow- 
ledgment.” 

“ It is not necessary, sir,” answered Andrd ; “ your word is sulHcient.” 

“ And I certainly give it to you, sir. Nevertheless, 1 should like to 
show yon the letter. ” And he began turning over a pile of papers on hia desk. 

“ Oh ! don’t take bo much trouble, pray,** said AndrC, quietly, as if he 
were really duped by this comedy, which was far from being tho case. 
“ It oan*t be helped'. The notes are at {Saint Etienne ; I am sorry for it. 
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However, vre will wait iiRtil they come duo. M. Goadelu won't disinherit 
Ills son for ttiat* 1 have the honour of wishing you a very good morning." 

Ill reality, the young artist’s blood was boiling in his veins, and he feared 
he should not long be able to control himself. So, although Gaston was 
anxious to consult Van Klopen about sundry dresses for Zora when she loft 
Saint-I^zare, Andr6 hastily dragged him away from the tailor's sanctum. 
He i:>auBed when tlioy were in we street, and more as a mere formality 
than anything else, just jotted down the namo of Von Klopen’s ribbon 
people. Then turning to Gandelu ho asked, Wliat do you think of your 
inan-drcHsmaker ? ” 

Gaston now felt quite comfortable, think," he said, “that Van 
Klopeii’a no fool. He knows me. As Philippe says in the play, I’m a 
good follow, but I don’t care for practical jokes," 

“ Then where do you think your notes are ? " 

“At Wniut Ktienne, of course.” 

Young Gciudclu’fi obstiimio confidence elicited from Andi^ii a gosturo of 
ijnpalient commiseration. He could not imdcrstfind such idiotic simplicity 
oil the part of a young fellow who moved in one of tho most corrupt 
circles of Parisian fife. ** Como,” said he, looking at his watch when tJiey 
had readied tho corner of the Kuede Bichclieii, “it’s three o’clock, and 
I’ve still another quarter of au hoiir to glvo yon. Now listen to me, and 
try, iC you can, to realise the frightful position you stand in.” 

"" Tin listening, my dear follow ; go on.” 

“ Jt was because Van Klopcu refused to give you longer credit— iu fact, 
it wsifl in order to pay liirn that you applied td 'V’ornainet ? ” 

•* Precisely.” 

“'J’heii how do you explain the fact that this same man, who, on 
Monday, did not think your credit good enough to open an account with 
you, should, on Wednesday, accept your notes from Vorminet, with the 
intention of sending them to his manufacturers ? ” 

''['ho objection was eo forcible, and it so cleai'ly defined the situation, that 
even obtuse M. Gaston was struck by it. It was like a sun ray piercing 
siuldonly through the fog that obscured his mind. 

“The douce ! ” he muttered, aaxiouely. “ I never thought of that ; it’s 
queer. Does he mean to do me a bad turn — ho. Van Klopen, or 
Verminot?” 

“ It is clear to me tliat the two together have a charming Uttlc project of 
blackmailing you.” 

This expression seemed peculiarly ofTensive to Gaston, who indignantly 
exclaimed, “ Illaekmail mo 1 Indeed they won’t. I know a trick worth 
two of that, and they won’t make much out of me.” 

Andr<& shrugged his shoulders. “ Then,” he said, “ have tho goodness to 
tell mo what you propose to j[ay to Vorminet when, the day your notes are 
due, he comes to you and says, * Give me a hundred thousand francs for 
these five bite of paper, or I shall tako them to vonr father 1’” 

“ I should say — ^woll, upon my word, 1 don't know what 1 should say.” 

“You could say nothing at oil. You would realise tliat you liave been 
Imposed on in the most shameful manner, and you would implore Verminot 
to wait, oa ha would no doubt consent to do, providing you agreed to give 

him a hundred thousand francs the day yon come of age. " 

“A hundred thousand fiddle strings 1 that’s all Verminot will get from 
me \ That’s my way, you see. If people treat me badly, I am apt to kick 
and upset their plans. Pay this fellow 1 No, not I. I know very well there 
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would bo a tremendous row with the governor ; but rather than knucklo 
down to Verminet I’d bolt.’* 

The young fellow was no doubt very indignant, and yet such was the 
force of habit that he could only express his feelings in this slangy styh% 

‘*I think,'* resumed Andr^, ** that your father would forgive you this — 
imprudence, though it would no doubt be even harder for him to do so 
than it was when he forgave you for engaging a physician to count how 
iriiiny hours ho still had to live. But, after all, he wo\M forgive you, I’vo 
no doubt ; for bo's your father — and ho loves you.” 

‘ ‘ Of courso. Let Verminet go to tho dcucu I ** 

“ J3y no means,” insisted Andrd. “ If Verininot discovered you woi e not 
afraid of your father, ho would threaten you with someone else— in fact, 
with the public prosecutor — ” 

Oaston stopped short, and looked aghast. *‘Como, noW,” said he, 

“ you’ro jokmg.** 

“ liy no means. This isn’t a joke — this is forgery, and a forgery, when 
it’s detected, means, drat of all, the assize court, and afterwards the 
galleys. ’* 

(histou liad become ghastly pale, and shook like a leaf from head to foot. 

'I'lie galleys ! ’* he atanimnreif. •* No, I won’t stand tliat. Analolo says 
a man may get along pretty comfortably there, providuig he’s protected ; 
but no, I’d rather not try.” He rellccted for a moment, then, w'ith sudden 
violence, rcsiime<l : •• They’ve got me In a corner have they V Well, all tho 
isame, they sha’u't blackmail me 1 I’ll do like Cartex did — invite all my 
iL'icads to a grand dhiiiet, and then, fust after the cfdFee, blow my brains 
o(.t. ’Twoufd be a splendid advertisement for tho restaurant. All the 
women would be begging the wmters to let them dine in the same private 
room. Yes,' that’s what I’ll do; to be sure 1 will. And bcRitks, I’ll 
prepare a witty letter for the newspapew. It shall be foiuid on my body ^ 
when I’m dciacl ! ” 

(.lastoii seemingly forgot ho was on tho Boulevards, for ho raised liis 
shrill, falsetto voiced well-nigh to its full pitch, and gesticulated furiously. 
Several passers-by turned, and looked at mm in astonishment ; but Aialre, 
fearful of a scene, managed to dm|^ him on. 

“ Ah, me ! ” said Oaston, resuming bis RoUloqiiy in alowov voice, “ afb'r 
all, 1 pity the governor ; it might kill him, you Know. I mijAt have made 
lum so happy, and yet I’ve proved such a torniont. Ah ! if i could begin 
life again — but of course it can’t bo. W'liat a fix ! And at my ago 
too, liich and fashionable, loved by a woman like Zora, and compelled to 
turn off tho gas all the same. It isn’t a nice look out. But tlnoii the 
assizos'— no, I can’t stand that! 1 much prefer a bullet! After all, I’m 
the son of au honest man.” 

Tn his turn Andn^ paused, examining his companion much as a professor 
of vivisection might oxamino some animal he^was cxpeiiinenting on, Ho 
you really mean what you say ? " ho^asked. 

“ To be sure I do. lean bo seriotia sometimes.” And, really, resolution 
scc^mod to sparkle iu young Gktndolu’s eyes, 

“ Well, don’t despair yet a while,” said Andrd. I thiiik that wo may 
be able to arrange this unfortunate affair, only you caimot bo too prudeut. 
Keep quiet, and by all means remember that I may have imperative need 

of you at almost any moment.” 

” Agreed ! But look here, I can’t make up my mind to abandon Zora.” 

« 1)0 not be troubled, I will see her lo-iuorrow. And now, good-bye for 
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to-day ; I’ve not another minute to lose.” So speaking, and leaving 
Gaston still in a state of confusion, Audr<i rushed away. 

The reason for bis excessive haste was that ho had heard Vcrnunct say to 
Croisenois, ** I shall see Mascarot at four o’clock,” and he had taken it into 
his head that he would wait until ho saw the director of the Mutual Loan 
i^ocioty leave his ollice, and then follow him. In this way he hoped, to got 
at Mascarot, whom he had already decided must be an accomplice M some 

kind. He sped down the Hue dc Grammont like an arrow, and half-past 

three was striking at the lmi)onal Library in the Rue Richelieu when lie 
reached the Rue Siiiiitc Anne. He breathed again, and recollecting that he 
h:id not lunched, looked round him for some place where he might break a 
crust. Just in front of the oiEco of the Mutual Loan Society there 
happened to bo a wine shop. Andr4 entered, and asked for two sous’ 
worth of bread, a slice of ham, and a ^iut of wine. He paid his scoro in 
.‘idvance, so that nothiug might delay him in starting after Verininct as soon 
as the latlcr appeared ; and then taking up his stand near the window, he 
begtiu to eat, at the same time keeping his eyes lixed on the opposite Bid<^ 
of Llic- way. He was somewhat anxious, for Vermirict had also said that he 
inleudod going to the Bourse. Would ho return home after he hud been 
II tore, aiul before he wont to see Mascarot? All depended on this. If lie 
(lid, Andr6 w'ould bo able to carry out Ills ])lan8 ; if not, bis hour of waiting 
was losL It was not lost, however, for mat us bo had finished his bread 
and ham, he caught sight of Vermiuet leaving iua office. At one gulp 
Ainlrc swallowed his wine and rushed out after him* 


XXV. 

As scon in the street, Vermiuet appeared to be a highly succesaful man, a 
ca[>italist, 11m fortunate manager of a tliriving and lucrative business. Ho 
walked along in a jaunty style, with head ereot and smiliiig face, glancing 
at the shops witii the air of a miUinnaire able to purchase the whole of 
their contents, and ogling all the good-looking women he met, in the most 
itiipcrtiuent stylo, Aiu1r(^ had no difficulty in following him, although he 
was entirely new to the profession of a JilmTf whicii is a more difficult 
matter tliau is generally supposed, altliough, like most other things, it has 
its recognised rules, which simplify it wonderfully. 

rrofiiing of the fine weather, the director of the Mutual Loan Society 
chose the longest route, like a man with a quiet conscience, who, after a 
clay’s hard work, allows hiniself the recreation of a stroU, TJius, instead 
of taking tlie Kuo Neuve dos Petita Champs he gained the Boulevards, and 
-walked on enjoying his cigar, and constantly bow'ing to the right or left, 
or exclian^ing shakes of the hand, Andre, who was not more than fifteen 
pacc.s behind, kept his man well in sight, and wondered at the many 
pci'sons who knew this surprising financier. Somewhat disconcerted, he 
ivsked himself, ** Am 1 mistakon ? A man scarcely sees aright when he 
looks through the prism of passion. This fellow may not be what 1 
suppose. Have 1 taken the chimeras- of iny imagination for positive 
evidence?” In point of fact, Andrd had no knowledge of that large 
fraction of Parisian society which forgives every sin, providing the sinner 
be well off— the society that always bows to a man with a pleworxc purse, 
no matter how he may have filled it. 

Meanwhile, Yerminot, having reached the Boulevard Poissoimitirc, threw 
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away his cmari and changed his air and walk. He walked rapidly along 
the kite dll Fetit Carreau, and having almost reached the cud of the Rue 
Montorgueil, near the Halles, he suddenly stopped short and disappeared 
under a vast purtt'cochhre^ Andrd had only to glance at the boards on 
either side of the door to ascertain where the financier had ^ne. He had 
gone i^to the office of B. Mascarot, and this Mascarot simply kept an 
employment agency. AiulrC had expected a more brilliant, certainly a 

more significant, discovery, and he felt somewhat disconcerted. Still ho 
determined to wait for Vermuiet, and to give himself an air of domg somc> 
thing, he crossed the street, without losing sight of Mascarot’s door, aiifl 
pretended to ho absorbed in watching three men who were fitting sliding 
sliulters to the shop- windows of a new house. How^ever, AndrC was nut 

obliged to wait long. Li less than a quarter of an hour he saw Vermin ct 
come out with two men-^'Oue of them tall and thin, wearing coloured 
glasses ; the other, stout, smiling, and ruddy, with the air and bearing of 
a man of the world. They all three advanced from under the pvrte- 
and, standing on the kerbstone, remained talking with no little 
rmimation. 

Andre would have given half of the twenty thousand francs in his pocket 
to have hcatd their coiiveraatioD, or at least some portion of it, and he was 
executing an adroit manmnvre destined to bring him closer to the group, 
when, suddenly, two sharp shrill whistles resounded above the hum of the 
stLoet traffic. These whistles were so oddly modulated that they struck 
Aiidr<^, iuid he was not the only one to notice them, for the tall, thin, 
spectacled personage who was talking to Vorminot started, and looked 
li.ifitily around. Jliddcn behind several pa«ficr.s-by, however, AndrC still 
iulvaiieed, wiicu suddenly the three men ho was W'atcliing sopiiratod. The 
man with the spcciaclos went into the house again, while Vermuiet and the 
stout fashionable-looking man walked away together. 

Andrd hesitated. Should he try and find out who these men were T 
There was a young chestnut vendor under the jiorte coch^n\ Could he not 
first find out something from him ? 

“No,'* he thought, **that fellow will always ho there, while I shall 
never, perhaps, get hold of Verminet again, so 1 liad best begin by following 
him.'* 

So saying, he started in pursuit of the director of the Mutual Loan 
ISocicty, who, with his iovial-looking companion, walked down the dark 
passage of the Reine do Hongrie, and turning to the right in the Rue Mont- 
martre entered a handsomedookiug house. Whom had they gone to visit ? 
A man with any experience in de^tive business would not have liccn em- 
barrassed, but the young painter was extremely so, until as lie got nearer 
he espied at the end of the vestibule a marble slab bearing the words : 
' * Office 01 & the fint floor." This was a rav of light. “ Ah 1 " he thought, 

the banker Martin Rigal must live here." 

He entered and questioned the concierge, and a8cort<ained that hia sur* 
mise was a correct one. **Upon my word," he thought, "I’m in luck 
to-day. And now if that young chestnut vendor can only tell me the names 
of Verminet’s companions 1 shall have done well. It is to be hoped he hasn’t 
gone.” • 

Not only was he still there, but he had a companion with whom he was 
so eagerly disputing, that Andre’s presence remained for a moment un- 
noticed. "C<»mc’now,” said the young chestnut dealer, to his *‘pal,’* 
" tliat’a enough beating about the bush. 1 told your guv'nor just what I’d 
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do. You want my place, and furnace, ch? Well, you can have ’em for 
two hundred and mty franca.” 

“ Hut the old boy will only give two hundred.” 

Then he may go to blafeca. Two hundred franca for a place like mine 1 
Why, Bomo daya rve ma^le ten francs, and over— I give you my word for 
it, the word of Toto^Ohupin.” 

TotO'Chtipin 1 Yea, tiie chestnut vendor was our familiar young friend. 
'I'hia name tickled Andre's fancy, and without more ado he apoko to the 
young scamp. “ I say, iny good fellow,” he oxclaiiiicil, “ you wore here 
just DOW. Did you hap^Kin to notice three gentlemen who came out of this 
house, and stood talking together for a few minutes f ” 

Toto turned, and with an inaolont air surveyed the person who had pre- 
uiimod to interrupt him ; thou in a brutal tone, he rcidicd : “What can it 
matter to you ? Mind your own business, and go your own way.” 

Aiulvi' was aeqnainted with more than ono apocimeu of the engiighig clo&u 
to which Toto Chiipiii belonged. Ho know the language and tho w.ays of 
the %U Parint and so ho resumed. “ Well, you miglit as well 

,n»svvi r, it wouldn’t burn your tongue.” 

' " Well, yea, I sn^v them. Wlmt then?” 

“ What then 7 Why, I should like to know their names, if you Imppcn 
Lo know them yoursolf.” 

1'oto Chapin lifted hia cap and acratched his head, as if to stimulate Ins 
iutillect, but while he sot his yellow tow-like hair on end, he examined 
Andr5 inquisitivoly. “ And if 1 did know these men, and could tell their 
names,” ho aaid at last, “what wuld you give me ? ” 

“Ten sons.” 

The young scamp puffed out hia chocks, and gave them a resounding 
Mhip, aa a aupeTlativo expression of contempt and irony. “Look out for 
yoiiv fluspenderM ! ” he exclaimed, with on air of supreme pity. ” Ten sous ! 
Upon iny w'ord ! Shall I lend ’em to you 7 ” 

Andn^ smiled bLaiidly. “ Did you think X meant to od’er you tw'cnt y 
thouMand francs ? ” ho asked. 

To hia iutinito surprise Toto burst out laughing. “ Vve won 1 ” he cried. 
“ T bet with myself that you weren’t a fool, and I’ve won, ns I said. 1 owe 
myself a new hat.” 

“ And why do you think I’m not a fool?” 

“liccause a fool would have' offered me five francs to begin with, and 
when 1 asked for moro, he’d have advanced to ton — aa many francs, you 
did sous.” 

The painter Biniled. 

“But you were not to bo caught,” continued Toto. He paused and 
frowned, for ho was in great perjiloxity. He knew these names, of course, 
iuit should h« give thorn? He instinctively scented an enemy. Well 
iutoutioned persona do not usually address thcmsalvcs to chestnut vendors 
witli such questions. To speak was, in all probability, to do some harm 
cither to Moflcarot or Bcaumarehef, or perhaps, to that sweet and gentle 
Tantalno. 

This last thought settled the point “Keep your ten sous,” said Toto ; 
“ ril tell you whaf you want to know for nothing. I’ve taken a fancy to 
you I The tall fellow was Mascarot, and tlio other, tho stout one, lus 
friend Dr. Ilortohizc ; as to the third-*-wait a minute till.I think — " 

“ Oh, I know Atm, im name’s Vorminet.” 

** Yes, that’s it I” 
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Andrd was so delighted with Chupiii that ho drew a live-fraoo piece from 
his pocl^t and tossed it on to the cover of the furnace. **iIorel take 
this for your pains," ho said; 

With an atush grimace Toto caught up the coin. ** Thanks, my prince 1 '' 
l\e said, and he was no doubt about to muolgein one of his usual witticiuxns, 
w'iieu ho happened to glance down tho street, and at ouee his expression 
changed. He became very nerious, almost anxious, and fixed his eyes ou 
the young painter with a most singular expression. 

** What’s the matter ?" asked AndrA, much surprised. 

* * Nothing," answered Toto—'* oh, nothing at fdi I Only aayou scorn to bti 
a nice sort of fellow, and not a bit proud, 1 should advise you to look out." 

** Look out? And for whatt** 

“ 1 mean— bo careful— I don’t know just whAt I do mean. It’s only an 
i>Ilm that’s come into my head — an idea that some one wants, to blackmail 
you. But that’s enough — I don’t mean to say another Word." 

AiidrC only concealed Ids astonishment with infinite difficulty. TJd 
realised tlnit the young scamp knew a great manv things, tho knowledge of 
^rliicli would bo wonderfully useful to himself ; but he also perceived that 
Toto did not mean to tell them, at least at present, and that it would bo 
lolly to try and elicit another word from him. Bcaidos, tho hour fixed for 
nicc'ting M. do Breulh was now approaching. Accordingly, os an empty 
cab piihscd by AndrA hailed it, and bade the Jehu drive him to the Ilond* 
point of tlic Champs Klys^os. 

If he did uot give the name of the cAf<i where ho was to meet his friend, 
it was because, in obedience to Toto’s counsel, he had resolved to be coreful 
---yes, extremely careful. lie remembered the two odd whistles be had 
heard, which had made Mascarot start, and bad apparently bi*oken off the 
conference which the agent, Verininet, and Hortebixo were having together. 
Ho recollected also, that it was after a glance down the street that Toto- 
(.))iu[:in had suddenly become serious, and had given him that strange, 
mysterious warning. 

Zounds 1 ’’ he cried, suddenly enlightened by tho recollection of a story 
ho had been told not long before, I’m being followed! Tlwt’s it cvb 
ilently." Andrd was too perturbed for tho tijrae l)ejn||^ to draw any con- 
clusions from this discovo^. Besides, the more essential point w\as to put 
ilie person who was following liim off the scent. 

lie lowered tlic gliias in front of the eab, and pulled tho driver by the 
hIocvo to attract his attention. Then, when the man turned and leaned his 
head towards him, he exclaimed: "Listen to me attentively, and don’t 
change your pace. First, I wish to pay you your five francs in advauoo." 

^ But — " 

** Listen. Drive as miicklv as possible to the Hue cle Matigiion; when 
you get there turn round, aiul, as you turn, check your iiorses tor one half 
minute. Then go on like the wind. When you aro ouco in the Champs 
Klysi^'cs, you can go where you choose,' for I sha’n’t bo inside." 

The driver gave a little chuckle. *^Ah, ah !" bcicaid, *' 1 understand ; 
you are folio wtd, and you w^ant to give somebody the slip?” 

“ Something like that, I confess." 

"Then listen tome. Look out when you jump, for-I shall turn short, 
and don’t take the side next the foot-walk — tho roadway’s less dangerous.” 

The driver Was not only intelligent, but skilful as well, for on rt'achlug 
the Kuo do Matigtion, ho so managed matters that Andr4 was able 
to spiing out without hurting himself, and had time to turn into a dark 
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alley before anyouo else entered the street. Like this,’’ thought lie, I 
tilwill be able to ascertain who it is that follows uie.’’ • 

iiut all ill Tain did he listen and watch, entrenched behind a door for 
fully iivo minutes, which seemed endless ; neither foot-spy nor vehicle 
afipcared — there was nothing to justify his precautions in tlie smallest 
ilcgree. ‘ * liave I l)een frightening myself for nothing ? ” he thought. ‘ * No, 
such coincidences cannot be accidental.” 

iloM'o.ver, when u quarter of an hour had elapsed, Andr^ decided to 
abandon his post and join M. de Breulh. ‘‘For 1 am sure he must be 
waiting 1 ” said he. 

And he was right ; for as he approached the little caf^ in the Champa 
Klys^es chosen as their meeting place, he perceived M. de Breulh’s 
broiighain waiting close by, and the baron himself w^alking up arnl down 
sijiokiFig a cigar.. On catching sight of Andrd, M. de Breiiih advanced to 
inccL him, and exclaimed : “ I have been waiting for you for folly twenty 
minutes.” 

Aiulr6 began to excuse himself, but his friend stopped him. “Never 
niiud,” he siiid; “1 know, of coarse, that you must have had an excellent 
ivason fur your delay. Only to tell you the honest truth 1 had Ix^coine a 
Uttle anxioua." 

* ‘ A nxious ? And why ? ” 

“ Don’t you remember what I said the other evening ? How I rerom- 
inendr^l you to be careful. Heuri de Oroisenois is a vilLaiu of the decpcat 
dye.” 

Audrd did not speak, and hts friend put his arm familiarly through his. 
“ Lot us walk,” he said, “ it will be better than shutting ourselves up in 
the oa(6. Yes, 1 boliovo Croisenoia to bo capable of anything and every- 
thing. Ah ! you guessed him aright tlie first time. He constantly talks of 
llio large fortune left by his brother George, which he will one day come 
into i^ossessiuji. of; but it’s really only a bait for his creditors, lie has 
long since devoured this fortune by anticipation. A man driven to 
extremities is not to be trilled with you know.” 

“ Oh, I’m not afraid of him—” 

“ But I am, for your sake, friend Andrd I 1 am somewhat relieved, how- 
ever, by the idea that ho doesn’t know you. ” 

The young painter shook hia head. “Not only does he know me,” he 
answered, “ but I am inclined to believe that he suspects my designs.” 

“ Impossible' 1 ” exclaimed M. de Breulh. 

“Nevertheless, this very day, I’ve been followed aliout. 1 hare no 
actual proof of this, but still I’m certain of it.” Thereupon, without 
waiting for a reply, Andr^ briefly recounted everything that had befallen 
him. 

“Yes, you are right,” said M. de Breulh in a serious voice. “ You are on 
the track of the scoundrels who mean to blackmail the Count and Countess 
de Mussidan ; but they evidently know it and have taken their precautions. 
Yes, you have been followed, no doubt of it, and, in future, at each step 
you take, yon will be watcheil by spies. Why, at this very moment, no 
doubt, we are being observed.” 

He looked roiiud'lM he spoke, but it was already dusk, and ho could sec 
nothing suspicious. “ Ah well,” he added with a laugh, “ we’ll give your 
spies Sie slip for tomight, and if we dine together, they'll hardly know 
where.” Thereupon, approaching hia brougham, he gave the coachman 
some orders iu an undertone. 
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“Come,” said ho to Andr»5, and they both took their seats in ^ho cniTiagc. 
XliO at once started off at a trcineudous pace in the direction of the 
Avenue do I’lmperatrice. What do you think of this expedient 7 ” asked 
Monsieur do lireuUi, gaily. We shall keep up this pace for on hour, and 
rut urn to town by way of the Avenue do St, Ouen and the Ruo do Clichy. 
At the corner of the Ohauss4e d*Antin wo'll stop, jump out, and then be 
fi'ce. Those who are minded to follow us to-night must have good legs." 

L'ho programme was carriedt out, only just as Do Brculh alighted, he saw 
a shadowy form slip from behind the carriage and disappear among the 
crowd on the Boulevard. “ By jove I ” he cried, “ I thought 1 was leading 
the spy off the trail, and I was only giving him a drive I ” 

And then to make cerUun, he went behind the carriage, and felt tlic 
springs and axles. “Tliere can be no doubt of it," he said to Andre, 
held for yourself, the iron is bUU warm. The scoundrel had passed his 
h)gs liere, and held on there.” • 

'i’iie young painter now realised why ho had seen no one, when alighting 
from his cab at the comer of the Ruo de Matignon, Whilst he darted into 
the dark alley, tho spy x^crchcd behind the vehicle had gone on with it as fnr 
iud tho Champs lillyades. This adventure saddened the dinner, and a littlo 
after ten AndrC excused himself and retired. 


XXVI. 


The Vis iouiitess dc Bois d’Ardon had accurately described the situation at 
ilio H6tel do Mussidau, when she said to Anarti in Van Klopen's salon, 

* '■ iviisfurtuiio and sorrow Imve brought the count and countess near to- 
gether, and Sabine l^s decided that it is her duty to save tho honour of the 
family. Sabine is sublime in her self-abnegation." 

It was indeed a fact, that M. and Madame de Mussidan had realised that 
their hate ought to subside in presence of tho common peril, and that their 
united efforts would be none too many to resist the scoundrels who threatened 
tlicm. Unfortunately, this change had not taken place as early as it shouUl 
havo done. After Dr. fiortebize's threatening communication, and wheri 
site had ascertained that all her letters had really been stolon, Diane's ffrat 
iinpulgo had uot been to confess everything to her husband, but rather to 
implore tho help of Norl)ert, who was in reality as much eomnroinised by 
this correspondence as herself. However, her first letter to the Duke de 
Chaiuixloce elicited no reply. She wrote a second, and, finally, a third 
QUO in which she said enough to acquaint Norbert with tho persecution she 
w;is a victim of, and the peril which threatened Sabine. 

This third letter was brought back to her by one of tho Chanipdoco foot- 
men. The duke had certainly read it, for across it he had written : “Tho 
weapons you intended to use against me are turned against youitsilf. God 
is just," 

She almost lost her reason on reading these words, and, for the first time, 
her he.'ii’t of marble knew remorse. The duke’s reply seemed to her a 
prophecy— a voice from Heaven, telling of evil days to come— saying that 
tlic hour of chastisement was near at hand, and that she must now expiate 
lier crimes. Poor fool ! She implored God to efface tiie past, as it tho 
divinity had that power ! At last, she realised that all was lost, and that 
she must speak to her husband, if she did not wish copies of the letters 
stolen finm her to “be sent to him. 

It was one evening, in a small salon adjoining Sabine's room, that tho 
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Criuiilm clc Mussidan told her husband the peril which menaced her, and 
what she had been ashed to do. Alas 1 she was compelled toikpeak of 
tliosQ fatal letters and tlicir ooutonts ; she did so with that marvellous dex- 
terity of women wlm avoid lying, and yet do not smak the truth. How- 
ever, she could hardly gloss over the share she had liad in the death of the old 
J )ukede Champdoce,aiid thcmysterlousdisa^pearanceof George deCroisenois, 

The count was' stupefied. However skilfully she presented the facts, 
they w'eru still so odious, that he could hardly behove his senses. He 
Looked at his wife, who was still handsome, and asked himself how it was 
posHible that such a face could hido so much perversity. Ho recalled hia 
youthful days, and remembored Diane as he had first scon her at »Sauvc- 
boiu'g, whore he liad learned to love her. How pure and candid she had 
fcicomod, and yet slic had instigated a panicidc ! Hut yet another circuiii' 
stance struck M. dc Mussidan. He bad hitherto believed that Din^c^s 
rcblions with Norbei't do Champdocc had been more than questionable, and 
that tlicy had continued even after her marriage. And yet the countess 
denied it, denied it absolutely, with all her energy. And the moment was 
ii sohunn one. She was redneed to reveal the secret of her life. After the 
tcrrihlc confession she had made, there seemed no reason why she slioiild 
n^>t admit her guilt on this point also, if guilt there was. But on the con- 
tiMi'y, alio wai’ady asserted nor iiiuoccncc, and given all the circiimsta”.ccs, 
hho V as coi taiiily w’orthy of Iwlicf, 

'l'\w count believed her ; but he remembered with a pang that he had 
often doubted whether Sabine w'as his child, and now felt himself condcinncil 
lu BeU^ reproach for the indifiercncc he had shown her. Ho did not speak, but 
wIk'u the countess had finished lie rose and left the room, ataggenug like a 
drmikcu man. 

AYbikt talking, the count and countess had believed their daughter 
to be asleep, but they were mistaken. Feadng what she might say 
ill her delirium, they had scut the* faithful Modeste to rest, while they 
sat in the small salon, with the door of kSabiiie’s room half open, so that 
they could hear the slightest movement she made, and, if need bo, instantly 
hurry to lier sido. Yes, they had been ^Hty of this imprudence; and 
>'^abine had heard the significant wordS'-^ruin, dishonour, infamy, despair. 

At first she did not uiiderskvnd. Were not these words part of her 
dcliiious fancies? She made an effort to shake off this nightmare. But 
soon she realised that the whispers were grim realities, and she lay in bed, 
.shuddering with terror. Many of the words exchaaigod by her father and 
iLiotber escaped her, but the conclusion was too clear. Her mother erimos 
Avould be divulged and punished if she, Habino, did not consent to marry 
tills man, who was unknown to her — the Man][uis do Croiscuois. 

With a shudder she resigned liei^Bolf. Duty was there ; she must obey 
its dictates. At least, her agony could not be of long duration. To tear 
her love lor Audrd from her heart, was equivalent to killing her. Still she 
must have courage enough to live until her sacrifice was consummated and 
her parents safe; and then, she thought, she would have a righC to accept 
tlic repose and forgetfulness of the grave. But her ficeh was weaker than 

her spirit. Her fever returned during the night, and a relapse imperiled 

' her life again. Fortunately, her youth and good constitution gaiued tfic 
victory, and, when she recovered, her resolution was In no degree weakened. 
Her first act was to write that letter to Andrd, which had sent the poor 
hdlow iitaily wild. Then, as slio fcjired her father might take some 
dci.pcntte step, in hia despair, she wont to him and .confessed that she 
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knew ev^tliing, ** However, I never loved Monslenr do Brculh,” she 
gaid, witn a wan smilo, and bo, it will not bo bo great a sacridee on my part/' 

V as the Count do Mnsaidan duped by this generous falsehooil? Certainly 
not. Alone, be would Ivive braved the consequences of the murder of Mont- 
louis ; but could ho Budfer the divulging of hla wife’s sins, of the trap set 
for ]MQr George de Oroisoiiois and me midnight duel ho had fought with 
the Duke do Champdoco? , 

Time was going on, however, and the scoundrels who had threatened the 
MiiHsidaiis gave no signs of life. Dr« Hoi’tebizo didn’t show himself. 
What did this silence moan? Sometimes the countess ventured to liopo. 

Have thoy forgotten us ? " she asked herself. 

No, they were not forgotten. Honourable B. Mascarot never for one mo- 
ment lost sight df any of the pieces on the vast chessboard he had selected 
for his lust game, and it was with admirablo precision, and always at the right 
moment, that he made a move. Every thiiig had been arranged for the success 
of tlie Champdooe matter. ' All precautions were taken to avoid detection 
in the substitution of Paul for the duke's real son, and Mascarot had now 
time to turn his attention to the marriage of M. de CroiacnoiB and Sabine, 
b'irat of all, the count and countess’s consent must bo wrung from them, and 
then the marquis must be compelled to start that famous company, intended 
to mask the bVickmailing practices of B. Mascarot and his avs^sociatos. 

Oiir old friend, Father Tontuine, was commissioned to interview the 
(A.mnt de Mussidan, and obtain a decisive promise from him concerning 
{Sabine’s marriage. Any one else bnt the old clerk would, no doubt, have 
coiiHidcrcd it iu^speiiBaok to make some Tittle improvement in his di'css 
-~t.o clean his boots, possibly, and brush the accumulated dust from his 
coat. But 'rantaine disdained cleanliness, which ho indeed called nonsense, 
declaring that the coat did not make the man- He had once been hoard 
lo say tiiat lie never quitted an article of clothing ; he waited till 
g.innciit dropped from niin in shreds, and, judging from his appear:nico, 
this was perhaps true. He clung to his rags as to his personality, saying 
that if he changed them he should not be the same man, and should fail 
to recognise himself in new clothes. So this is why the sorvants at the 
Hotel de Mussidan, on fieeing this dirty, sliabby old man cuter the vesti- 
bule, and ask to see the count or countess, replied with a jocular sneer that 
their master and mistregs hod gone out several bourB ago. 

IlowcYcr, the jest in no way disconcerted old Tantaine. Drawing one of 
MoBcarot’a address cards from his pocket, he implored these good gontlc- 
liien,” to tiikc it tip-stairs, saying that as soon as thoir mas tor saw it, he 
w'Oiild send for him to come up. The name of the honourable omployrneiit 
agent bad mi^io indneuce among menials, and yet the footmen still hesi- 
tated, when Fiorestan entered the ball and consented to take the card to 
the count. 

The Muasidanfi were at lunch, and when the count read Maacarot’s 
name, ho turned deadly pale, and barely bad strength to stammer, Show 
the gentleman into the library, and tell him 1 will join him soon. ” 

Floiostan Icfl} the roomj and the count passed the card to his wife, sayings 
** You SCO ! > 

Madame de Mussidan did not look at it. “I can guSss,” she answered. 

“Ah, yes !” said the count, “settling day has arrived. This name on 
this strip of card- is the signiiioatiou of oiir seiitonco.” Ho rose to his foot 
with such a violent movement of rage that half the things on the talde 
were overturned. And to think I can do nothing against the scoundrels,” 
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ho exclaimed, ** nothing I It is enough to drive one mad ! ” Ili^ emotion 
waB too much for hini, and sinking on to a chair again, he covered his face 
with his bonds and hunt into tears. 

At sight of his despair the countess rose, and kneeling beside him, took 
hold of one of his hands and kissed it tenderly. “ Pardon, Octave,” she 
murmured, forgive me, I am a wretched woman. God is unjust. I alone 
committed these crimes, and alone ought to he punished.** 

M. de Mussiclan repelled her gently. Uo suiFered so much, that the 
idea never occurred to him of reproaching this woman, his wife, wlio had 
made of his life one long agony, and who alone had caused this supreme 
r^atastrophe. '*And Sabine,” he resumed, ‘'must she, a Mussidan, marry 
one of tlicsc ignoble scoundrels 1 That cannot be. It would be ahominaliJc 
cowardice, a more odious crime than all the others to saciifice our daughter 
in order to save ourselves from infamy ! ** 

Sahino was the only one of the throe who retained a semblance of calm- 
ness, and yet her sutForings were even more terrible than her parents*, and 
besides, she was innocent ; but then she possessed that heroism which is 
tlir outgrowth of duty, and her countenance was firm and composed. 

" Ah ! dear father ! ** she Said, with a gaiety that was heart-breaking 
under tlio oircu instances, “why despair? Who con say that M. dc 
(Ji-oiyicnois won’t prove a good husband ? ** 

'I'he count tunied to Saluno and gave her a look of the tendercst affection 
and gratitude. “ Dear child ! ** he murmured — “dear Sabine I ** 
iJ(U‘ examidc, in somo measure, restored his self-possession, and he rose 
again. “Jjcl ua resign ourselves in appeaiunce, at all events,’* ho said. 
** Time alone can bring ns succour, Let us wait. Bcscue may come before 
we reach the church door.” Then going to the table he poured himself out 
a largo gla.‘»s of water, swallowed it at one draught, and left the room, 
niutttii'ing, ** Come, I must be brave i ** 


XXVIL 

Cknial Father Tantaine had guesf^d that some such scene would take place 
between Mascarot’s luckless victims, and was by no nicaiis surprised at 
buing asked to wait. Florestan had conducted him to the supero library 
where B. Mascarot had been received, and to kill time he toOK as it were 
an inventory of its contents. He inipeOted the fine old ear\’ed foT^niture, 
folt the heavy hangings, examined the costly bindings of the books, and 
admired the magnificent bronzes on the consoles. 

“ Ha I ha ! ” he muttered, os he tried the springs of the arm-chairs, “it 
is very comfortable here, and when everything is arranged, Fm not sure 
1 shouldn’t like such a nest for myself. I’m quite sure that Flavian” 
lie stopped short, hearing a foot- fall on the stairs ; the next moment the 
door opened, and the count appeared, calm and dignified, but very pale. 

Tantaine bowed to the very ground, pressing hu shabby hat against his 
bieast. “ Your most humble servant—^’ he b^n. 

Hut the count had paused abruptly on the threshold. ** Excuse me,” he 
said. “ was it you who sent me a catd soliciting an interview f ” 

** 1 had that honour,” answered Tantaine humbly. 

“ But you are not the person whose name I read on this card ? ” 

'’True, I am not M. Mascarot; but I used that respectable name, 
Mousieiu* le Comte, because I know that my own would convoy uo informa- 
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tion to you. My name ia Tantoine, Adrien Tantaine, a lawyer's clerk by 
profession.’' 

It was with the greatest surprise that M. dc Mr^ssidan looked at the 
sliabby individual before him. He realised well enough tliat Tantaine'a 
simple expression and amiable smile wore only affected, and that it would 
bo folly to trust to them. 

** However," continued Tantaine, “1 have come on tho same business, sir. 
It must bo finished as soon as possible.” 

Tlic count shut the door and locked it. This filijiy looking old man com- 
pclled him to feel the ignominy of his position even still more sensibly. 

understand,” ho said, “perfectly; but why have you come, aiid not 
tho other—I moan tho one whom I saw before ? ” 

“ He meant to come, but at the last minute he declared he wouldn't.” 

“Ah I” 

“Yes— he was afraid. Mascaro^ you see, has a ^eat deal to lose; 
while I — ” He stopped, and holding out tho tails ot his coat, turned 
round, so as to fully display his tatter^ sordid garments. “ What 1 hivvc 
on iny back is all 1 have to lose,” he added, with mock joviality. 

“Then, I can treat with you? ” asked the count. 

“Cbi'tainly— and in fact all the more easily as I’m not an intermediary. 
[ am the o^^ncr of the documents.” 

“ What, ia it you who — ” 

Tantaine bowe<l with an air of mo<lest virtue. “Yes, it is I, Monsieur lo 
Comte, u'ho hold the leaves torn fiom M. do Clinchau’s journal ; and— w'hy 
Mdt confess it? — the corroapondence of Madame do Musaidaii as well. If, 
ririgiiuilly, 1 divided the operation, it was because I didn't think it prudent 
to put all niy eggs in one basket. But now that you, sir, and madame are 
on good terms, wo con, I think — ” 

“ h]nougli ! ” answered the count, unable to conceal his disgust. “Sit 
tlown 1 " 

Father Tantaine does not care a straw whether folks despise him or not, 
but he never forgives them for showing their feelings in his presence. 
1'hus the result of tho oouut’s curt, imperious, disdaiuful manner, was tlrit 
all the old fellow’s seeming humility vanished at once. “1 will be brief," 
lie said, sharply. “ Have you any intention of filing any complaint, or 
making any charge against ua ? ” 

“ I have already said 1 should do im^iiag of the kind.” 

“ We can transact our businessj then 7 ” 

“ Yes— if— ” 

Tho old man shrugged his shouldenu “There are no 'ii's* in tho 
matter ! ” be answered. “ Wo dictate the conditions, which you can ac- 
cept or reject as you choose.” , 

He spoke BO impudently that tho count’s face flushed, and he felt 
tempted to pitch tho scoundrel out of the window. However, he had do- 
1/crmined to kee^ his temper, and accordingly replied, “ At all events, 
state your conditions.” 

Tantaine produced a greasy portfolio, and drew a paper from it. “Those 
arc our terms,'* he said, sluwly. “The Count de Mussidan promises tho 
hand of Mademoiselle Sabine, his daughter, to the Marinis de (^roisenoia ; 
he gives six hundred thoucand francs dowryi .^.nd agrees that the marriage 
rIuiTI bo solemnised as early as possible. To'inorrow the Marquis do 
Croisciiois will be officially presente^l at the H6tel de Museidan, and will 
be well received. Four days later he will be invited to dinner. In a fort- 
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night honce M. do Mussidan will give a grand foto for the wigning of the 
marriage contract. The leaves of M. dc CUiichau’s diary, ana the corres- 
pondence of Madame de Massidan, will be handed to M. de Muasidan, im- 
mediately after the marriage has been aolcmniaed*’’ 

The count sat with compressed lips and clinched hands, listening to these 
atroeiouB conditions. “Very well,” ho said, coldly; “but who can tell 
me that you will keep your engagements, aud that the papers will be re- 
stored to me after all ? ” 

Taiitaino gave him a glance of commiacratlou. “Your own good sense ! ” 
ho answered. “ What moro could we hopo from you when wo have your 
daughter and your fortune ? ” 

This wfis logical cuougli. Assuredly he would bo loft quiet when nothing 
more could bo extorted from him. However, the count did not apeak at 
lu-st. For Homo minutes he walked up and down the library, glancing 
aslianco at the old clerk, and employing all his penetration in trying to 
discover some flaw, some weak point in the armour of his impudent, 
cynical adversary. “ Well,” he said at lost, in a deliberato tone, like a man 
wliu has made, up bis mind: “I renounce struggling. You hold me; I 
must admit myself conquered. Exorbitant as your conditions arc, 1 accept 
them.” 

“'Tliat’s the way to talk I ” said Tantaine, cheerfully. 

“ Only let us have a frank explanation without reticence. It scem.s to 
me ihat'all artifice of language is uimecessary.” 

“ Quito so.” 

“Thfui,” rejoined the count, in whose eyes there sparkled a gleam of 
hope, “ why do you talk to mo of giving my daughter to M. dc Croisonois? 
It is perfectly unnecessary* What you want is simply the six hundrtjfl 
thousand francs, is it not? Well, take them, and leave Sabine to me. I 
Oder you her entire dowry — ” 

He f'hcckod liiinaelf, and waited for the result, Ito bclzcrcd ho had wf»n 
the battle, but he was mistaken. 

“It wouldn't be tlio same tiling,” answered Tantaine. “ AVc should not 
attain our objeot in this way.” 

“ I can do more even. Grant me another month, aud in that time I shall 
hr able to increase tbe sum to a milUon.” 

Hut Tantahio was not moved by the magnitude of this offer. “You 
Imve forgotten what I told you, Mouaieur le^ Comte,” said he. “ Onr con- 
ditions arc filial, irrevocable,” Ilo rose to his foot, and added, “ f think, it 
would be boat to ond this interview, which might become irritating. Vou 
liavc agreed to accept the conditions ; M. do (JroiscuoU will be w‘el« oincd 
to-morrow — ” 

TJio count replied with a gesture of assent, but ho dared not trust him- 
self to speak. 

“ Tlion,” oontinuod Tantaine, *• I can now retire. As you, sir, keep 
your engagements, so will wo keep ours.” 

His hand was on tho door, When the count stopped him. “ One word 
more,” said M. dc Mussidan. 1 can answer for myself and idy wife, but 
as to my daughter — ” 

Tantaine's face changed. “ I don't understand,” he interrupted, Mpeak- 
liig in a tone that showed he understood only too well. “ 1 don’t know — ” 

“ it may be that my daughter will reject M. de Croisenois.” 

“ Why should aho? Tho marquis if* good-looking, witty, and ami^ildc.” 

“ Ncvevtheloss, sho may reject him all tho same/’ 
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*'13ut surely Mademoiselle do MussicKan is too well horn and bred to 
qiuistiou her parcuts’ doeiaioiis.” 

'Ihe count knew ho was surrouudod by spies, but he had no notion that 
his persecutors were acqxiainted with Sabine’s admirable devotion. Hence 
he rejoined, ** However, it is as well to foresee all contingcncicw. My 
daughter has always had a tirm will. She was oxi>ecting to marry M. dc 
Brciilh-P^verlay, and perhapfr--” 

“If mademoiselle resists, ’’interrupted tho old clerk, peremptorily, “you 
will, if you please, let me see her for a few minutes. After that I am in- 
clined to believe you will have no further difficulty;*’ 

“ What would you preeunie to say to my daughter? ” 

T should tell her -wcll— I should tell her that if she loves any one it is 
certainly not this M. de Brenlh 1 ** As he finished speaking, wortl^y 
Tantainc tried to bolt, fearful of tho oonsequenees his words might have, 
but the count, with a kick, closed the door which the old follow liafl already 
partially opened. 

“Von will not leave this room,” said the count, sternly, without ex- 
plaining that insulting remark. What do you mean ? ’* 

1’aiit.T.inc seemed to be reflecting. His impjitience had carried him 
fartUev than he meant to have gone, and he was rather at a loss for an 
uiiswfT. “ tiood heavens ! ’* he replied at last, as he adjusted his spectacles, 
“ i had no intention of offending you. I merely-—” Ho hesitated, and 
liiially, in a tone of the moat delicate sarcasm, which was strange in a man 
of his apparent condition, he resumed ;* “ I am aware that a noble beirc.sa 
may do many a thing without Ijeiug in the aligl) test degr^ compromised — 
inasiy a thing which would liopeleasly ruin the reputation of a girl of a 
fliftei’cnt social gi'ocle. So no doubt M. de Brculh-Faverbiy knew that the 
young lady lie expected to marry was in tho habit of pas.sing her aftcrnooii.s 
ii:i the room of a young man — ” 

** Scoundrel ! ” roared the count. “ Wretch, you lie 1 ” 

M, de Miissidmi’s gesture w'as at tho same time so threatening, that 
Tantaine stalled back and pulled* out the revolver which never left bin., 
and which he had already produced on the occasion of his memorable visit 
to Perpignan. “C4ently, count, if you please,** said he. “Insults ami 
blows never pay. 1 am simply bettor informed than yourself, that’s all. 
J, myself, have often had the honour of seeing your daughter enter Ko-<, 
Rue do la Tourxl’Auverjjne, ask the concierge Cor M. Andrd, the painter, 
and then dart up the staircase like a hare.” 

The count was fairly choking. “ Proofs 1 ” ho gasped. “ Pmofa ! ” 

As they talked, tlie old clerk had maneuvered so successfully that the 
groat library table now separated him from M. do Mussidan. Entrenched 
behind this improvised rampart he felt comparatively seenre. “Proofs ! ” 
he answered; “do you think I carry them in my pocket? I couldn't 
f ni-nish you with any of the corxespondcncc of these young people under a 
week, and that’s too long to wait. However, you can satisfy yourself very 
easily. To-morrow, beioi-e eight o’clock, go to the address 1 have just 
given, and climb thsf stairs to M. Andre's studio. There, behind a green 
bai/e curtain you will find Mademoiselle Sabine’s pgrtrait-^and a good 
])ortrait it is, I presume you will admit that this could not havo been 
painted w'ithcmt a sitter.'’ , 

“ Leave this room at once ! ” cried the count, who felt as if he wero 
going mad. 

1 antaine did not wait for the injunction to be repeated. He hurried to 
VOL II. h 
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the floor, and when he was quite outside, popped his head in and cheer- 
fully added, “Don’t forget the address, Monsieur le Comte — Andr(5, artist, 
Kuo dc la Tour d’Auvergne, No . — , and go early, before eight o’clock.” 

At this supreme insult, the count bounded forward, but no was too late. 
I'antaine puffed the door to, and darted down the staircase. “It was 
better than I expected,” he muttered; “but, after all, I have yet to see 
tlie man wlio is not subdued by a fortnight’s agony of suspense !” ^yhcTl 
he reached the vestibule his face had regained its usual expression, ami it 
was with the greatest resper.t that he bowed to tho footmen, and left tliu 
house. 

“ Kh ! ch 1” he said to himself, as he walked down tho Rue do Matignon, 
“it sccihs to me 1 didn’t arrange that so badly. Tho count w'ill certainly 
vcTify my information about Aiidr^. They will be brought together, and 
what will he the result ? Was 1 not rather too prompt? — But no, on the 
contrary, it was a happy inspiration of mine. An dr A know's himself 
Avatuhcil, and of course E shall discover nothing more through him ; whilst 
fui the other side, M. dc Mussidan,now certain that his daughter lias had a 
lover, and what a lover too ! a low born oniauicrital sculptor, will almost 
thnjikfully accept the Marquis de Croiaenois as his son-in-law.” 

In saying this, worthy Tantaine felt convinced that Sabine had been 
Aiulr<S\s mistress. He was quite unable to imagine the possibility of such 
u noble honest love as that which bound tho young artist and MademoLscl'ic 
dv Mucaidan together. “ What will bo the result of the count’s visit to 
the studio?” ho asked himself. “Tho old nobleman’s frightfully liot- 
tempored. Suppose they quarrelled, wo might have a duel then, ajul who 
knuwfl?— that cursed Andre might be killed. Well in that cu^e, good 
riddance to bad rubbish, that’s all I say.” 


XXVIII. 

Tru: old clerk had by this time reached the Champs ElysiSes. and he looked 
anxiously around him, and then made the tour of the Biimmcr circr..^ 
building, lie was seeking for Toto-Chupiii w ith whom he had made an 
aptioiiitnient, and os usual on these occasions, the young scamp was not to ho 
Tiiutaiiic not only felt uneasy Init out of temper also, but at last near 
(>jic of those stalls where imitation lotteries for worthless gewgaws and pieces of 
erockcry are organiz(;d, he saw Toto conversing earnestly with it.'i owner, 
(/liupiii was no longer radiantly attired as at the “ Grand Turk ” bvit w'ore 
a dirty patched blouse, fuid a greasy cap-— “ £b, Toto ! ” called worthy Tan- 
taine — “ Toto-Chupm ! ** ^ 

’i'ln lad heard him, plainly enough, for he looked round, but did not 
tnove. The conversation he was engaged in was evidently of great inter- 
est. However, Tantaine shouted again, and more imperiously than before, 
and Toto reluctantly left his companion and went towards the old clerk. 
‘ * What an idea ! ” he grumbled. “ As soon as you come, I must leave 
everything else. Do vou feel ill, that you set up such a fxiueal? If you 
do, I'll go and get a nhysieian.” 

“ I’m in a great hurry, Toto.” 

“ I daresay. So’s the postman when he's late. I’m busy too." 

* ‘ With that person you just left ? ” 

“ Yes, to be sure : *tbat person,* as you call him, is wiser than I am. 
llo-v much do you make each day, Father Tantaine? Well, that fellow 
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there with that littlp stall pockets thirty or forty francs every night, aii<} 
he has literally nothing to do for it either. It must he nice to see peopid 
make sach fools of themselves. I should like that haainessi and 1 think 1 
shall start on it soon. Pationce ! ” 

ratience I Tather Tantaine realised that ho had never so much needed it 
as at this precise moment. I thought,” he said, quietly, “ that you wtirtv 
going into business with tho two young men you were drinking beer witlt 
attho ‘Grand Turk.*” 

At this suggestion Toto howled with rage. “Business with them ! ” luv 
cried. “I won’t have anything mo)*e to do with tho rascals ! | 

“ Havo they done yon any harm, my poor Toto ? ” ; 

“Yes, utterly ruined mo at cards — ^won all my coin, and even rny new' 
clothes, that’s why Fm in this old blouse. They were in force, the bc^gars^J 
and made me strip. If you like to lend me a hundred sous, I shall nHl( 
have live franca in my pocket. Fortunately, I Siiw Mascarot yesterday,; 
and hfi gave mo leave to sell the furnace. He’s a good follow, it( 
Mascarot.” [ 

Tiintaino pouted disdainfully. “Good fellow!” he answered. “ lie’? 
good and friendly enoiigh, no doubt, aa long as no one asks a favour of him.’* 
Jt was so strange to heiir the old clerk say a word agaiuBt Maararot tli.it 
'J’oto was astounded. * ‘ That isn’t the vpay you used to talk,” said he. 

“Ah, I didn’t know Maaoarot then. But Fsince ho lets me half starve 
while he rolls iu gold, I say to myself, ‘That’ll do ; I've had quite enou;^ii) 
ot you.* And, in fact, Toto, as you are a bright boy, I don’t mind telHiJii; 
you that I’m only waiting for an oxiportunity to leave Mascarot and set 
in business on my ovm account*” f 

“Work for oneself, indeed,” said Toto in a tone which betrayed bit lev 
deception. “ That is easier said than done ; I know that right enough.'’ ^ 

“ \ou’ VC tried, then? ” \ 

“ To do something alone ? Yes, I have, but I came to ferief. llesidi ^ 
you know all about it as well aa I do myself. Don't tell ino you didn f. 
listen that evening when you were looking for Caroline at tho 
'Well, never mind, i can tell you all the same. One day then, I saw a lady' 
looking frightened to death get out of a cab. I followed her at once. y- 
Xilan wfis already made, ond I knew just What I meant to do. I was woll-' 
dressed at the time, so I rang at the door, and I felt so certain I was going, 
to make something out of her, that 1 wouldn’t have taken eighty fraiu..s'< 
down for tho hundred I expected to have. Well, then, I rang A sorvantf 
opened the door, and in I went. What luefc I had 1 Why a great Ingj 
fellow pummelled away at me, and finally kicked mo down stairs.” Ho' 
saying, Toto lifted his cap and showed a couple of scars, wliicli rcddcnc'U 
hU manly brow, “ That’s the blpke’s mark,” he added, grimly. 

Whilst talking, Tantaine and Toto had walked slowly up tho Champ'^v 
Kly3«5es, and they had now just reached the house which was being built by' 
M. Gandelu— tho house where Andr^ worked. ' ^ 

Tantaine took a scat on a bench just across the road, “Let’s sit down a ' 
moment,” he said ; “I’m horribly fared. ” | 

And when Toto had installed himself at hi$ sid^s, he added : “ Your ; 
story, my boy, only proves that you are lacking in experience. Now I’vo i 
plenty of that. With Mascarot, it was really I who was at the heucl of ; 
most things. If I were to start on my own account, I should have a ! 
carriage this time next year ; only one thing deters me, and that’s my ; 
for unfortunately I’m growing old. At tliis“ very moment I have a siqH i h 
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'iHiur on haml with half the coin paid in advance. ( >iily I must give it up, for 
to bring it to a stuooessful issue 1 need some one who's young and quick.” 

Chupin looked up with eager eyes. “ Wouldn't I do? ” ho a.sked. Tho 
i>ld dtrk shook hia head. “You are too young,” he said — “just as I’m 
too old. Tho heart, at your age, speaks too loudly. You would reco'il 
jiist at the critical moment. And then you have your conaciovioo.” 

“ So 1 have ! ” cried Toto, “but it’s a conscience much like yours. Papa 
Tautuine; it has a deal of cListicity about it, and can be rolled up and 
rucked away when one takes tho omnibus.” 

“ Well ! well I perhaps we can come to terms.” 

The old clci L protinoed a chocked rag, which did dsity as a haudkondiiof, 
j\nil wiped hifa fipcctacles without removing them. “ Listen to me, Chupin,” 
he resumed ; “ listen to a mere sup]X)sltion. You hate your two quondaru 
I'rionds-' the fellows who wore stronger than you, and who fleeced you of 
your r.nnicy and idothes. Well, suppo.se you knew^ they ran about like 
=i<(uinv]s all day long in tho acafiolding of that big house ox>posite, what 
bhouM y<ui do y ” 

'loLo scratched his head. “ If your supposition were truth,” lie answered 
it l:i.st, “ tho.sr •’lia])a might a.s w'ldl say their prayers ; for IM slip into the 
IvMi.si! at night-time and jint smv the plunks neaily Apart, so when one of 
toy brigands the next moruiug stepped forward — wheW' I You undc*- 
tland. Father Tantiiino ? ” 

“Not bad!” said the old man paternally, “not at all bad, upon my 
word, for a lad of eighteen.” 

Toto-Oluipin swelled with pride. “And I'd manage it all so wc-il,” !uj 
iddcd, “ that no one. would ever siispccft me. 1 know all about tho build- 
ing trade. Why f worked for a mason myself once on a time. ’ 

“The more I listen to ypUivl'oio.” said tho old clerk seiLously, “tho 
more I'jn cunvinoed you are precisely tlie parfner 1 need. I’m sure we 
tould make heaps of money together.” 

“ Oh, I’m -sure of that.” 

“The more ao, as you, know all about the building trade. Well, just 
l-d lut: tell you that among my arquaiiitanccs there’s a very wealthy 
old gentleman w'ho has a mortal euciny — a young man who van oil' with a 
woman he adored.” 

“Tho old fedlow must have been awfully wild.” 

“ He wasn’t pleased,|oertaiidy. Now it happens, Toto, that this young 
man spends ton hours out of the twenty-four on those very acnflbbls op- 
posite. Tho old gentleman, who’s a clover fellow, had much the siiuk idea 
us yon, but he’s too stout and too old to try the game himself, and to out 
.a long story short, he’d give four thousand francs to the persons who put 
Ids idea into execution. If we went into partnership, that W'ouhl he halves 
b>r each of us. Two thousmid francs for a little siiw'iug ! — what do you 
think of that, Toto ? ” 

Despite the elasticity of Chupiu’s conscience, this sigm'licarit suggestion 
made him tnm pale, and ho shuddered. Trying, however, to master his 
fecUugs, he exclRimed, “Tho thing might p’r’aps be done.” 

His agitation was J:oo cvidenc^to escape Tautaiiic, but tho latter pre- 
tended not to notice it. 

“First of all, Chupin,” ho said, “I must explain to you how tlie old 
goutleinan’a plan differed from yours. If any plank were s^iwed as you 
sugge.^t, why we should run tliC risk of some other fellow breaking his 
ucck, and our man escaping scot free.” 
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“That*a true,'* said Toto, who scralclipcl his Iiead and added, ‘Mioav 
ever, anyone who hit on a. better way would be smart fellow.*’ 

“ J\'e hit on one, Tuto.” ^ 

*• I’shaw ! I’rn not curious, but I should like to know it.” 

TaiiUine smiled genially. “ Listen to me,*' he Raid using his forefingci 
as an indicator. You see that little wooden shanty up there aiiiun^ 
tiie scattolding ? ” 

“That’s wliere the ornamental sculptors perch.*' 

“ Open your eyes iiiul .shut your mouth,” said Tanfaiine severely. “ Thai 
little shanty a hundred feet up hi the air has a window, as you see. Kow. 
till? supporiri of that window ought to be sawn throtigh, down to the llooj 
of the shanty.” * 

* ‘ That’s easy enough ; bub what then ? ” 

Tantaiiie shook his head compassionately. “ Ah ! ” he said, in a tone o< 
reproach, “ I thought you more intelligent than that ; I really did. Sup- 
pose my old gcnth-ni.an’s enemy — w'hofle name is Pierre— was in that iittli 
]>()v at work ! All of a sudden, he hears in the avenue the voice of a woma^ 
^livicUIng, ‘ Help ! Pierre, help ! It’s 1— your Adole 1 ’ What would I’iern 
do, do you think? Ue would rush to that window and loan out, and a; 
the su])ports have been sawed through, why, hc\l come a cropper on ih-; 

I* ivu.'U'iit.” : 

“It’s nwtTilly well planned,** said Toto admiringly. 

“ \ot badly, certainly ; but the point is, would you undoriako the job ? ; 
IVixen to the wall, Cliupiii hesitated. “ i don't say no,” ho mutterod 
“Init will the old goatlem.in pay promptly? might do t)ie work, ao^' 
then, pV'aps, hcM leave ub in the lurch.’* : 

wdtl pay ; and, besides, didn’t I tell you that he had i)aid half ii 

advance 

Toto’s eyes sp.arklod. The old clerk unbuttoned his coat, and mystov*> 
c-ii-sh' produced two lionk-nolea of a thousand franc.M each, “ There ' *’ «iaid 
“ Ly jove ! ” exclaiuicd Toto covetously, “If 1 undertake the >rork 
are one of these for me ? ” J 

“ Of eour.'e ; and you’ll have a second one afterwards,'’ said Tnj»taine. ' 
“All right, then, count on me.” And when the old clerk had ha ndc. 
him the note, the. young scamp, carried aw'ay by delight, posiLiv'dy kisfie* 
it, and then, careless W'iiat passers-by might think, executed a frantic jMt 
Ip i.lnmf'. 

After these preliminaries, the re.st was easily settled. It was ngree<l tlu^ 
Toto should, that very night, enter the building and set to W'ork. 

Haw'ing the supports, he would only have to stroll about in tho neighlwui hoo# 
and w iitch for the result. This last point was particularly speciiicd by Fatlun 
I'aiitaine, who, on his bide, undertook to select the right inomorit, whici 
might only occur in a few days* time, for bomc one to call out in such 
inniuicr as to bring the young sculptor to the window. The old man though^ 
of everything, and even explained to Toto the kind of hand-saw he liad 
choose, giving him the addres.s of a maker who was unrivalled for the qualir 
of his tools. “Above all,” ho added, “take care not to 1 cjiv(j any mark? 
that mi'jht cause suspicion. Remember that the merest ab'in of sawdiuf 
on the floor might disclo.se the whole secret. It w»<4uld bo wise, inoreov'i,T 
to furui.sli yourself with a dark lantern. Grease your .«*aw w'cll, and whe*^ 
you have flnislied, conceal the marks it will leave. 1 should fjugge.st doiu;- 
60 with a little'putty, over which you might .sprinkle sonic plaster. Tlierc'l 
be lots lying abput."” 
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^ Into libtencil to the ohl iiitou with astonislimeiit ; ho iuiil iiover Bupposcd 
-ilia praotioal. He promised that he would attend to all these details, 
juul presuming that his iuslnictions w'cro over, he rose to go. 

Ihit Taiitaiiio had not ihiiiahod. “ By the way,” he said, ** just tell me 
.;ho truth about Caroline Schimmel. You told Beaiimarchef that she ac- 
pUMMl me of making her drunk, and that she was looking everywhere for 
jur; to avenge herself. Is that true ? ” 

“Oil! you weron*t my partner then,” answered the lad with a laugh; 

' ‘ and 1 only said it to fi'ighteu you. The truth is, you made the poor 
JiMimau drink so much that .she’s very ill, and is in aii hospital now.” 
'i'aiitalne looked pleased. He rose, and before turning away, asked, 

‘ Wlxorc do you lodge at present? ” 

“ 1 don’t know. Yesterday 1 slept at the Cavriorca d’Ameni|ue ; but 
pow, as Tve some coin, I shall bo furnishing a place for myself.” 
f In the moantiine, will yon have my room for a few days ? ” asked Tan- 
faiiio. J've moved, hut the attic belongs to me for another fortnight.” 

' II right. Where is it ? ” 

^ know; in the Hue de la Iluchetto, at the Hotel da IVrou. I’ll 

rite a word to the landlady, Madame Jjonpiaa.” As ho spoki*, he tore a 
y'lt i'roiB hi.s notebook, and wiote with a ^xmcil a request “ tliat a young 
jeliUive of his, M. Toto-t'hupin,” might have his room. 

, I’oto oarofiilly secured this letter wdth the bank-note in the foldn oi in’'* 
.a rkcloth, which mmied to Ihj lic^fch his strong-box and liis arciiivc^i. ’ .\n'l 
\ow.” ho, “ I'll just have a look at the building, so as to plan h 1*11 
I'o tliu job.” 

Tlio old clerk 'ratched him cross the avenue and stand on the oppoj iio 
»:ivomont, looking up at the mou at work. At this very moment, M. 
^aiulclu, the builder, camo out with his son, and stopped to give aoino 
iivctions. >’or two or three minutes, Toto and (iaston stood sitk; by siiu', 
,Io'jv to each other. A iiirangu smile llittcd over T.'intaiuo’K lips as las 
, ed this. “ Two children of Pam,” he niuied, “charming cxainplos of 
* \iiuntcd civilisation- -both gifted wdth similar instincts, but one of them 
tullilicd by vice, and the other shaiticiied by necessity, llowovor, tlio 
pindy struto about on the pavement, while the gamin plays in the gutter. 

is it that 'Foto doesn’t buy cigars at a franc a-picce, and let <iaslon 
,igk up the stumps?” 

Ihit he had no time to spend in philosophising, as the omnibus he needed 
'a.-’ within sight. He hailed it, took his scat, and, iialf an hour later, 
^;tvrod the house iu the Kue Montmartre, where he had installed Paul 
j'iolatne. 

! Madame Bregot, the esccdlent concierge, who was ready to swear ti. t 
|anl had ressiilod iu her house for years, happened to bo in the couityanl 
j'.dehing one ol the tenants, who -was bottling wine, when she caught sight 
f. Tiuitainc. She rolled up to him with a most ingratiating smile ; but still 
ii3(<rhcd in ihojight, the old clerk neglected to touch his shabby hat, and 
iOK'ly asked, with on absent air, “ flow is our young man getting on? ” 

> “ Better, .sir ; much better. I made him some good soup yesterday, and 
enjoyed it immensely. He looks like a king this morning, nncl the 
' octor lifui just Kent a clpzen of wine, which will set him all right again.” 
Tautaine listened as carelessly as he had spoken, and he was already half 
*ay towards the stairs when mother Bregot stopped him mid mysteri- 
visly added, “A person ivas here last night nuiking inquiries about 
!. Paul.” 
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Tiu'ri information roused Tautaine from his refleotions, and he eagerly, 
anxiously asked, “ Who was it ? ” 

‘ * A gentleman. He asked me if I vrexfi well acquainted with M. P.iul, ' 
wliat he did, if lie had several friends, and where he lived before he uatrio 
here ? *' 

“ Well, what did you answer him?” 

“ Oil ! just what you told me to say — ^neither more nor leas.” 

^‘What sort of n person was this gentleman?” asked Tautaine, after a 
brief ]uiu.so, 

Well, ho was a man much like other men— neither tall nor short, 
neitln'r tliin nor fat, woll-drcs.'jed but stingy, for after qiiestioniiig me for, 
a (ju.ivtcr of an Jiour, he went oft' without giving me a farthing.” 

'i'liis description of the vn^stor w'as hardly calculated to cnligliten Tautaine, ' 
.uid lie looked disappointed, **Then you remarked nothing about him hiv 
p:*rticnlar ?*’ he asked. 

Yes— his spcctiiclcs, w'ith gold hows aa lino as hair; and his watch*’ 
oIkiiii, wliicii was as tliick as my thumb.” 

Aiui is tli.'it .all ? ” 

“V's,'* t-lvc said, “ that’s all. Oh! one thing; this gentleman must! 

A'f»i liere,” 

' ! Wl)tit malfcs yon think SO? ” 

‘ ‘ Im - in so, while lie was talking to me lie was in an .awful fidget — he never 
I., is ' i- oych oif the door. Ho was as restless as Minette, my cat, wdicu 
b '• siolon a piece of meat while my back’s been turned.” 

'■ A «i udt you, mother liregot. Be prudent 4 uk 1 watchful,” said Tantaiiio,, 
.L's Iw continued his way npatnirs far more slowly than was his habit. Ibi, 
-t -jii/tal i.Ycry tw o or three steps to think. ‘*AVho can this person be t ” 
iic ft'^kod Iniiisclf. 

With vwuulerful promptitude ho surveyed the whole field of probability 
and possil'dlity, amt still he Avas .at a loss to aHHWcr lus own query. 
iii.iu iTiiisb know me,” ho pondered, “ If he was nervous and fidgety, it 
iiiii.-l JiaA'c boon that he feared being surprised by me. Ho must bo working* 
against us. He can't have come with any good intentions.” As the oltl' 
t. h. I’k vcilcotcd, his anxiety dcvrlopcvl into fright. “Thunder ! ” he muttr-rcil. 

* ■ Are the police at my IkmaU? ” He tried to reassure hiuisclf ; but only auc- 
A’cvded partially; for liLs nerves were strangely shaken, “At all events,” 
bo said, *' 1 iniiat make haste* After succeeding, I can certainly annihilfile 
all proofs. T must finish the work a.s speedily as possible.” , 

lie hail now readied the third floor, and stood at the door of Paul’s apart< 
iiuMit. He rang, and the door was instantly opened ; but at the sight of 
the person who had answered his ring, ho started bock and uttered a cry of 
aiiiiiy astonishment. .It was a woman who stood before him— a young girl, 
i hii daughter of Martin- Rigal, the banker. At one glance, Tantaino, a keen 
obscrA'cr, realised that Mademoiselle Flavia had not Iv^cn with Paul merely 
for a few' iiiinntcs ; for she was without her hat and clo<ak, and hefd a piece, 
of embroidery in her liand. “What do you wish.^r? ” she askeo. .. ' 

Tjic old dork tried to speak, but, strange to say, lie could nos ntfcc'r a 
word. An iron hand seemed to be clutching at his throat, and he looked 
like a man who was about to have an apoplectic fit.* Flavia gazed at him 
with some curiosity and considerable disgust. This 8h.al>by, sordid-looking 
old man repelled her. She fancied she had seen Inm somewhere before. In 
lact, there Awas an inexplicable air about him which puzzled her. 

“I di uild lik*^ to speak to Monsieur Paul,” said the old clerk at last, in 
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- a voice no low and husky thoit it wajs almost uiiinteUlgildc ; “he expects 

“ III that ease, eir, como in ; but I ought to warn you that hia doctor is 
^5 with him just now.'* 

i; As rihe spoke, h'huia retreated close to the wall, so that Tantainc might 
j tutor without touching her dress. He passed her with a low how, and 
crossed the little salon with the air of a person who knew where ho was 
^ geing. lie did not even kjiock, but opened the door of the bedroom and 
j, went in. 

A singular spectacle met his eyes. Paul, who looked very pale, was sit- 
ting up in bed with his shoulders bare, and liortebize was hovering r<uuid 
hini with an air of eager interest. On Paul's arm, from shoulder to elbow, 
\\ there extern led an enormous M'ound or burn, which must have been intensely 
f paiuful. 'I'hc doctor was applying to this appalling wound strips of gold- 
heater’s wkin, which had previously been moistened witli a solution coitained 
ill a phi ill stiiuding on a side table. 

\ When Taiitaiue entered, Ilortebizo turned, and so readily did thene two 
} men undcriiiiiid each other, that a gesture and a glrmcu snfriecd for them l-.» 
„ ( xeh.Dige their lUoiighN. ** Plavia here ! ’* was what Tantaiiie’s gi sturo, 
}f sigiiili'-rl. “ Jd she m;id V* ‘*I daresay, but I can't help it,” 'was the 
. aiiNwei’ I'; be. read in the. doctor's eyes. 

^ li'AV'nt r, Paul ab:o had turned, and it was with an excbamatioiiof 'ieiii/ht 
; tha*- 111: gn'ctcd the old elerk, "who of all the people round about lum pleaded 
^ him the most, fu fact, he thought him less evil-minded than tl\eol!>. r 
.V'Soelate:-!. Ooine here,” ho naid gaily, “and sco wluit a pitiahlo slaL' 
tlio iloelor and M. Afascarot have reduced mo to.*’ 

^ It was with the attention and curiosity of a connois'ieuv that Tautainc c\ 
amiimd Paul’s wound. “Are you sure,” ho asked llortebi/e, “tliat ihc 
ifsoar will tlecfdvc, not only the duke, who will |v-Ucvc just what we cho(!v , 
,ibut also his wib' and friends, and even his physicians?” 

, “ NVo will deceive them, ono and all !” luiswcrcd the doctor do<'idt;dly. 

i “The next i>oiut,” continued TanUiue, “is, how long w'e shall have to 
(.'W'ait for the soar to become white aim awpiirc an appearance of age.” 

> “ Ik'foro a mouth has elap.sed, we can present Paul to the Duke d*' 

,1 C'hampdijci .” 

“Is that ically so ? *' 

“ Understand me : the «oar will not he altogether natural, but ilicro are 
j several other things I i]>tcnd to do to it.” 

I The dressing was now completed, ami Paul's shirt was pulled up o -r'r his 
, {shoulders, and Jio w’as allow'cd to lie down again, and instructed to . 'oms 
' and turn about as little as possible. “Ob ! I’ll keep still,” he sahl, “ long 
I have the nurse who's waiting in the next room. By the way, J’m f'Ure 
1^ she's Avaiting with great impatience for yonr departure.” 

5 Hortcbi/c frowned, and gave his patient a furious look, a.^ much as to say, 
1“ Hold jour tongue ! ” but the joung fdlow was blind. 

“ Ifow long has thiowkirse been Avitii you?” asked Tantainc, in ;i coii- 
',j^’strained voice. 

I _ ’* Kvit since I’ve been in bod,” an.swcrcd Paul, with the most cr?noeitt d 
; air. " I Avrote to say^ I could not go and see her, as 1 av.'is ill- and so .die 
f came here. Site received my note at nine o’clock, and at ten minutes past 
. .die niadi! her appearance. ” 

The judicious doctor contrived to get behind Tantaine, and made a df''^- 
prdriug to i*aul to induce him to say no more; hut .ill in vain. 
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* ' It seems/’ continued the conceited simpleton, '* that M. Martiii-Kigal 
spends his life in liis private office. Aa soon as he is up in the moruingi he 
shuta himself up in liis private room, and is -never seen again all day. So 
Flavia is free a.s air. ds soon as she knows that the worthy bunker is busy 
with his papers, she throws a shawl over her shoulders and flies to me. 
I’pon my wc^rd, no one could be more obliging or prettier.” Then with an 
impudent little chucklo he added, ** Why, T could scud M. Mascarot about 
his business.” 

“Ijcliovc mo, it W’ould bo most unwise to do so,” rejoined tho doctor 
severely. 

l*jnil perceived the gesture with which M. Hortebize underlined tlicso 
words, but he mistook their meaning. ‘'Oh I don't intend to do so,*' he 
Slid. “ Only it would hardly do for Sf. Martin-Higal to think of refusing 
me his (laughter's hand. Flavia wouldn’t hesitate between her father and 
me — ” 

Tuntainc, w'ho for some miiiuies had been pulling franilcnlly at his spec- 
tacles, now staiuinere(l, “ Yon arc no doubt flattering yourself.” 

“ And why ? Flavia loves me, you know that, of course — and this is The 
point. Poor girl! I ought to maiTy hep, and 1 will; but htill, if 1 
ch^^^c-• ’’ 

“ >i»3i;ral)le scoundrel!” cri('d the gentle Tantaine. “Oidjrafool and 
cou ard would dare speak like that of a poor girl wdiose only misfortune is 
that tihe loves a conccUcd w'hipTXjr-snappcr unw’orthy of her. Do you 
tliiidi I'll allow—” 

Hi<! gcHturo was so furious, and his voice so threatening, that Paul was 
f l ightened, and drew back to the wall : but Tantaine went no further, lor 
ilortobizo had seized him by the arm and now faixly dragged him from the 
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XXIX. 

T' \r L w'.'is utterly at a loss to imagine why Tantaine had burst into such a 
vage, No iloubt he had spoken improyicrly of Flavia, who was really 
titlc'l to his rc«-peet and tender deference. But conceited ns his language 
iiad been, did it really such an outburst? And, Ixxsides, why was it 

that eaeli time he atfected that scorn of all morality which his asHooialoH 
gloried in, they sliould turn round on him, and treat him wdth cuntcinpL? 
After all, he would have understood and accepted a remonstrance from bho 
doctor, who w‘aa Martin-Kigal's iiitimabo friend. But what earthly con- 
nc.itioii w*as there betw-ecn that cynical old beggar Tantaine and the rich 
bardi^r? 

i''ori'etful of the pulicring which the slightest movement raused him, 
Paul Scat: up in bed and listened eagerly, with extended neck, hoping to hear 
^omcililiig of what was going on in the next room. Ilut there w:ui a thick 
wall l)etwe(m the salon and nedroom, and he could ik nothing. “What 
are they doing ^ ” he asked himself. “ What are tli^ plotting ? ” 

Father Tautaine and llortebize Imd rapidly crossed iho salon, only 
pausing on the binding where the doctor tried to console his companion, who 
s<‘eiued utterly desperate. ” Courage ! ” he said, in a low voicf'-- “courage ! 
\V'hat on varth is.the good of getting into a state like this? flow can you 
■iiicnil inalters? No- -it’s too late. Besides, even if you could, you 
wouldn't, as you lOiiow very wvil yourself.” 
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'riio old clerk had drawn out his handkerchief to dry — not his glasses, 
hill his eyes. Ah ! ” ho said, now 1 uiidcrstaud only too well AV'hat Mon- 
sieur do Miiasidan must have felt when 1 proved to hiin that his daughter 
liad a lover. 1 have been cruel, hard, and pitiless, and I am punished— 
yes, bitterly pnni.shed." 

Vou mustn’t attach too much importanoei old friend, to this nonsense, 
Paul is a mere lad.” 

“Vaiil is a miserable, cowardly hound,” replied Tantaine in a fierce 
whisper. docs not love Flavia, but she adores him. Oh, what he 

says is true, too true — I feel it. Between her father and himself she would 
not hesitate a moment. Poor girl, what a future lies before her!” He 
checked himself abruptly, and appealing to all his energy, succeeded in re- 
gaining some somblauco of his usu^ composure. * ' How'cver,” said ho, ' * fiho 
must not remain here, and as 1 cannot speak to her myself, try, doctor, ami 
make licr listen to reason.” 

Jlorteluze shrugged his sliouldera. “I fear iny eloquence will be of no 
ii vail,” lie answerea. “And in that ease, no doubt, you will be unable to re- 
strain yourself. Pfow'ever, remember that one word might reveal to licr tlie 
secret of our lives,” 

“(lO at once, I swear to you that whatever happens, I will reiiain 
calm.” 

The doctor returned to tlm room its ho spoke, w^hile Tantaine pat douii 
on the stiurs outsiile with his head in his bands, 

jLdadcmoi'^cllc Flavia was juat returning to Paul when the doctor ap- 
peaiv'd. “ Back again 1 ” she said, pettishly ; “ I thought you far away.” 

“1 wnuttJ to fiJiv sh few words to you,” answered Hortobizc, “and 
serious ones, too, YW need not draw down those pretty eyebrows — L sac 
you understand mo. Ves, you arc right. 1 came to tell you that this is 
not tlie place for Madt^moisello Marti n-Rigal,” 

“ 1 know that,” she answered, with such cool calmness tliat the smiling 
doijtor was ciidently disconcerted. 

“ It Poems to hjo — ” he began again. 

“What? that 1 ought not to b»; here? However, I place duty above 
piopriofcy. Paul is very ill— he has no one with him ; so wlin ought li> 
take care of him, except the woman he is soon to marry ? Has not my 
f.itlier given his consent ?” 

Hortebizo was vefleciirig for some good argument. “ Come,” he said at 
last, “ listen to the voice of my experience. Men arc so constituted that 
tlmy never forgive a womaji for conipromising herself, even for th 'mstdvcs. 
Ho you know what would bo said of you twenty-four hours aftc^ your 
rnuvriagc, if it were known you had been her© ? Why, people would say 
thtit JYiul had been your lover, Imd, in fact, seriously compromised you, 
.ind that yonr father liad only for that very reason coiistmted to your 
jaarriage. Ikdievo me, don’t lend yourself to slander which inight trouble 
all your married Ufo^V 

I'lavia w'us as rdflk a poppy. Tlie doctor's words had hit home, and 
she hesitated, “ litre can Paul bo left all alone?” ahe objected. “Wluit 
w ill ho think ? ” 

“ Paul’s nearly clired, and, come, if you are reasonabloj I promise lie shall 
go and see you to-morrow.” 

This last argument put an end to Flavia'a resistance. “ Very well then,” 
she bAid, “ I obey you- -and <loiTt ever tell me again that I'm obstinate. 
J ust li't ino say one word to Paul, and then I’ll go ! ’ 
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Xlie doctor retired, well pleased with liis victory, and not in the least 
suspecting that he owed it to a suspicion awakened in Flavians mind. 

** Wo've won,” ho said to Tantaiue on the stairs. *^Now let’s make 
haste. She’ll follow us at once.” 

When Tantaiue was in tlic street again he senied to have recovered his 
VI onted self 'i>0S8e8fi ion, “Ay, ire’ve won,” he said, “for to-day ; but liow 
about to-morrow ? This marriage must be hastened. It can take place now 
witiioat danger to any one. In forty-eij^ht honra the only obstacle sepurat- 
ing this youth from the Champdoco millions will have disappeared.” 

Worthy Dr. HortchiKc turned pale at this informatioiii although it was 
not unexpected. “ What I” he stammered ; “AndriS — ” 

‘ ‘ Andri 5 ‘s very ill, doctor ! I have amiuged the scheme I spoke to you 
uboul, ami the most difficult part of the undertaking will be accomplished 
lliis very night by our young friend, Toto-Chupin. ” 

“Jly that boy? Why, oidy the other day you declared you suspected 
idm. and thought of getting rid of him for good.” 

“ That’s still my intention, but I mean to kill two birds with one stone. 
When it’s (liMOOvrrcd after Andr^.’s fall, as will certainly be the ca$o, that 
• he window supports had been sawed apart, the perj»otrator of the deed 
be Kcarclicd for. My precautions are taken. Master Toto will bo 
fouml at tlie H^'del <lii Vorou ; it will bo proved that he purchased a saw, 
„(id changed a Ihonaaiul-fraiio note at the time.” 

J)i. Jiortebizo looked greatly alarmed, “Are you mad?” he cried, 
W!iy, Toto will denounce you,” 

“ I daresay ho will, but by that tinje poor Tantainc will bo dead and 
hutiod. 'Dion will come the interment of B. Mascarot. Beaumarchef, tlio 
(•lily one who has faithfully served ns, will be in America. Tho play will 
iiin o finished, and we shall be able to snap our fingers at the police ! ”, llo 
t.dkrd hlvp tliis, the gonial Tuntaino, so as to stimulate the doctor’s cou- 
im’u iivjf-, sjiifl y<!L at tliat very moment, mindful of mother Bregot’s visitor, ho 
n.is asking liimsolf w'liothcr he hadn’t <a detective at his heels. 

“ Decidedly,” sahl llovtcbize, “you were made for success. But for 
licavfjirs sake make haste ! All Uiis incessant suspense and these lluetiui' 
tiin ^ of hope and despair will make me seriously ill.” ^ 

'Dit: two honourable associates talked thus at the corner of tho Kuc 
I'l'jiickt, partially conoealeil from observation by a van. They were w^ait- 
ing, anxious to ascertain if Flavia’s [n'omise had been sincere. Yes, she 
lia'rl boon truthful, for in less than ten minutes tliey saw her i>ass. 

“ Now,” said the old clerk, “lean go in peace. (Sood-bye, doctor, till 
t o morrow. ” And without waiting for a reply, he walked rapidly away lu the 
direction of tlie Hue Montorgucil. “ Ah,’^’ he muttered to himself, “ how ciwi 
I iiiul out about that chap with the gold spectacles. I dare not conhdo 
anything to iiortebize ! However, when a man’s three persons at tho same 
tune he surely ought to be able to save one individuality I ” 

He wa.'j iatcirupteil by Beaumarchef who breathles s! j^b arred his passage, 
jii.st ns lie turned under the \:^orUi cochkrt leading to BHfascaroi's agency. 
*■ I vaa look mg for you,” cried the ex-sub-oilicer. “ SiTdo Croisenois is in 
the otboe, abusing me like a pick-pocket, because M. Mascarot isn’t 
tlicre.” • 

“ Go up stiiir.s. ” I’cplied Tantaine, “and occupy this pennilcHS ]narr[uis. 
^lakc him be patient. The master will be there Viufore long.” Then as 
soon as Beauiuarclicf had disappeared, he darted down the I’assnge dc 
la Koine dc lLoiigiic,-tuLiJcd into the Kue Montmartre, and entered Martin- 
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house. “Dash it,” he grmiihlod, * J5o.iuniarchef may lliiiik what 
in; likes. In another fortnight he’ll be far away.” 

He w;i8 wroiig tc suspect Beaumarchef, w^ho having been told to go up- 
stairs, had at once obeyed. He liad been told moreover to occupy the mar- 
<j\ii.s, and he was doing his best, though his best did not bave much cfFcet 
on M, de Croiseiioia. ‘"(Jrcat business people, to be .sure,” the latter 
^nunbleil, “ to have forgotten the engagments they made themselves.” 

Ho suddenly RCoppetl, for the door of the inner sanctuary had opened 
and B. Mascarot appeared in person. “I am not late, M. lo Manjuis," In. 
i^aul. Punctual ity does not consist in arriving before the time, hut in 
ke eping iJii cng.jgcment exactly at the appointed hour. Pray consult your 
watch arnl walk iii.” 

'J'he Jiianjuis, so impertinent with Beaumarchef, became the veriest school- 
boy wiu'u ho was so.atod 0];positc Mascavot, and it was W'itli a most anxious 
ryt that lie followed the movements of the agent, who seemed to bo look- 
ing f'#r Koiiicthing among the paxmvs on his desk. Having found W’hat he 
w.uiU il, he l iuncd to M. dc Croisenois. “ I desired to see you, sir,” ho said, 
“ in nden nee to tho coiiipaiiy \ cu are to start, according to our agree nu-nt.” 

“ VoH, 1 know; wo must discuss it, fully undtjrstaiul it, and fetd our 
way.” -»■ 

The agent whistled disdainfully. “ Do you think,” he* asked, “that 1 
am the fioi t of person to stand and cool my beds wiiile WMiting for you to 
fi'*i your way ? f£ you do, you had better undeceive yonr'dclt as (juii'kly as 
pMN-illihi. When I undertake anything it is promptly done. You have 
i/CC'ii ainuHing yourstdf while Catenae and I have been working for yo** ; 
and t'veryihing is ready.” 

“ lU-ady ! What do you mean ? ” 

‘*1 mean that the olhccs are taken in tho Rue Vivienne, that the com- 
pany’s statutes nro deposiled with a notary, and that the mcml’/crs cf your 
ijuani of dirccb’us are chosen. The printer cainc here yesterday witli the 
prospect used and circulais. You wdll Hud that you can begin to morrow." 

“ lint — ” 

Rcol for yourstilf,” answ'ored Majscarot, extending a sheet of paper. 

Read, and pcrha])3 you will In convinced.” 

(.'reij^ciiois took the pa])er ui a bewildered sort of way, and bcg^ln to read 
it aloud : — 

Tirii: COITKR MINES OF TIFIL.A 

(AUiHRIA). 

MAnQiTjs ni-: Croisejsois & Co. 

Cnpital -Foni\MiUions of fraiica. 

This (vimpajiy does not rtpj'cal to iM.sh speculators who are willing to run 
.LTcat lit ks for the sake of high dividend, s. Our shareholders niu'^t not 
cxjicet more tlian six, or at the most, seven per cent, profit on their invetil- 
inciits, itc., &c. 

“ Well,” asked ^fcsearot, “ what do you think of that as a beginning?” 

Tlio maripiis ditWot at first reply, he was finishing his perusal to himself. 
“ It all seems very real and very true,” he muttercu, trying to conceal hid 
agitation, which vas ijilenso, for although driven to the wall he was Htill 
anxious to Rhirk the task iin})osed upon him. But wdiat objection could he 
rai^e? “ The pi-ospeetn.s,” he said at Last, “is so tcmptiiij^ that 1 fear wc 
Khali have (dher 3ub3cribcr.s llsan those we contemplate. What should we 
do m that ixisc? ” 
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We aliouM refuse to take them, ihaiV all. Ah ! Catenae woiilil settle 
them Booii enough. Read your bye-laws. Article 20 says expressly that 
the Board of iJirectors reserve to themselves the jight of accepting or 
xef using the subscriptions they please.” 

“ Very good,” saul M. de Croisenois, “but what should we do if one of 
tiu; persons whom you mean to compel to take a certain number of sharc;< 
happened to dispose of them to someone else ? Might not this other party 
iutnfere with ns? ’’ 

' ‘ Article 2 1 has provided for that trick. Listen to it : ‘ A transfer is only 
valid wlieu ifc has been certified to and authorized by the Board of Directors, 
x'lud inscribed on the register of transfers.* ’* 

" Aud how will this comedy end?** 

“Naturally enough. Yon will announce, one fine morning, that two- 
thirds of the capital being a})Sorbed, you are compelled to go into litiuiila- 
lion, according to Articlo 17. Six months later yon will let it be under- 
stood that the net results of the liquidation arc —nothing I Yon w ash your 
hainls of the whole atlair, and it’s all over ! ” 

(h'iusenois fedt that he was beaten on all points, but ho tried one more 
argument- “Jt scorns to me,” said he, “that it’s rather hazardous to 
iiudorUke this enterprise just now. May it not interfere with my iu;unfi.',;f ? 
May not tiic Count de JMnssidan be unwilling to give me Jus daughter, 
under the oircnmstancefl, and risk her dowry ? Now, on the eonl ravy,"w'lien 
OJjrc l in niarvird- 

. Tins agent gave a little aniir of disdain, “ You mean, T huj>])osf-,” ho 
iutirmptod, “ tluit when you arc onec married and have rc<viv(,d Made- 
moiacllo Sabine’s dowry, you will say good-byo to ua ! Not so, young 
man- If that’s your idea, iiut it out of your head, for it’s sheer uoust ubc. 
i shall keep my hand on, then as now.” 

Jt was clear that fnrthei: resistance was quite useless, so Croisenois mur- 
mured. “ Well, begin your a^ivertising tlien,” 

“That’s what 1 rail speaking!” exclaimed Masoarot. “ TIpo first 
announccrnciita .^hall appear in the moruing p,apcrs, and to-morrow affcir- 
noon you will he olTidally introduced to the Mussulans. But on a l)C»ld 
front and try and please Madciuoi.BclIe kSabiiic.” 

•t 

\Vhen M. Martin-Rigal emerged from his private office that evening, his 
daughter .showed herpelf ffir more affectionate than usual. “ How 1 lovii 

you, dear father !" she said, as she kissed him. "How good you arc ! '’ 

I'lifortuiiatcly, he; was too pre-occ\ipicd to ask Flavia the reason of tiju 
sudden display of tenderness. 


XXX. 

r 

The danger wdiich thrcatcucd Aiidr^ was iimnensc. However, ho knew 
that he was being watched, and considered, not unnAurally, that it was 
with the object of putting him out of the way at the fii-st favourable 
moment. Now, W'cro ho to perish Sahinp would be lost, and for this reason, 
lie resigned himself to a prudence that was very far ffom his character. 
He know that he could claim assistance from the police, but in doing so, Im 
luidit risk the honour of f^abiae’s family. 

no felt certain that with time and patience he would be able to confound 
the scoundrels wlm 'persecuted not merely the Mussldaus, but himself as 
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wtll ; but on the other hand, great as was hia patience, time was wanting. 
Only a few days now separated Sabine from the terrible, irrei>arable sacri- 
fice sJic was called upon to make, and would they sniiice for the mighty 
task lio liad undertaken ? 

Having risen at daybreak, Andr6 was seated in his studio before liis 
work table, and with liis heacl in his hands he pondered— recapitulated tlie 
various events that had occurred, and tried to connect them together, like n 
child tries to fit the pieces of a puzzlo-niap one into the other, ffe was 
searching for the connecting link, which to his idea must exist betwt;cn all 
those people ho ha<l come across — Vcrminct, Van Klopoii, Mascarot, Ifor- 
tobize and Martiu-Kigal. Whilst analysing the various ineiib'‘r\ta of the 
last few days, lie crime at last to thinking of young (laston (Taudclu. 

“ Jh it not strange,” he said to himself, “that this unfortunate fellow 
flliould be victimised by the same scoundrels who arc persecuting us— by 
A''cnniru;t aud Van Klopcn ? It is really very strange.” 

He stopped ■with a short start, A new idea Iiad occurred to him. On 
mipcrliciiil examination, it was no doubt monstrous, improbable, fant.istic, 
and yet jifter all might it not be founded on fact? A x>rc.sentimcnt sccincl 
to tell him that young trandelu’s ruin was connected with his own. that 
they were both tlm victims of tho same intrigue, and that this alTair of the 
forged promissory notes wa-s but part anil parcel of somo general silu nic. 

would have sworn that riiich v.as the case, and yet lie had of f.ourse 
; JO means of explaining to himself how' it happened tliat be and Oaston 
were thus mixed up together. But stay, who had denounced young f^nn- 
•Iciu to Iii4 father? Catenae. Who had advised the incarceration of Zova- 
liose? Oabiiiac again. Now tliis Catenae, vrho was tlarulclu's lawyer, was 
also Vorminet’s and do Croisenois* man of business. Had ho not obeyo l 
their instructions? All this w'as ccrtcainly vague and entangled. Ibiw 
could all these strange presumptions be linked together ? It Bccmcd .‘ihno^t 
impossible to accomplish such a task, and yet Andr^ determined to pursue 
his investigations on this basis. 

He had just taken a x^oncil w’ith the view of jotting down tlic main 
features of some general scheme of investigation, when aiuldciily he hoard a 
knock at tho door. He glanced at his clock ; it was not yot nine. Wlio 
could this matutinal visitor be, Andr«!^ woiidorcd ; ncvorthclcsf*, ho rosu to 
his feet and called out, ** Coiao in.” 

Tho door was thrown open, and tho young artist staggered back, for 
^10 should stand lieforo him but Sabine^s father. He had only n. 

glimpso of tile (louiit de Miissidan on two previous occasions, but he >. inhl 
liavc roi^gnised jiim under any circumstances. 

The count also was ill at ease. Ho had passed a slcexiless night, and it 
was only after a severe mental struggle that fic had decided upon taking this 
step. However, he had had lime to prepare himself, whereas Andr<5 way 
' taken unawares. 

*• You will excuse me, sir,” began M. de Mussidati, “ for intruding upon 
you at so iinsoasouablo an hour, but I thought I should be more likely to 
meet you.” 

A ml re liowed. A thousand supyositions, each more unlikely than tlio 
other, flashed through his mind. Why hail tho count come there ? Was 
it !i3 a friend or as an enemy ? Who had given him his stddress? 

“ 1 am an amateur,” coutiniied Sabine's father, “ aud orte of iny friond!*, 
who hs8 an excellent judgment has spoken to me, most wnniily, of your 
talent. This will explain to you the liberty T take, curiosity h.'is induued me, I 
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Imvc felt desirous of seeing — ’* He did not finL^h his phrase ; but stopped 
sliort, aud then added, “lam the Marquis de Bivron.” 

. Thus M. de Miissidan gave a false name $ he did not imagine Andr^ knew 
him ; he wished to retain his incognito. This circunistaucc in some measure 
eidiglitened the you!ig painter as to what course ho had better pursue. 

“I am exti’einely nattered by your visit,*' answered Audrt!. ** Unfor- 
tiiiKitcly, I have nothing completed jnst now. 1 have only a few studies 
and sketches, but if you like to see them—** 

The count at once assented. He felt greatly embarrassed, and could 
hardly help flushing when his eyes met the young artist’s frank, honc^jt 
Ho was, moreover, still further disturbed by seeing in a corner of 
the studio the veiled picture which Tantaiue had spoken to him about. 
In response to Andrt^’s suggestiuu, he began to inspect the studies hanging 
(ni tiic walls, at the same time making licroio efforts to keep cairn, and hide 
llic awful agony he sufTered. Ay, the cynical old tatterdemalion who had 
callcil upon him had spoken the truth. That green bal/.c curtain hid his 
danglitcr’s portrait. Tliis man, then, was Sabine’s lover. She came here — 
^lui spent lioui's hero. Alas! whoso fault was it? Jb'wl her mother ever 
.flowed her uuy adection ? Had he, her father, ever treated her with juight 
but Callous frigidity? Could she b«i blamed? She had listened to lier 
Heart. She had accepted from a lover the nifoctioa her parent^i Ji:id never 
b< .flowed on her, 

"J'lu* ooaut was forced to admit that Salnno’s choice was not an unworthy 

U!. At llrst sight bo had been struck with Ure young artist's inanUnetis, 
*v' il the energetic, intelligent expression of his face. 

“ Ah ! You come to mo under a borrovred name,” Aiulr<3 was thinking. 
“ Very good, I will respect your incotmUo, but I will take advantage of it 
ill one way, for I will tell you the truth, which, perhaps, I should never have 
dared to reveal under diderout circumstances.” 

Hicat as was his preuccunatioii, ho noticed his visitor’s eyes turned again 
:ind again towards the veiled picture. “ Some ono must have spoken to 
tlio count about that portrait,” he thought. “ Ho has come here on account 
of it. WJio can have mentioned it to him? Our enemies? In that case 
.'Sabine must have lieen slandered,” 

Meiiiiwhilo, M, do Miissidan had gone round the room, and had time to 
gather his energy together. Ho now approached Andr6 again. “Accept 
my congratulations, sir,” ho said. “ My friend’s praise was not misplaced. 
I j’cgrct, however, that you have no finished work to show me — for you 
li.'ive nothing, I believe ? ” 

“Nothing, sir.” 

“ Not even that picture, the frame of which extends beyond that green 
curtain ? ” 

Although he had expected this quc.stiou, Andrd flushed scarlet. “Kx- 
c.usc* me, sir,” he answ'crod, “ that picture is certainly completed, but 1 
never sliow it to any one.” 

The count could now no longer doubt the correctness of Tantaine’s 
information. “ I understand,” said he, “ it is no doubt a woman’s portrait.” 

“You are right, sir ; it ir.* woman’s portrait,” , 

The situation was so strange ; they were both of them equally perturbed, 
and averted their faces in embarrassment, But the count had sw'orn he 
would go 6u the bitter end. 

“ I see,” he said, with a forced laugh, “ you are in love. After all, all 
great painters have immortalised the beauty of their mistresses.” 
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Andrt^'s eyes i;l€^9hcd. “ Stop, sir — you niisuuderstaml me. Tlds is the 
portrait of the pnrofst and most innocent of girls. 1 love her, and it would 
he as impossible for me to cease loving her, as to stop by an effort of will 
tlic circulation of the blood in my veins. But I respect her as much as 1 
love her. She, my mistress ! Why, I should loatlie myself forever if I 
li.-id ever hreathod to her one word that her own mother could not have 
heard ! ’* 

Never in his lifo had Monsieur de Mussidau experienced so delicious a 
sensation of relief. “You will excuse me,** ho saki ; “ but a portrait in a 
studio suggests that there must liavc been a model.’* 

“And there was one, sir. fcJhe came here, unknown to her family, risk- 
ing her iionoiir, her reputation, and her life, and thus giving me the strong- 
est possible proof of her aftcction.*’ lie shook Ids head sadly and resumed : 
“ I was wrong, very wrong, to accept this devotion ; and yet, not only did 
T accept it, >»nt I went on tny knees to beg for it. How else was I ever to 
hear her voice or see her? AYo love each other, but, alas! sneli a great 
social ditlbrencc, so many prejudices keep us apart ! iShe is an heiress, be- 
longing, unfortunately for onr love, to a very great and noble, a very proud 
and wealthy family ; whilst I-—” He paused, as if hoping for some remark, 
(i woril of encouragoment or blame. None came, however, and soinou h.it 
iMiipliatieally Andrd resumed : “ Ho you know what I am ? A poor foirnd- 
ling, dropped in the basket at an hospital door by some poor girl uho had 
been betrayed. One morning, when I was twelve years old, I van away 
from the hospital at Voneb^me with twenty franca in my pocket, and found 
my way to Paris. 811100 then, I have earned my bread by daily toil. You 
SCO only the brilliant side of my life. Hero, I am an artist ; elsewhere, 1 
am a common workman. Look nt my hands ; they tell the truth. Still, I 
hope to succeed ; one day, perhaps, I shall. But I have had to study and, 
at the same time earn my livelihood.” 

If M. do Mussidau still kept silont, it was because he could not help 
really admiring Andr«% and he wished to conceal his true sentiments. 

“She knows nil that,” resumed the young artist ; “she knows it, ami 
yet she loves me. She has conlidenoe in ine,^ When I despaired, slio bade 
nic persevere. Here, in this very room, she swore she would never be 
another man's wdfe. I have faith in her promise. Not a month ago, one nf 
tikc most brilliant men in Paris solicited her hand. She went to him and 
told him our story, and he generously withdrew, and to-day ho is my best 
friend.” lie paused^ for lie was stifling. He was pleading for his own 
happiness in life, and his anxiety wa.s overwhelming. At last, how ever, lie 
managed to speak again. “ And now, air,” he asked, “ do you wish to ace 
the picture of this young girl ? *’ 

“ Yes,” answered the count ; “1 should be grateful to you for that mark 
of confidence.” 

Andrd went tO the picture; but as he touched the curtain his hand 
dropped, and he hastily turned round again. “ No 1 ” lio exclaimed, “ no ! 
1 cannot continue this comedy. It is unworthy of mo ! ” 

Monsieur de Mussidau turned pale. These words might have a tcmblc 
^ signification. “ What do you mean ? ” he staminevcd. 

“ I mean that I knew you, sir — that I knew 1 was speaking to the Count 
de Mussulan, and not to the Marquis de Bivron. 1 will not uncover this 
picture without warning you, without telling you — ** 

With a kindly gesture the count interrupted him. “I know,” he said, 
“ that I am about to see Sabine’s portrait. Uncover it; air, if you please.” 
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M'he young painter obeyeil, and for a mofne-nt M. do Musaidiin .st«)0(l in 
silent iMjstaoy before tins really remarkable painting. Ye.s, it is sbo,” lie 
said ; “her vciy smile, the light in her eyes ! It is lujautiful ! ” ilo spok*' 
a few more wonls, but in so low a tone that they were lost for Andr6, and 
then slowly turning to the young painter’s arni-cbair, he sat down and 
seemed lost in redeetlon. 

Misfortune is a true master. A few weeks before, M. de Mussidau would 
have smiled and sliruggcd his shoulders at the idea of giving his dailgliter 
in mari'i.igu to this insigniiicaut painter. He was then thinking oxelu- 
hively of Al. do llronlh lAiverlay. Hut now', lie would have reeeived as 
a boon from heaven the liberty to ehoose Aiulrd for Sabine. Must she 
j-oally marry that hateful Marquis de Crolsenois ? zVt tlji,s tliought the 
count started. 

Andn' had .«»lirywn so much assurance that he could liardly be acquainted 
with the real situation. But on questioning the young artist, M. do- 
Mussidaii was undeceived, Conbciou.s of having won the d.ay, Aiuln^ told 
tlic count exactly what ho knew, spoke of M. dc lireiilli’s geiifroiis assist- 
ance and the part that Madame <le Buis d'Ardon hud consented to play, re- . 
vciiled his jdriris and in veatigatiuns, his eonjectiircs and his hopes. Such ■ 
was Ilia vc-lseinem:<* and energy, so brightly did hiti eyes Hparkle with eon- ^ 
victioM cf aiiecess, that the count's spirits l>cgaii’ to revive. At last thry ? 
hliidied the hiLuiiLion together at great IcMigth, A^Al agreed that prudence ■ 
.and dissiinnlatiou wore rotjuiaite anovo ouglit cd^e j'lliat it v.ouhl ho better 
not tn coufide tlu-Ii’ hopes even to Sahiiio, and that the Manjuis do Croi.sc' . 
iioi.'i must ho received with apparent good grace. , Moreover, tliey must* 
ivh.jUin from seeing each other; they must hide their understanding from- 
cv<‘ryono. 

Kieven o’clock was striking wdien M, de Mussidau rose with the view of 
rrtiiing. Aftiu* again eont«bnplaling his ' daughter ’s portrait for soniri 
miuutoH, he turned to the young painter, and grasping his haml, exclaijiicd, ' 
‘‘ Monsieur Andn;, you have my wor<l for it, if wc ever free ourselves fromi; 
these scoundrels, huhine shall be your wife,” ? 
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Whkn M. de Mussidnu had gone, Andre sunk on to the divan. His ho.ad and [ 
heart were humiiig. Ye.s I KSabine was promised to him, but on conditioiii! 
he won her ; and to win her he must unmask and confound Croi-sonoif! and} 
Ids associate.'?. How^over, -with the promise of such a prize, the yoiingf 
painter felt strong enough to dare tlicin all. “ To work 1 ” ho cri^d, spring-' 
ing to his feet again, “ to work . ■ 

Ifo stopped short, for on ilic stairs outside lie couhl hear some w'oman}, 
laughing noisily, whilst a man seemed to he scolding in a sharp, high pitclieil*' 
key. Andre had no time to ask what tins meant, for hia door w'as well-j 
nigh burst 0 }>cii, and a whirlwind of velvet, silk, and laco burst into lii(4 
siiidio. To his .'istouishmont, ho ixicogniscd that this whirlwind w’'as thef- 
bcautiful Zora-Rosc de ChantemiUe. In her wake came y<ni 2 i^ Gaston do..- 
(hindclu, win) was the lirst to speak. “ Ay, here w* are, in the flesh,” hej* 
.shouted. “ Dill you expect us ? ” Is 

“ Not at all," ' 

“Ah, indeed ! Well, it was a surprise of the governor 'a. Upon my 
word, 1 intend to make his declining years liappy, as Leoatine said in tlio 
VUI. II. M 
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nioriiing li«j c.iiiuo into niy room, niul he aaul to mo : ‘I took nil 
t!ni htopa yestt.‘riljiy to rcloaso ii person you aro very funil of, (io 

and IjikI lujr.’ Mow what do you think of that? So I rushed off, found 
'Ajrii. and here we are ! ” 

Andr6 gave him only Linperfort attention, for ho Avas watching Zora, Avho 
w fi.i looking about the studio. She* was nn tlie point of pouncing on Sabine’s 
portrait, when the young painter hastily intevvenod. “ Kxcuse me,” said 
he, have to ]daco a picture to dry.” And then, os the portrait stood on 
a movable easel, he rolRd ic into his bedroom. 

** Now,” resumed (Jaaton, “ I want to celebrate Zora’s deliverance. Will 
you come and Inncii w'itli iia ? ” 

“Thank you ; no. linlced 1 can't, for I have to work.” 

** 1 daresay -and work is a very good thing ; but just now you must go 
and drcNM '■ 

“Indeed, it's quite impossible ; I can’t go out.” 

(iaston relleetod for a moment, and then exclaimed, “1 Inuc it; you 
Won’t eoiiin to lunch. ’W'ell, then, lunch shall come to you. An excelU-ut 
idea. Il/.s‘lhc reverse of Mahoineb and the mountain. Well, I’ll just go 
down and order the needful.” Ho saying he bounde»l oat ot the nmm. 

Audio rushed after him ; but it was in vain tliat he shouted dow'ii the 
stairs. Cbiston hurried on, and the young artist returned to his stmlio eoti- 
shlerably out of temper, Uo-se noticed how annoyed he looked. “Thats 
the. A\ay Gandclti goes on,” said slio, shrugging iicr shoidJera ; “and he 
tijinks hiniselt very witty. JShaw ! ” 

iler tone iudie.at('d .such uttu' contempt for her lover that the painter 
looked at her in astonc^hment. 

“ Why are you so amazed ? ” she asked. “ It’s easy to aeo that you don't 
know him. And all his friends arc just like him. H yon listen to them for 
an hour you arc absolutely sickened. Merely to think of the evenings I'vo 
spent in their .society makes me yawn.” And she did yawn, as if inc.xprcs- 
sibly wearied. “ If he only loved me ! ” she sighed, 

“ Loved you ! • Why, he adores you I " 

Kosc ma<le a little gesture that would have excited Toto-Chupin’s envy 
and admiration. “Do you really tliink .so ? ” she asked. “ Come, do you 
know what he loves iu me ? When people look at mo as they pass ami ^.ly, 

* Heavens 1 what rhic / ’ my idiot is proud and happy, lint if 1 wore a 
cotton wrapper, ho woiildiiT as much as look at me ; and yet, after all, I’m 
not so very ugly.” 

The fact is, that Hose hud improved, despite her iticarccration. Hci im- 
pudent beauty had never been so brilliant. Hlio was glowing with youih, 
and life, and passion. “ My name didn’t please him,” she continued. 
“ Hift dainty lips couldn't coiulcscetid to utter the name of Ko.so, and so ho 
called me Zora—.i dog's name, by the way - and I have to bear it. He has 
mouev, no doubt; Init 1 don't o-are much for money after all. My Uttio 
Paul luul no money, and yet 1 loved him well enough, I have forgotten 
^how to langh, T think, and yet I was morry once,” 

“ Hut why did you lea vc^ Paul? ” 

“Why? Well, just tell me why there’s velvet at forty-five franca tho 
yard ? I thought 1 shpuld like to know how Avoincn feel when they put on 
^.aii India shawl, and so, one fine day, I took to flight; but, after all -who 
{ knows?- perhaps Paul would have left me. There was a fellow doing his 
i; best to separate us— a neighbour of ouis at the Hotel du PiSrou— an old 
‘\inoijUcy named Tautaine, a Atiissur’s clerk.” 
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At tins iiiinie AiiJri^ fairly gasped. An old fellow~Tmitaimj--a /i.7,'s't/Vy 's 
clerk 1 It must bo the same, llowevcr, ho tried to TDiiater )ih enjnti')M. 
“!Nonscriae !” Ii<3 said, with atrcctod carclos.siies.s ; “ wliat iuteivst eiuiM he 
take in scpfiruting you ? '* 

“ I don’t know,” aiiswurcd Koao, kcooiniug all .at once very si*,iioiis ; “ but 
J am sure he had one. Men don't give l>ank-notrs to people for lu^thinir, 
and I saw him give Paul one for five hundred fraiies. More than that, too, 
ho promised him he shotdd make a great fortune with the help of a friend 
of his named MaaoarOt.” 

This time And ri'} did not start. Ho was prepared IcyV soino such revela- 
tion. However, he felt alarmed at the dcvcl(>pmciit the intrigue was taking. 
All these inaiuruvres which ho diauoverod one by one must have a coininou- 
objeet. lie recalled tlie visit that Paul had paid him oji the pretext id’ m - 1 
turning the twenty francs he owed, anti he remembered that P.iul had ' 
bna^ tL'd lie could make a thousand francs a month, though he hail not saidi 
how'. 

“ Uanl has fovgotton me, 1 fancy,” continued Ko'se. “ 1 met him once at 
Van Klopiio’s, iuid ho did not say a word to me. It is true ho w'as witii; 
thi>t Mascarot. However, [’ll find him uut, .and no doubt he’ll forgive me.’* 
statcjifieiits all pointed to one concKieioii. Paul Wiis protected by' 
the mem hers of this my.iterious association ; hence he mnst bo naefnl to- 
them. ]*oso, on the contrary, w’.as persecuted by them, so she was in their" 
way, “And indeed,” thought z\ndv<!-, “if (.^itcnac hud Rose shut U]), it 
looits as if ho wmc afi aid of her. it seems as if her mere presence deranged, 
tli^’i)' eondiinations.’* 

Uut he li.id not time to finish his deductions, for Oastorra falsetto voica 
was now again heard on the stairs. Presently he appeared. “Room fur 
the feast ! ’* ho cried. “Let the fere begin.” 

Jn hi.s rear c.inio a couple of waiters latlcn with baskets of provisions. At 
any f.fhur time Andrcj would have been eniaged at this inlrusiuii, and have 
dreaded the prosp.ict of a lunch likely to bat tw'O iiours at tljc leaafc, and; 
])ut his studio ill a state of confusion. Kow, Iriwever, hoping to learn souio-^ 
thing that would facilitate his investigations, he w*as inclined to bless (laston 
lor the inspiration, and it was with the best grace in the world that, iLssbted' 
by Kohc, he cleared a lai'gc tabic, ou whicli tlio cloth was laid. v 

In the meanwhile, (Lastoii pi'rorated. “ Ah ! ” saiil he, “ I must tell you 
a story -a good joke. Henri do Crobenois, one of iny intimate friends, hat* 
just organised a company.” : 

Andre nearly dropped a decanter he held. “Who tofd you so?” ho 
ajsked. 

“ Who told me so ? A gi‘cat yellow poster told me so !— ‘Tilila Mines— 
capital, four million of francs.’ I call that the joke of the .season, Po(»i^ 
dear marquis, and he haa hardly a penny to buy a loaf of brccad with.” r 

'I'ho young painter looked so utterly bewildered that Gaston laughci^ 
aloud. “You look just um 1 did,” ho said, “when 1 stood with open, 
month in front of that poster. Croisciiois chairman of a company I If L 
Itad read in a paper that y»m were elected pone, I really shouldn’t have 
been more astonished. TifiU Mines, indoed ! slyires 500 francs each 1? 
Ton my vi’ord, that’s coming it rather strong.” j 

Meanwhile, the lunch ha<l been laid on the table, the waiters had retired, 
and (Tuston ba<1e his guests sit down. Jlut, alas ! gaily as the banquet be-< 
gan, it was fated to end tempestuously. Young Gandelu, wliose head was 
none of tlic steadiest, drank most inordinately, and before long tho fumes 
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Uio wiiu; inin.^Ud with tho fumes of A anity iii liis slirillow hiaiii. 
yiii ill uinouiit ot Htjurti* he po-ssossccl ili&appeaml entirely, jukI ho be- 
to overwhelm /ora with bitter rrpruaelics— not being iilile to imiler- 
st:in(l> as he told Isor, how a serious man like himself, destined to play a 
gi t'.a role ju society, could have litcii led away by such a person as she w'.'i'^. 

possLisscd a goodly store of invoebives, but Kose W'as even stronger 
than hinisel! in this respee't. lieing attacked, she defended herself so 
( IVectually that finally tin-, young fcllowr lost his temper, or what rcinaiiu d 
ot it, and went oil declaring that never, no never, wonhl lie see /ora again. 
She might keep all lu', lia-l ever given her— furniture and jewels — said In*, 
and he should consider liiinsell well rid of her at the price. 

Ui.-^ ilcjMi'Uirc doiightcd Andvv, who, now tliat he was alone with /ov.i, 
Imped to ohlain some Imtlier information fioin her, and notably an exact 
account of itml, wiumi he now lunnherod among his adversaries. Tim 
ho|m was for the young woman herself was so c.vasperatcd that she 
would not lisli Ji to a word. SIk hastily put on her hat and mantle and 
,daitc>i oil, declaiiug she meant thut \ciy uioinout to go In search of riuil, 
wlu' in her con\ i(-t ion would spcc-dily punish (hi.^ton lor his inwiiUs. All 
this traiiopircd so iMpully that the young painter felt as it he had been 
visiLcil by a tornado. 

As i|iiicf, rind calm fell on his studio again, he began to realise that Iho* 
viilcncv li.ul manifeirly uibcrpo.s{.d in Ins favQur, l^y .s(3ndiug this inleii Mtiug 
pair ti) fuiM’sh him with new Jaets, which were of Ihe greiitci^t importance, 
jndeed what U<>sc hud .said, incomplete as it wa^^ throw light on a portidu 
ot the intrigue which hatl hitlicrto been enveloped in daiUimess. Piud s in* 
thnacy with Tantainc explained tho pains C'.itf uae liad taken to have Ivo.'^o 
«lmL up, .lA w'oll as tlie forged Hignature.^! w'niug from the weak-minded 
CJastou. 

Jhifc, on tin- other hand, what Wii.s the meaning of this bii.siiiop.s niter- 
prisc startctl by tin* M.iKjUi.s dc (^oisenois, at the ^“ery time w'bcn he was 
appiviug for Sabine's liaiid? Andni decidcil to turn ids attention tirst to 
tltis detail ; ami, at onc.c, ran •lt>\vn siiiro and bawteiicd to the comer of the 
siicet, whci'r had told him he ieid scon the poster. There it was, 

ila/./liiu; .iiui conspicuous, and HutVn ientiy fartciiiating to attract oven the 
most timid capitalistH. Nolliiiui was lacking, not oven a cliannmg view of 
i! dil.T, (Algorial, hlunving a number of w'Orkincii loading iiarrows with 
i tupper -.•re ; whilst, justnbovo, the name of De Croiseiiois .stood ontbi Ictteis 
si.\ inches higli. 

] Andrd had Aurvcyeil tliis ma.stcrpieoe for five minutes, or more, vvhe.i all 
4 it onco he had a ghwin of common sense and prudence. “ Idiot ! ” he s.’id 
t»> himself, ** whai am 1 doing hcn‘? Who cun toll liow many knave i m.iy 
reading iny comilcnanco, and decii>liering all my plans in my eyes.’' A.s 
ibis tlioughi crossed his mind, he turned swiftly round, but no one sus- 
picions was ill sight. N<.ver mind, ’ muttered Andre “ those fellows must 
my .scent. 1 must ili>.ii)pcai.” Success depended on this point, and 
/ when he returned to his room he ,>iat for an hour revolving every porifjildc 
) plan in his mind. At last, he fancied he liad discovered a fea§^Jdc one. 
' '•I'nder his windows tliyn* extcudcil a large garden, or latluT rfjf-ground 
pil)cloiiging to a .school, wiiicli w.n entered by the Kuc do jjavJf^A wall, 
) kiot more tlian Kovon foci in height, separated the eoiirtyavA'-of AiidrO’s 
; juiivsc from this garden. Why couldn't ho escape niiperoeiveil in this 
.Khrcctiou. “1 might,'* he thought, *• disgui.'ie myself in such a way as not 
' "to be Lvcoguised, and to-morrow in the small hours of the morning, climb 
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the wall ami get out by way of tlie Riic tie La^^al, while the Kpioa are 
watching Miy door in the Hue dc hi Tour d’Auvergne. Jt iMi’t liooosf'avy 
for rnc to slucp heiv. No ! J can a«k A^igiiol to acL'uiiiinodato me, and hi\Mi(U>» 
Juj’ll asriist me in every possible way.” 

'J'his V'iguol was tlic friend who, in Andnl’s absonce, was mip.-viiitcniling • 
tlie work going on at the OandeUi mansion. “ lii this way,'* rontimird 
the young cartist, “1 can escape completely from Oi-oisonois and hU 
hamUtti, 1 can watch their game without their suspocting im*. Of oonrsf*, 

I luust cease to sec all those who are now assisting me : De Hrcidh, (J.iii- 
doln and M. do Mussidan. Jhit that can’t he helped. Jie.sidcs, I law the 
]'(jst-ortioe ami the tclcgmpli in cases of tMiicrgoncy. Indeed, 1 will wiitc^ 
PFid tell them niy intentions.” 

It was dark before he had finished his h'ttcis. flc: then went imd dined', 
at the nearest restaurant ; and, having posted his letters, returned to his' 
ronina to arrange his disguise. ' I 

His costume was ready, for he found it among his clothi'S. an old hliio 
]>lousc, a rusty pair of trousers, si la’nby .shoos, and an Cfirially slial)hy "ap, 
all lu; nMjiiired. However, it was important lie siiould olmnge Ills’ 
face. He liegan by clipping off his beard, and tlien cut Ids hair in sucli a, 
way as lo leave rm eitlier side two long looks whicli lie a Hived with co,".- 
nietie to lus temiile^. This done, he looked iiu* some w.ui;r ooltnirs, and s'-t' 
to woik with a camerB hair brubh, seeking to moflity the etur.jdexion and. 
evprefcsion of liis countenance. TJic task was moii! dilJicnlt than ho 
Jiad siipjiosed, and it w/w oidy after long and ]ulicnl toil tliyfc lu* was 
K.\ti.slk‘d wiLli tliw re«ult. Ho then dres.scd Idinsclt, wrapped an old haiid- 
kerehiof round Id.s throat, ami stiiek his eap on ono side, wdth tlie visor 
pulled d‘'wn over the right eye. Thus csjuipped, he gave Inuesclf a gl.nn e 
11 ) tlu; lijol.i'ig-iilii.‘.s, and t'Uoaght him .elf .ibsobilely liMcoiiw. However, 
hUe a ooiiscicui lous anist, ho was about iu eorreet ei-rloin faidls lie d"- 
te.ctisl in his inukc up, when ho suddenly hcfird a knoek at lii*» door. 

It W ii.s nine o’tdoek. He was expecting no one. "J lic wait. rs from llio' 
restaurant liad taken thoir baskeU and erockcry au.iy; and the pei^iou' 
outsiile could only be bis eoneierg**, wJioin he difl not choose should se** him 
in his disguise, for he had but iiiiiit<ul coidideiiee in the ib-icretion of w-alliy^ 
Madame J'oileven. “ Who’s there V ” he asked. 

It is 1.” aii.swered a plaintive voice -** Gaston ! ” 

Was there any reasoji to distrust thi« young fellow? Andn' doi'idcd 
not, ami accordingly he opened his door. 

“ Has Monsieur Aiidr<5 gone out?” asked young (kimlelu faintly; “T 
thought it was he who spoke.” 

'J'lu'ii he was deceived by the di.sgu5.se ! This was a tiiiimjdi for AlidiC^, 
but .showed him at the wnne tiino that his voice mu.st be, changed as well ait 
hi.s face. “ What ! ” said ho, ‘‘don’t you recognise int ? ” 

< I a.ston .started with sm-pr ISO, and made flome confused nniark. It W!i« 
plain that some terrible catastrophe liad befallen him. His nmndng ex- 
cc8.ses fjlone conhl not have reduced him to tliat state. 

“'fell me,” said Andre kindly, “what has gom*. wrong with you 
“ Why, I’vu' come to say good-bye to you. I’ln ^oing to blow out my 
brains at once— ” 

“ Are you mad ? ” 

(laston struck his forehead in a dreary way. “ Not in the least,” he snid, 
“ it is simply tliis -llio.se notes have turned up. To-night just as T w.is 
having the dining-room- h.aving dined wi(h .tlm governor-- the builcr 
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whispered to me that an old man was waiting for me onl'^ido. I went o^it 
and found a dirty old beggar, wdth hia coat collar turned np about his oars.” 

' •* Old THiitiiiiie ! ” cried Aiulri^. 

“Ah ! Is that his name? I didn’t know it myself. However, lie s-aid 
to me in the sweetest voice that the holder of my notes had decided to lay 
Ihcin before the authorities at twelve o’clock to-inorrow, but that a means 
of c-scape was open for me.” 

“And that was to go to Italy with Rose.” 

Oastim’s Bupprisc was so great that he started to his feet. “ Who told 
you so ? ” hi! cried. 

•’ “ IS'obody ; ] giicH.sod it. It was part of their plan, when you were lirst 
indm ed to forge M. Marti ii'Rigars .signature. And what did you say ? ” 

“ That the, pioposition waa utterly abauvd, and that I wouldn't move a 
foot. lh‘Mid(‘.‘‘, i see their iilan. As soon as Tm out of the w'ny, they’ll go 
to my fail'.i-r an 1 blackmail him. Hub it Hhan't be. Why it’ll kill him to 
li-nni that liis son i« a forger. Tfow'cver, J'vo bought a revolrer, and in 
■an hour from now, it’ll all lie over.” 

Andie was not listening. What should be done ? he asked himself. To 
advise (histou to d(‘p:vvt iiid take Rose w'ith him was to deprive hiinsrlf of 
a i''jnsiilerublc cliaiiec of success. Hut on the other hand, to let the young 
fellow kill himself was not to be thought of; ordinary humanity forbade 
that, and l)c&ule.s Andrd was under great obligations to his father. 

' •* Listeii 1o mo,” he said Onally. “ I have an idea, (laston, which I will 
diseU^ao to you when vo arc out of the house. Only for certain reasons, 
\vl\ii‘h woubl take trK» long to tell yon now', it’s nee('Sf>nvy 1 sliould g» t into 
tlio .street without leaving this Iioumj liy the door. I can manage it, if ymi 
^v'ill <)ul> Iielji me. (Jo aw'ay iiuw, and at midnight - pi’cci*»e]y ring at tlie 
Moor of No. ‘20 Rue do Laval. The concierge will ])nll tlie string, go in, 
Hid ask some ijiiestion of lie.r. In tlio meanw I'ilo leave the street door 
Kj.ir. [ Khali be in the g.uslen of the hoii.sc, 'and while yon arc with tlio 
boiu'ici ge, I W'ill get out into tlie street and wait for >ou.” 

‘ (.iastou coiiiplioil W’ith th<*sc instructions, the plan .succeeded, and at ten 
‘iiinutes pa.-.t midnight he and Audi/ were w’alking along the outer Houle 
Varii. The young painter was full of hope. Tlo wan eonvim'cd ho had put 
llio spies who were watching him otl’ tho scent, and bc.side,s he had con- 
.’(ived the idea of executing a powerful diversion, thanks to CJaston, whilst 
^u'rsoimlly he continued tracking (’roisoiioisruid the rest of the baud. 


f XXXII. 

LF. M,\nQri,s ub Croisevoi.s resided in a superb uew lioiiao on 
fdio Hoiilcvard Malcsherbes, ncAr the church of Saint Augustin. In a 
in od eat suite of looms, rented for four thousand fraiic.s a year, he had as 
^•‘mblcd autlicifiit vestiges of hi.s former opulence to impresa Huporlieial 
Miservera, 'fo guard ag.ninat the annoyances of creditors, hi.** apartment 
taki’ii in the name of his valet. His brougham and horse belonged, in 
yIic <.anic way, to his coachinau. For, low" in funds as ln‘ w.as, the m.injiiis 
mill drove a) 1011 1 in iiis own natty “pill-box.” He had no other .^lervaiits 
][>(".ides his coachman and valet -the fonner doing most of the rough work 
I'lidor.is, wliilst the latter know" enough of cooking to prepare a bachelor’s 
J»i .'abl.ist. 

' Masoarot had only seen the manjuis’s valet on one occasion, and the man 
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liacl BO singularly iinpie&scd him that, in his (iistrust, he tiled to liud ont 
who he was and where ho oamc from. Croisenois had told the agent that 
lie had only engaged the fellow on the recommendation of au English friend, 
Sir Kichavd \Vukeliel(l. iMorel, as the valet called himself, certainly soemod 
to have lived in England, for he spuko English passably well, lie was, 
moreover, export in ^1 his duties, and so dignified in manners and appear- 
ance, tiiat ignorant folks fairly believed his master to be a perfect grandee. 

Anilr<S knew but little of all this ; lie had merely obtained some trilling 
information from M. ile Brculh, when ho asked the latter for Croisenois’ ad- 
dress. Jlowcvcr, on tlie morning of his escape from his studio, he oaino, 
still in his disguise, to a wine shop close to the marcpiis's vesldeiu c. Pro- 
viding Croisenois’ servants patronised this eBtabllslimcnti as seemed jirobahlc, 
ilici'c being none other in tlie immediate vicinity, he would no doubt be able 
to overhear tJielr talk and pick up some usijful information. The young 
artist’s contidcncc had increased since tlie previous evening ; for not only 
had ho saved i’aston, but the young fellow’s escapade sccuumI likely to yield 
an adviuitagoous re.sult. 

'ITiis is w'hat had occurred. After infinite tniuhle, ho had induced Castoj 
to return to his father’s house ; and on rcficlung the Chaiiss«''e d’Antin, a! 
two o'clock ill the niovjiiug, lie* had made bold ciiougli to have old (laiubili 
woke up. Then, after oxphiiiiing the reason of his own disguise, he toh 
the coutractor how his son had been victimised and induced to commit i 
forgery, aiul how, hut for his own intervention, the young fellow woiil( 
have eoinmittod suicide. 3fe naturally iiiHisted on (li^iston’s repentance 
tile good sentiments ho expressed, bis separation from Pwose, and his promise 
tu boconvi 8Ci-iou3. 

'riuj old iiuin was much moved and shed tears. This would no iloiib 
prove a <lii‘i.sivc lesson for his sou, and rfsally modify his eonduel. for Ih 
better. “ Co and fetch him,” said the poor coutractor ; “ tell Jiiin to com 
to me, and say tlial we two will save him.” 

Aiulid had not far to go, for Caston w'as waiting in the next room in a 
agony of suspense. He was weeping, weeping with repentant sorrow*, be- 
wailing liis own foolishnoas and the misery he must have caused liis gooi' 
iudnlgeiit father. “ Come in, Gaston,” .said Aiidr6. 

lint with unusual energy, tho young fellow exclaimed, “ Never cull m 
by that name again. It is as false as the coronet on my cards. Call 
Pierre (raiulelu. My failior is only too kind to allow me to bear bis nnine. 

Thus begun, the reconciliation was bound to prove complete, 'riie worth 
contractor had not felt so happy for many years. 'I'lio next tiling w'as i 
ilccidc what course to take to rescue tho lad from the couscqiicn' os of ii 
folly*. “1 do not believe,” said old Candelu, “that these wretches wi> 
dare to carry their threat into execution, and apply to the legal niithoritio 
At all events, my son cannot remain expo.scd to thi.s intimuiatioii. I rn; 
self will lay a charge against the w*holc baud. 1 will call on the public pr«' 
scciitor before noon, and we wdll see what happens to this Mutual Lou, 
Society, whu-.h lends money to minors and extorts forged .signatures in r 
turn ! It will be best, however, for my son to go to Jiclgiiim in the mos i 
iiig ; but he \voii’t stop there long, a.s you’ll sec.” 

Andrt'j rf;niaiu<‘d in the old gentleman’s house throughout the night, ar. 
it ivas in Gaston's room that he made himself up .a^iiin in the morninj 
Tile future looked rosy indeed, as he walked lightly up tho Bonievar 
Malc«4herbes.‘ Ttmnks to the (-.oiitractor’s infervention, the police w'oiiJ 
JlOW deal with Yermincl's malpractices. Tliti inquiry would, moreow 
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prol>al»lv rcfiult in the dotnction of the othur iiitinbcrs of the band, and this 
enoriJiDUs ri'snlt wu'ild br gained without aiiy mention l>eing iniuU* of M. de 
M iijSftiflaii, the countchs, or Sabine. For hia own part, AndrtS was deter- 
TiiiiiL'd to cling to Croisenois like a shadow'. Tim establishment where he 
installed himself was wonderfully adapted for his T)urpose. From the tabic 
w’l)i*re he sat he could sec all the windows of I.)e Croisenois’ apartmoiit, as 
W ell as the door of the hou^o, which no one couUl leaA'e or enter nnper- 
eeived by him. Moreover, as there Avaa no otJii'i* wine-shop in tlie vicinity, 
Andre f(dt certain tliat the marquis’s .servants would come there, in which 
COSO lie oouUL talk witii them, oiVer them somotiiing to drink, creep into 
their eonlidence, and obtain important intormatiou. J le sat <lown at a table 
.aicar the wimhiw' and ovtlcved breakfast, keeping Ids eyes and ears on the 
.jilert. 'J'he .siion was full of cnstomeiw, nearly all ol them servants, and 
■ AndriS woiidcivd wlietlicr any ol these were in the employ of M. de. (h’ois- 
f'liois. lie was lacking his brain for some exeaiso for (jiiCKtioidng the land- 
fonl, when the door opcneil and two more servants entered, one of them 
Mfired in a eoachniim’s livi^ry. and tJic other wearing th<i discreet black of 
a 'o/t/ tit' t'hamhi't. A)i, ha!” exclaimed an old man with a placid 
Miimtf nance, who was struggling with a tough bccf’sUak at the table next 
CO Amite’s. “Ah, Ini ! iieie uniie Messrs. Oeisenois. ” 
r Set vaiilrt, as is w'cll kmiwn, oitcii call each other l»y their masterf}' naintv , 
lud thus AudiJ.^ obtained the information hc<lcsiu}d witlioiil having to n..ike 
iny suspioioiia inquiries. “If Uu-se nieii,” he thought, ‘‘only had the 
.jiippy tluuighfc of sitting near tldj old fellow, wlio knows them, I could 
'•• nr every w«jrd they say.” 

'rids they did, at Uie same time begging tlic hindloid to 6crvf3 theju as 
Ijmedily as possible, as lh ('3 liad not a nioment to spare. 

“ Wiiat are you in snih a hurry aliout ?' asked tlio old man near wliom 
<hev .seat<*d tliciiLstdves. 

; “Why,” answered the. younger of the iKW-eoiner-s-'M. de Croisenois’ 
hachman, “1 ha\e to drive my master to liis oftieo ; for he has an oMiee 
‘:ovv. lie’s the chairman of a ndidiig eonip'my— -copjuir mines--a splendid 
* ling it i,s, too, ^^'hy, Mleeso plucked here’ ought to be written iiji over 
!ie iloor ! If you have any savings, Monsieur Lluioit, as you ought to liave, 
^ds is a good eluiucv' to invc.st them.'’ 

1: 1 Benoit shook Ida head gravely. “ Who can toll ? ” said he. “All that 
>oks good isn’t gooil, and wliat aenms, bad isn't bad.” Jlenoit was eviilt.ntly 

prudent man, who had seen mm-h of life, and was not dispo.sod to eoin- 
'Vit himself lightly. “ Ihit come,” ho continued, “ if your marquis is gi'ing 
; it. Monsieur Morel will be free, and we can have u game of iiiqnct i' - 
f 'ther.” 

} “No, sir,” answered the valet. 

.9 “ Arc you engaged as well, tlien ?” 

“ Yes, sir ; I’m just going to put on some white gloves and carry a heap 
i flowers to the marquus’s future w ife ; for lie’s going to he marrical. It's 
.Viicial. A splendid dow'ry, so I hear; as for t lie young lady', ^he's a hit 
'nughty ; but I wouldn't iiiiml taking licr myself for tlirce nioiitlis, just on 
fci;il.” 

u This fellow in the pr*'posterously high, stifl’ collar was aeiually speak- 
•4g of Sabine in this disgraceful style, and Andr6 had to appenl to 
(A his powers of self-restraint not to spring at his throat and strangle 
/ini, 

J. “ Ah, Will ! ” said the coachman, with his nuuith full, “ah-, well ! I don’t 
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viiiml bottincf that tbe maron is won’t invest his M'ife’s dowry in liis new 

bii.siin ss. ’* 

This remark elicited no rojoiiulcr, and the two ceased tiilkhif; of de 
(^I'oisenois to speak of their own aliairs, wkicli naturally had nu interest for 
AndrC. He waited in vain. 'Hiey settled their score and went away widi* 
nut so inueli {L«i jnentionin^ the inanfuis'a name ayain ; and the ymm^' artist 
was retluood to rcllect over the diriienlties a spy enconnters. The other 
ciistoincrs were looking at him most euspiciously, and the fact is, he scarcely 
li:nl a pleasing 'aspect. Moreover, he had not yet acquired the art (»f ol)- 
.“-ervini things willtout appearing to do so. It was easy to see that he was 
ilu'ie for s’oinc other ruasoji tlun lunch ; that he M-as waiting for some one 
ni BoiiicUijii;/, jind was growing impatient, iln liad enough pcnctratimi to 
UMiis<‘ Llic impression ho hail created, and Ids omharrussiiicnt became all tlic 

gr l■a^t'r, 

Having finished his nioal, he took some cofioc, sipping it as slowly a.s 
IMSsiblo, and now lu- called for a glass of brandy. '1‘hcro were only some 
live or six' cMMtoiJUT.s left, silting at a table near tlie <loor, and placing .i 
LMinoof cards which seemed to amuse them immensely - that is, judging 
fitjtn Iheir eomstant shouts of laughter. Andre li.iJf tlioncdit ol vetiung, 
and hiin ying to tlie manpiiy'a oHkea to wait for his .*iiTiv.al there ; but on 
l oiiHider-itmij, Ik* dt^cided to make quit*} snie that M. do Cioiscnois was go- 
ingout, and wait till he saw him drive off in his brongliain. fSo lie still 
iiugi n d in the wine shop and called for another glass of brindy. 

IL had just bi-en .served him, when as e\il a looking indivnlual a.s himself 
‘r f *w'd tin- (‘stablihlimcnt. Tin- iiew comer was tall, nngaiidy, imi»\idcnt- 
Kh>king I'cllow', with a tuft of red hair on his ohm. lie ^^ore a dirty lihn k 
Jacke t and a dil.ipidaled o.ap, and was, to all nppciirancc, as line a specimen 
of .1 hir>‘tnf liully as could anywhere Ini found, lii ,1 liu.sUy, drawling voice 
be onliM'.jd .i jd.iU; of beef and a pint of common wine, and while pas'iiiig in 
fi’oiit (d AimIm' Iff ivaih a vacant table, he upset the young artists glass of 
bi.iiidy. 'riin migiit be a mere accident, lienee Andre rnadi* m> remark ; 
but as the new eomer sat df.wn, far from apoloL^'*‘'inL^ he gave, tlie arti.st a 
most eoiifccmptuous look, lie was .smoking, this big fellow, and setting iM.s 
eig-ir on a, corner ol the table, ho relieved Jiiinsclf l>y spitting -nob on the 
ilfxM, but on A ndr(V.s trousers. 

riiis time the insult w.is so llagrant, tliat Andre reflected as to its mean- 
ing. Had lit! not eluded liis spies aa he fancied he had done? Wa.s it nnt 
pos-iible that this individual had been purposely sen I to pick a (piarrel \^illi 
liim and give him a blow that would settle him ? Pnidouce Iside him deparc 
at (inee. : but lie felt he could not do so until he had satislurd hiim '-Jl posi- 
tively of the truth of his aurmisea. However, there .seemed little Honbfc of 
their o.vaetitudc ; for u.s the fellow cut up hie beef, he to.s.scd every bit of 
skin or muscle lie found over on to his neighbour. Finally, lu* drank a 
draught of wine, and leaving a litth*. at the bottom of liis glass, deliberately 
threw it— not on to Aiidrf's legs, but on to bis .shouldeis. 

'J'liis was more than the young artist could put up with. “ Just observe,” 
.saiil lie, “that some one is sitting liert.’' 

1 know tliat very well. Aren’t you ph.i::fCd ? ” 

“ No, I’m not.’ * * 

“ All, well, -with mo you mint be ple.u£od, or clae— ” And so saying the 
bully sliook bis fist but an inch or two from Andre’s nose. 

'The young artist hud poiverful reasons for rcinainiug calm, but natiii*o 
mastei’Cil will, and rising to bis feet, he lunged out, tlic result Vicing that 
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Ill*; lull !y rolled unci ev the tublo. The iioiac made the card-players turn 
idini.L Tlmy had been so abaorbcAl in their game that they were not ac- 
c,.i;nnted with tJie origin of the fray, and could not tcdl who was in the 
right or who in tlie wrong. They only saw Aiulr*^ standing erect, wdth 
11 ishiiig eyes and lips trenibling with rage, while the other fellow lay on the 
iloer among the ehaird. 

“No lighting here, do yon understand ? said one of the players. ‘ ‘ J usL 
settle your cjuarrel in tlie street.” 

Andre’s adversary, Jiowevcr, had just struggled to his feet, and now mil'll 
a rush :it the young artist, who, with an adroit application of his left foot, 
siiooRiHled in stopping him mulway. It was altogether ho skilfully done 
that the caril players applauded. They now found the light as exciting as 
tlioir game had been. 'Lliree timed did Andre’s adversary charge, and cacli 
tiiiU! tln‘ young artist cleverly repulsed him. Viiially there 'was a great 
scn'iinuifige, a table was overturned a.s well os a stove, and several ghis-ses 
weri* sin.'ishtid, us well as a eouplc of window' panes. The landlord, who 
IkuI uioinentanly absented hiiiis(;]f, hurried to the scene on licariiig this last 
crash, ^VitJl tlic assistance of a w’aiter ho ]mrted Andre and liis advorsary, 
:-jid then, noticing that the daihugc done represented some tw'euty fraius, 
he iMde lhc» an lag( mists settle. f<#r it between them and then clear out. 
AiuIi\ 5 would gladly liave paid tho wJiolc of what iva.s owing, in viev*' 'if 
« Ih'cting a hpeedy o.scfipc j but bis opponent fiew’ into such a rage, aud be- 
i*.!!'. ! Isoiitiuy to such an extent, tlial at last the landlord despatclieii the 
Winter l(»r a couple of polieoin.in, who, stringc to say, entered the shop tli-.i 
\M'y ucN't nioimnit, as if they luid indeed been purposely waiting outside. 
At all events, before AndiV; had time to breathe, he found hiuiseU with hi,, 
adversary in the stieot, hetNveen a couple ot .s^vv/t ///.>• rA- who bade 
IhcMi b<*th walk straight and keep civil tongiio.s in tin.ir Jieads. 

Jt would hare been sheer folly to resist, and l!ie young paiiiler rcM^^Mh;d 
himself tf> the inevitable. Jlut on the way he oould noL lielp p*mdei iiig nver 
tlii.s .strange scene. Tiie whole ulhiir ba<l been so .sinhlen and so sw ill, that 
as >et Ini <;ould not see it clearly. Rtill it W'aa certain that this brutal 
a';gi eh.sioii had s>onie secret moli\c, wM'^h he could not fuiliom. Meaiiwlnle, 
tin* police agents liinl reached a imnow alley. They ordered their prisoieu-H 
on in front, and .\ndrC now realised that thc}^ W'cre not being taken to the 
In. k’up, but to the odice ot r ho district commissary of police. A moment 
later they enUn e»l a bureau whoro the coituni.ssary ’3 aecretoiy and a couple 
of eh'i’ks were at W'ork. 

“ tVcll, the job’s d*inc," Raid the sfirgntL't^ih’ViUv, with a hearty chu' klc ; 
and thereupon they withdrew, leaving Andr*^ and his opponent in the oiiice, 

A ndi’i^. opened his eyoa. This was really a most extraordinary airo.-st. 
Ilow'cver, tliero w'as more to come, for his a3.sailunt tossed his cap aside, 
.^unoothed his hair, and shook hands most cordially with the comnn 3 .sary's 
!.*e.eretary. Wiiat did it all mean? 

“ Allow me lo congratulate you. sir, now,” said the young painter’s re- 
cent opp()n(*nl.. “ You’ve a good stout list, and no mistake, li'ortuuately 
I hacked down under the table in time wdieu you lunged out, on the 
lirst occasion- -otherwise you might have killed me. How'cvcr, I wasn’t 
able to escape your fool when I cliaigeJ ; that was really a masterly defence 
on your jiurt. ” 

The young p.aiiitcr listened in amayemeiit. But at this moment a door 
was throwui opim, and a voice could be hoard calling out’, “Send him in.” 
Amli:; was thereupon pushed by hia recent adveraary tlnough the doorway 
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\iito a n:M'row coi iMor, ami prcMontly foiuicl liiiTiself in a roojn which 
.sivwocl t<i Ixj the o<mirni5Sfiry’fl private office. On the ritrlit liand ride, be- 
fore a desk in front of a window, sat a man who lookcil between Jt-rty or 
hity yc:ii-s old, and who w'ore a white choker and a pair of y^old rimmed Rpee- 
l.ii b"), “ Vleaso to sit down, Monsieur AndnS” ssjwd this personage with 

till; most oxipiisito politeness. 

Tim younj^ artist took a chair in a- semi-stupefied condition and waited. 
\Va 3 Im drc.uning? \V:ia ho awake? Ho was uncertain. He donblod 
Jiiiii'self, his own intoliigcnco, even the testimony of his senses. 

“ Lbforo proceeding further,” said the spectacled gentloman, “F must 
■’.pol(\"isG for wliat nnisfc seem to you the very singular manner in wliich you 
!i.i\G been treated. Howcvi'r, T really had no dH)ice. I partuulavly 
‘.'.idled to apeak with you. Yon arc closely watched, and it wan e.ssei)ti:il 
iiiit the folk-s w'ho Avatch you should not imagine there W’as any coii- 
nivauce between yon and me.” 

“1 am watelied ! ” htaTiimerod Andre. 

“ Vl-s, by a certain l.;i Cniulele ; a bright fellow --in fact, 1 may S'ly the, 
luiglite.st fclbsw for iliat sort of w'(»rk in Vari.s. Hoes Ibis astonish you? ” 

“ Ves, f('v I thought - *’ 

'ilie spoetaLl'Ml geiitleniau smiled henevolonily. “ Yon thought,’* lio in- 
li'inipied, tied you liail .‘liiceetiiod in eluding >iUir R})ios. Sol su]i|»ose<l 
''iH moniiucf, w'lseii I saw you in yoiu present <liH./u)s,e. Hnfortunalcly you 

eiT bourid 'to ]o'<e y<,ur time. The people who naki-Ii you know very well 
I ii il yon yoin.-elf j.re v\ui< Idng tin Maronis dodim.sunoip. So hy .stationing 
l.Im oLf near 1 iieiuarcpiis’s house, Ia Oundele made .^uri. of meeting >on ag.iin.” 

" Ali ! Of coip'se, T had not thouglito.^' th.it, ” stanunured Antin', with 

( ••I'.imI. i.ilib' eoiiUisioii. 

*■ Hu- otlu‘!' b.ijid,” reujiiu'd the speetaeled gontlemnn Avith hn.Ti'a.sed 
urIiiniU' of iii.iniu i’, “you luud allow me, my dear Mon.sii'nr Andn-, to 
ti‘ll V)U that your disgui'-'e leaAes inueh to he <lcsired, 'I’lie first attempt of 
.1 uroi m I new ii oh i-‘, ! admit, alway.s 1o bo vif'Wial v\itJi iudiilgeiu e. 
Hut, i..' ('*:i]i(b le A'l eubi not bi- taken in. Mveij ar this did.ince, I can <le- 
your entire ‘ make up,' and what 1 .see. of omir'-e, r.an see as 

wi 11.” So .s)TaUiiig, be mse and approaebed Andre. “ AVhy on earth," be 
sai-i, “liaxe you deekcil your face with all tln-so ladoiirs, wliifdi iri.ako you 
ioi'k like a Noi Ih-.AMiorii.in Indian in liis Avar paint? In order to ehunge .i 
man’.s e'uintenanec. only two strokes of n erayon aro nc'cessarv, red or 
blaek— hero at the eyebrows, there at the nostrils, and here again at the 
eurncr.s of tlie mouth. See for yourself-- ” 

Ifc joined a practical di inonstratioii to Ids theory ; for producing pencil 
ease a^ he ^polEe. lie eorreeled the young artist ’.s impnijrrt Arork. When ho 
had finished, Andre glanced at himself in tlic looking glass over tlio inantel- 
pii'ce. rind Aras fairly astmii.shtd. !No tine would ever have reeogni.sed him. 
W'ith his eyebrow s Arbicli almost met, his deformed nose,, and hi.H enlarged 
muiith, he had a sim.-^tev, impudent look, anch as he hiniHelf would never 
have known Irov to nefpiire. 

“ Now,*' oontin.nni the unknoAvn gentleman, “ do you re.alise the futility 
of your nUc-mpt.s ' La (.’siidMo kncAV you at once. ri^/W'evcr, 1 Avlshed to 
R peak to > oil so 1 sent for It'dor, one of iny agents, and hade him pick a 
fp'.arrel with you. IVo policemen then arrested you, and so hen you are. 
No one knows th;it we arc together. IVa j', ollaco mj' touches, for they w'oiild 
be. leniarkod when-you go and Avmild necessarily awaken suspicion.’* 

Andre obeyed, and while he ruhbed his face, wdth the corner of his 
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ii.'indkorchit^f, hifl Ijowilclered mind sought for sonic elucidation of this 
mystery. He was pviilcntly in presence ut some important functionary of 
the rrCfeeture of Police; but what was wanted of him? How had the 
]K)lico found him out? Wluit had they discovered? 

Mcanwiule the speettudod ]>er>ioimge had resumed his scat in his arm- 
cliair, and was handling his anufl'-bo\ in a style which tlie most tini>]uid 
actor at the Com<'di<5 Franeaiae might have envied. “Now,” lie said, 

‘ ‘ let us liavc a little talk together, it you please. As you see 1 know you — 
dean Lantier, your old master wlio engaged yon eleven years ago when you 
arrived in Paris, after rimning away from Veriddme, tells me lic’d answer 
lor you under any circumstances, and lianiier's soj-iii-law, Dr. Lorillcux, 
assi rts that he knows no character liigher tiian yours --lie de(darcs your 
]n’ohit.y to he without a stain, your coiii'age undoubted 

“ Kejilly, sir — ” Htainniercd tlie young painter, (liisliing scarlet. 

“J.et me. ]>roe.ced. Monsieur Oandohi tells me lie wouhl be willing to 
eoidide. his \\ hole fortune to you ; your comrades, one and all — Vigiiol at the 
lic:nl of Mnun— have the higliesi respect for you. So much for the pre.^ent. 
A" to the future, two paiutt ra of the greatest renown as.sert that you will 
one d.'iy stand at tin* hea«l f»f the French school. At this moment, your 
work Ijriugs you in about liftcon francs per day. Am 1 cori'cct iu my iii- 
loruiatinn ? ” 

“ (,Miite so,” stummered the bewildered Amln^ 

The Mp(‘c,t!ieh'd gentleman smiled. “ Unfortunately,” ho eontinued, “my 
information omla licie. '.riic means of investigation in iho liamls of the 
]»f)lii e arc ncce,-*.‘-anly very limited, they can only act on fads, and not on 
intentions. *So long as volition Is not a«*companied by action, the police 
are helpless ; and it must alway.s ho .'^o until a detective finds some way of 
taking the top of a man’s head olT like tin* tjover of a box, and looking 
down iiilo iL to see what’s going (»ii there. However, 1 heaid of ygiii only 
forty-eight hours ago f(n-tlie first time, and i ahe.uly have ycnir bif'grapliy 
iu luy pocket. 1 know tliat the <lay In lore ye.stcrday you were walking 
about with young Uamlelu, and driving with Moosienrde lireidh-Pavcrlay, 
and that La CandClo wa< behind the veliiclc. These arc all facts, Imt- ” 
He pairsod, and after giving Amhe a ph rciiig look, slowdy ic.suincd, “But 
no one has been able to tell me w'hy you folloM'cd Vcnniiiet, or why you 
walched Maaearot’s lioufio, or why you have dliagni.scd yourself to follow 
the houourahlo Manpiia do (h’oisciioist about. It U the motive wo can’t get 
at -tlic fads are clear.” 

Audr <5 moved re.stlcssly on his chair, disturbed by his uucsti oner’s nag- 
nelic gaze, which aeemetl to draw the truth from him, ue.spitc tin; resist- 
ance of volition. " I eaiinot tell you, sir," ho said, at last — “ I really cau- 
jiiit. It is a se.crct which docs not belong to mo.” 

The speotaelcd gontlcnuin smiled: “You don’t choose to trust me? 
Very well, then, I will speak. Hoiucinbcr that I have tohlyoii all I knew 
liiixilively ; but 1 have ahsi) drawn my inferences and dcduetioiiH, from the 
faet.s laid before me. You arc watching Croisonois. Wliy ? On account of 
liis Milling Company? No. Then it must he because he is going to marry 
a rich heiress— Majjleinoiscllc de Mu-ssidaii. Come »lon’t Idiish. Wc 
haven't got to tho end of it yet. Well, we’ll conclude then that you wish 
to in*event this marriage — and M'hy ? Do you htipnen to love Mademoiselle 
lie Mussiilau, ami docs she love you in return? That is of course a reason ; 
hut it doesn't ONphiin your disguise. 80 there is somctldng more no doubt. 
I have hciird that Mudemoisdle de Mussidau was at one time to marry 
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AlouKioiu’ <le livculli-FavcrJay. Do the Cbunt ami CountpSH do Miibsidcia 
prefer .'i ruined manjuis to ono of the most remarkable men of lino day? 
That isn*t possible ! Tt is clear to me that tliey give their daughter to 
Croi‘=4(*nois under compTilsiou of some kind. What kind of compulsion? 
That' s the point. Doesn’t the marqiiia happen to hold some tctTi])lo secret 
over their heads ? ” 

Your iKcury is at fault, sir ! ” cried Amlre. “ You are wrong— fui- 
tirely wrong.” 

“ All right,” rejoined the spectacled gentleman, shrugging his shouUleri^. 
“ If you cry out with bucIi supertluons energy that .I’m wrong, it’s simply 
because yoii know me to bo right. I need no proofs. Yosterday ATonhieur 
clc Mussidaii paid you a vi.Nit, and my agent said tlj.at liis face was nmcli 
in igliLc)’ when he eaini out of the lioii.so yon live in tlian wlien he went in ; 
consc4iienLl,y, 1 inter that you promised to rid him of Croisenois, and he, in 
tiiui, agreed to give yuu his daughter. And this expl.iins your present dis- 
guise. Now just tell me if I’m mistaken ? " 

'J'hc young painter eouid not lie, tmd therefore did not dare to apeak. 

“And the. btcrct, ’ eontinued the sjauta'led ge.ntJcman “didn’t tlic 
c<mnt tell you the secret ? 1 don’t know iL and yet I lliiuk 1 could 

tind it (Jilt if I tiled, iVoplc fam-y Uie ]iolicc forgets tilings. Tis a gu-.at 
ii.isiake. The police has a tcriiblo memory. J'm aeijuaiut' d witli some 
appaU'Titly forgoUiMi u lines wliieh three generations ol dete<divi:.3 have 
wnvked at. For instaiKc. did you (-lerliefir that \ our Cioiscnois had a 
I'l.'lher named (ieorgo a brother older th.in hiue.if? ThU Ueorgo dib 
app^iUMl one lino evening twenty -Ihn e years agij, in a most mysli nous 
way. What )K(;iinic of liim ? No one iaui ever l»oen ahlo to tell, how- 
ever this vciy (leorgo was a groat fuead of ALulauie ih; M iissidan's. Might 
not (hut disappo.! ranee ot ycuifi ago accoutit for thi.s marriage uf now a- 
days ? ” 

Amlie rosi., <jUivei iiig, to Id's feed. “ Wlu) are, y -a ” In' eiiod, “ I want 
to know who s speaking to me. ’ 

I'lio speetaciccL gcnllciuau smdul and aiisweroil, “ I am Mondeur Loco'j.’' 

At the ii.ame of this* celebratt d deleciive, Audie recoiled in abtolido 
aina/ement. “ Monsieur iACisj 1’’ he slainiiKicd. 

Tlio detective's MUiity was agncably Inkleil by the impression bis name 
had piodueedoii the young aitid. “And now Unit you know me, dear 
Alonsiour Andre,” he said, “may 1 venture to hope lliaL yon will bo more 
reasonable, ’’ 

M. de Arus.shtari had not confided hi.s .secret to Ihe y oung ]»ainter, Imt in- 
had paid enougli for him to reali/c that tin; <leleeti\ es .sui mi.scs weic nut 
far from the truth. 

“ If we could only iuider.stand earh other, fully,’' continued AI. LecO(| ; 
“and indeed, upon uiy word, it seems to me that my frankness ought to 
elicit yours. J need you, .aiul on my .side I e;in be useful to you. ii.s 

a.-sHiat (‘.ach other. Jhiiv chance has made mo ac«iuaiiiicd w'ilh you. X dis 
covered tluit you wvic being watched by certain people, whom I myself wa.s 
watching, ami I said to my.self, thi.s young man must bo .an important per- 
sonage of the intrigiii'. 1 ha»l you followed, and for a couple of d.iys you 
have liail at your heels not incrcly the other folks’ .spiiHs but mine as well. 
To-day, everything coiisidevcrl, I 'b.avo come to the conclusion that my snr- 
niisca arc correct. Ves, 30a and 3011 alone will furnish the finish, the 
dc 7 iOU/ 7 iciti!, I am seeking fur-- ” 

“I, sir?” 
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“ ^'t■s you, thg artist aiul ornamental sculptor, called Andv(5 for the imt 
hriui;.” 

Kor the tiuieheiug ! —The expression seemed strange to the young ptiin ter, 
l)ut he did not venture to question tlie detective. 

“ For several years,” resiimod M. Lecw], “I lia^e felt certain that ai: 
or|j;ainfled asr,oei:itiou for blackmailing existed in this city. Family dill Vi - 
eiK.es, sorrows and ahainc, imprudences, and the like, prove absolute gol<l 
mines to a party of scoundrels who make at least a hundred thousand francb 
per aim urn.” 

“ Ah ! ” muttered Andre, **I suspected something of this kind.” 

“ Of course, wlicn I ^vas quite sure of it, 1 said to myself : ‘I must iiab 
tliese fellow!-.' Ibit it was easier saitl than done. Blackmailing, you set, 
Iiaj one jieealiarity : tlujse wlio prnctise it feel >\cll nigh certain of impunity. 
Suppn«x* you aiii asked for a thousand francs, and arc threatened in default 
llu'renf Avitli I In*, u velation of some secret calculated to overwhelm you 
with hluime or rijliculc ; natunilly you would pay the money and keep quiet. 
\\ liy,a.'Cme (if timei- J have foiiud out some pigeon or other who Jiad just bc'U 
phickfd, but iKWcr w'luild one of them iurid'.li me with w'capona against the 
siouiulrols w ho liiid victimised them. U was all vorywcll for me to say,contidr 
in me, the police is di^ei'-et, your secret will be. respei*tc<l, J can promise it, 
.swe;u it. No oiu- would ever believe me. The fools doubted my word 1 
Such being tlio ease, I soon roali.scd that it w.i.s imf^ossiblo to iracli the 
r>n)niidrcl.s" through llu'ii' vicLiias. Accordingly, 1 (h'.eided to try and reacli 
thoir victims through them. Ah! I ha\e needed patience. For three 
years 1 have iurii waiting for an opjmrtuuity. During the last eighteen 
inoritha one <jf my agents hiiJ!» boon acting as the Marqnis de Ovoisenois’ 
valet. The scamps i I’m sure tluit at the present momeut tlicy vc cost the 
house at lca.st ten tlunisand francs ! ’* 

.lii AndiV* realised, “the house,” was no other than the Fri^dccturc of 
Police. 

“ Ves, t(m thousand francs,” repeated M. Lcco(|, “ to say nothing of tlie 
worry ^Vhy, I owe a down wlu*’c hairs to Mascarot alone! For I 
believed that Tanlaiiie really existed, and Martin Kigal as well, W'liereas 
'I'antaimu and Kigal and Mascarot are sinqily one and tJie same person ! It 
was a long time before I tliought of a door of comiminicalion bcLw-een the 
bankcr’.s hou.se in the Ku<* Montmartre and the Kmploymcnt Agency in tlu^ 
Rue Tvloiilorgiioil. Ah ! che scamp’s a cunning fellow ! ” 

Cumiing indeed, but he "wa-s to find his master : .sueli w^as evidoctly the 
Dieaning of the deccctive’s smile. “This time,*" said he with incicascd 
animation, “ this time they have gone too far, and 1 have them. 'Dio idea 
of oatablishing a company so as to net the coin of all their victims was 
really a verj" pretty one ; but then I’m there and tlie scamps are lost. Ah ! 
] know them all now, from their ehieflain Mn.scavot, n/o'M Kigal and nfitu 
Tantaiuo, dowui to Toto-Chupin, their lowest agent, and to Paul their 
docile instrument. AVc will trap tJm whole baml. Ilortebizo and \^cr- 
miiu't, Croisenoia and Tieaiimarchof. AVo may, perhaps, also collar V an 
Klopen. As for Catenae he can’t escape. Just now, he’s travolling in the 
country near Vendoine, with tho Duke dc Chainpdoco and a fellow' named 
Perpignan. But of my guardian angels are at the p^yty’s heels, and 
send me news of their progress almost hourly. My trap is well set, well 
baited, and we’ll catch them all a.** you shall see. Aivd now. Monsieur 

Andre, do you still hesitate to confide to me what you know ? I sweiir to 

yon, on liouour, to respect your confidence, no matter what may happen.” 
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J'hf young painter felt half bewildered, but still, thanks to the tlctectivc’s 
sUitciiiciits, he divined tJiat ho had to contend against truly Icrrihlo .'idvor- 
sarica— adversaries so powerful and expert, that alone, unaided, ho had 
little prospect of success. Moreover, like everyone else who approached 
Lccoq, he "Was fascinated by him ; and besides, what was the use of hiding 
anything? — wliat he concealed from the deteotive to day would surely b8„ 
known to-inorrow. Thus the wiser plan was rather to try and win liis 
good graces. With the utmost frankness, therefore, Andre told every tiling 
ho knew. 

When ho hatl finished, Lccofj rose to his feet. “Xow,” cried ho, ‘‘I 
see clearly before me. All ! 'J'hey ivish to compel rJamlelu to go off with 
Korio, do they? Well, woTl see about that.” 

IJis eye.s flashed behind his gold spectacles ; ho bad just decided on his 
plan of battle. “From thi.y moment, said lie, “>im may sleep in peace, 
Monsieur Andr6. In another moiitli Madoirioi.Molle dc Mussidan will be 
> 0111 ’ wife. I proini.se it you. And when jjccori promises, he means what 
iu says, 1 iin.sw<;r for everything.” lie stopped, reflected for a inoiiK iit, 
and then rc.*»iinicd inon* sl-iwly. “ 1 answer for everything cveept for your 
hf^'. iSiicli gieat iiiferesta art3 centred in your peTson tiiat every means will 
he Liied to get rid of you. Ilon’t forget that for mic moment. !Never cat 
txvioe ill aucccs.sion at the siinu' restaurant; throw away any food tirat has 
a ]jci*uliar llavmir ; keep away from all .street crowd.s, hold all kinds of 

Incle.s 111 suspicion ; never lean out of a window unless yon know tlia^ 
tiic supports arc solid.. In a word, fear everything and suspect every- 
tiling. ’ 

AiidiiS ’warmly thanked the detective, and was on tlie point of retiring, 
when Lccoq exclaimed, “One iiioincnt. Do you happen to have such a 
thing as a sear or a sign on your arm or shoulder.” 

“ Ve.s, indec'l, 1 have the aoar of a severe burn.” 

M. Ijccoii did not take tlic trouble to hide his fiatisfaotifni. “ Ah ! ha ! ' 
said he, “ 1 thought as much. Kverything’s going on ea]>it:iily.” And as 
he gently pushed tlie young artist out of Iho room, he .«^alutcd him witli the 
the sainc words that Mascarot had so often used to Taul : “ Till we meet 
again, my Lord Duke of C'liampdocc ! ” 


XXXITT. 

AxDufe turned hastily round, but the door had been closed behind him, Mn«l 
he could hear the key grating in the lock. He was now again in the outer 
office, where the commissary’s secretary, the two clerks, and his whilom 
opponent in the wine shop looked at him and sniilcd. Andni w'as, how- 
ever, too preoccupied to notice them ; he mumbled a word or two, which may 
ha VO been “ good morning” or not, and then hurried out into the sliect. 
Ho was greatly perplexed by M, l^cwi’s parting words. Were they a joke ? 
lint in that case what waa their point? Now Andre w’lis a clcar-licaded, 
practical man, he hud proved it ; but on the other hand he was a foundling, 
he had never known cither father or nmthcr, and the field of con jecturo 
was irnmcii.se. Who could tell ? l’crhap.s he belonged»to a noble family— a 
family that had been comiiollecl to abaiidun him, but would seek for him 
once in ore. Such stiMuge things happen at times, who can Ijc certain oi 
llJS ik'JstUiy • “ ^Vhat a child lain,’* he muttered at lost ; “ is joy troubling 

iny brain ? ” 
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At iil! civciils, he now posaoHsed a foriiiiilal»lo ally, a protentov, who took, 
iiideod, even greater Interest in him than he imagined. Immediately after 
liis departure, AJ. Lecoq had opened liis door, and siiminuiiod his agent 
hilot. “iMy lad,*' said he, “jou saw that young nuiii who just w«'at 
out ? 

^ “ Vefl, sir.” 

“ Well, lurs a worthy fellow, v\ ith heart and energy, as honest as daylight, 
j and as true as sL(5cl. 1 esteem him thoroughly, and he’s my frieml.” 

r.ilot’s look and manner hignilied that he should henceforth consider 
Andre a sacred being. 

‘‘ Now you must tollow him,” ve.«uiucd M. Lccoq, “and closely too, for 
this isn’t merely a e isc of watehiiig him, but of defending him, if needs he. 
I’m .sure tlnit the M.isearot gang want to inunler him, and it must be ])re 
vented, mind. You are. my best, most faithful agent, and £ trust him to 
you. Jle’y earned, but he lacks experience. You 'ivill see danger whens 
lie would i!c\er dream of any. If there's any trou'olo, throw yiuirself into 
the breach, have every one inardicd to the Joek up, hut ti*y not to let any 
one discover who and wliat yon arc. It at any emergeney it i.s imperative 
3 on should speak to him, do .so; but only iis a last •.-xtrenuty. Whisper in 
his ear my servant’s name ‘ Janonille,’ and he/H niidersland tliafc you eonm 
fr\mi me. Now, remenvher, you are to aii'^ucr Jor him. I.»ut Afascajut's 
nu n miijjln’L recognise m you the fellow of this niorning's ('luarrcl. They 
would giic.s.s everything them. Jlow are you dre.ssed under that blouse ? ” ' 

“ bike a commis.siom'r.” 

“<lood. Now ariauLV yoiu'.self, and be vei v particular about your 
head.” 

l\ilot at once approached the looking gla.'^s, judled :i carroty heard and 
wig fiom Ids pocket, ami adjusted them with all the dcxLcnty that habit 
iinpartis. T\icnty minute.s later, he approuehed his supciior, who wa.s 
waiting, ami asked, “ Sliall I do? ” 

Al. Jjccoq Mcrntinised Jdm mo.‘^t carofidly, and Jinally replied: “Not 
bad ! ” The fact is, the fellow was the ideal type of a l*ari.s eomini.ssiuiier, 
and any Auvcignat^wouUl have sal ited him instantly ay from liLs own 
pro\ ince. 

** Where .shall I tiiul this young artist now', sir? ” he asked. 

“ Somcwlieru near AXascarot’s dcii, for I advised him not to rcHiiqui.'jli 
his rdlc of spy w'irhout my orders. Come, make haste after him ! ” 

I’aiot darted olF, and overtook lies “ ward ” half-way downi the Rue Alont 
inai’trc. AiidriS wa,s Hanutoriug slowly ahnig, mini nating over AI. j.ecoii's 
iidviec always to be careful, and look out for his adversaries, when a li'ud- 
soiiie young fellow with Ids arm in a sling walked rapidly past him, pro- 
i'ceding in tlic same diroetioii as himself. Andre felt certain that this 
young fellow was Paul Viohiiuc, and as ho did not fear being rccogiii.*>cd, 
he overlook him in his turn and had a good look at him. It was, iiidoeil, 
Uosj'/s funner lover. l>ut why had he his arm iu a sling? This was the 
tirsl question that occurred to AndiVi, .and by a iihenomciioii 'which is not 
iiiicoinmoii when the mind is conceiitratod on one particular point, he had 
an intuition of the truth. “ At least,” ho thought, “ I can discover where 
he goes,” , 

Accordingly, ho followed him, and saw him eater tho house where AI. 
Abutiii-Rigal resided. Two w'omeu were talking near the door, and Andru 
heard one of them say, “ That’s the young man W'ho is engiiged to Madcun- 
ci'sfllc Flavia, the banker’s daughter.” 
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So Paul was to marry tho daughter of the lender of tho baud? Was M, 
Leooq acquainted with this point ? No doubt he was. Still Audrrt dcoidod 
he would write and inform him of it ; for the detective had given him his 
adilress. fTe lived in the same Kuo Montmartre, but a few yards from 
Martin- Rigal’s house. 

Put time was iljr’ing, and Andn* decided to hasten to the maf)sion M. 
Gaudeln was >)iuMing in the Cliamps Klyscca, nnd, in accordaiioe with his 
plan, ask his friend Vignol to lodge him for a few days. He walked so 
fast that it was still broad daylight when he arrived, and all the workmen 
were still about the buililing. They <lid not prove as lyrix eyed as Mas- 
earot’s agents, h)r Jiot one of them knew him when he :i.sk< d for AL Viguol. 

“ He*s up there,” they said, "‘at work on the frieze ; take tlic staircase 
on the left.” 

This frieze was tho main decorative element in tlie new building, and it 
was ill front of the central and more important design that the little wooden 
shanty previously spoken of had been creetml. Vignol wa.s there aluiie 
when Andril (uitercd the eabin, and he uttered an exclamation of nstonish- 
nicut when his friend named himself, for he had not recognised him in his 
disguise. Naturally enough V’ignol was eagei for an cxplamitioii. “ Oh, 
its nothing of any eonseqiicnec,” replied the young painter carelessly ; 
“ only a little love affair.” 

“ Was it to win a girl’s heart that you have made such a guy of your- 
self? ” asked his frieiul, with a laugh. 

‘■Hush ! I will explain everything another time,” rejoined Audrth “I 
canm to ask if you con hi loilge me—” 

He stopped short, listened for a moment, and then turned frightfully 
pale ; lie nnieied he luid heard his name, a scream, and then the word 
“Sabine.” He wiw not mistiikcn. The faimc voice, a woman’s voice, 
despairing and de^^olatC' - r(>peate<l tJie cry ? “ Aiiclr<^ ! it is 1— Sabine — 
help ! ” 

'W'ltli one bound the young painter reached the window of the shanty, 
0 ]»ened it and lemual out. Ahm ! ’J’oto-Chupin had eariKMl the money 
given him by genial Tiiutainc, ’Hie whole window frame and its supports 
yielded at the .same uionieiit, ninl Andre was |)rCM;ipitated into space. The 
little .shanty was i crtaiiily sixty or sixty-five feet from the ground ; the fall 
was hound to be a terrilih; one and iiide.iul it proved all the more appalling 
as fully two .seconds elapsed between the moment when AndrC* was lauiiclicd 
forward, and that when his blcciling, mutilated body reached tlie ground. 
Two .seconds- -two centuries of frightful agony — an eternity in which he 
fully realised tho trap into which ho had fallen. Heath, inevitable death, 
\^a3 there on the pavement below. And during these two seconds of sus- 
pense, a worhl of thought traversed his brain. All his past, from the moment 
that he had left the hospital of Venddme, rose as it w'ero hoforo liim ; and 
in tho futuro--as a supreme, iutolcrahlc pang — he saw Sabine in the arms 
of tho Marquis do Croisciiois. His last thouglit was for her. Ho dead, 
who would defcml her? Masearot, the doughty plotter, had won the day ! 

lliis frightful fall was witnessed hy fully three hundred people — prom- 
cnarlcrs who habitually hie to the Champs Klysdes in the afternoon. At 
Vignol’s shriek of dcdpair they all stoi)pccl, and spell 'bound with horror, 
watched Andr6 as ho was hurleil downward in virtue of the laws ot gravi- 
tation. Falling head foremo.st, the young painter had first struck against 
one of the cros.s beams supporting the scaffolding. Fi'om below his hands 
could be seen dcspicratcly clutching at the empty air. lie tried to catch 
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at something — tlio corner of a plank, the cnil of a rope — he would havo 
snatched at a har of red hot iron. But he caught nothing, and fifteen feet 
lower he was dashed against a atone window-sill, wlienco lie IioujuIlmI to the 
llrat lloor of tlie scadVilding. The; ))lariks hent under hia weiglit, and then 
nith a rchound, tliu.w liiiii ri,:;ht aeroos the footway, not on the aapludto 
forliinately, hut on the sand j' walk. 

A formidable outcry now arose from the crowd, and a compact oireln 
formed aroimd the poor fellow, who lay an inert, uneonscious mass, in a 
pool ol blood ; but the woikincn, he.aded by X'igiiol, who iiad at last made 
tl'uuu understand that this stranger was tlicir frii-iid and comrade, Andvti, 
were soon on the spot, and .speedily, pushed asid^* the iiujuiaitive individuals, 
who just wished to see if a person who in. L ^d'en from such a lieight still 
breathed. Alas! poor Audio gave no si,iU ui on iiis face was fright- 
tnljy biuiscd, his eyes were closed, and a sticmn ol ]>Iooil poiireil from Ida 
mouth, when \ igiiol, ]i:\!e death, raised lus licad M.il supjiortcd it 
on lus knee. “Oh, he is tkad ! ’* said the bystamlcrs ; “he'll never 
come to ! ” 

lint tlu! workin**]! VTie not iic-tcn-'ig -lin.y wcn‘ deciding among lliein- 
hidves what liad best b ‘dcm*. “ Me iiii'm* b(: i.ik‘‘n to tlic licanjon ilospitaJ,’' 
s.iiil Vigiiul at last* “ v\** arc o b^.” 

Jn the inc'intimc a uiiu had * j-atciicl to the nearest police slntion, anil 
fipijodily enough some police aguils ariivcil with one of itiose dreary 
litters, coviTed wdih striped eotli-n, wdiieli arc only too (dten to lio met 
with in the strocts of '‘u-is. The si ulpIniM unsod tlicir nnfoitiniate com- 
rade, and laid him iu llci htn \\ 'vhn*ii \v;vs it uuce \)oni<' •down the Rue. do 
rUrati/uu low.nds the liospifil. 1« urgent i hat p'/or Amlrii sliouhi be 
examined as soon :»s po<sibh'. 

Had the crowd I'ccii h pic'-».;.iip!cd, It Mould no doubt have found food 
for soil ic straiigi* conjectures in an iiicidcni hich oiruncd ju.st as Andrd 
fell. A rod-be<n ilc<l ciinouu3"'n*'r bad S’.iddcidy d.irtcd ailci a young 
woman — one of tliosc vmcI< !• I ercaturofc: wlio '*\\ccp the l/h.nnps KI3SCCS 
with tleur Irailiii j: ‘•kirls cn ciy att( luoon and ewoing. It. was slio m hose 
shouts had alLr-ict sl Au-b. ^ .lU* -.tion. \t sig'nt of the Loniiiii.s.sioncr 
ooniiiig down on hi r liUc a to'isuio, tee. woman tried it* c.scape, bathe 
caught Iier by ihe arm, cxikiim’uig, “ Keep still, and hold yonr tongue.” 

His voice, gesture, ami look, tilled the woman M'ith abject terror, and 
.she at once ('bc\ed him ; she ucitln r imivi d nor spoke. “Now', whj' did 
3'on call out like that'. ” iiskial tin; couimi-isioiici . 

“ I don't knew. ’ 

“ Yon lie.’’ 

“No; 1 .‘^w'c.ar it's the truth A man <aim to me a minute or two 
ago, and sahl to me. ‘If you'll cib out twiee, within an interval of half a 
minute; 'Andre, ic\s T. Sabim* : Help! I will give yon two loiiis,’ Of 
course I agreed ; whereupon he banded me forty Iraiica, and tlicn I did 
what liH w’i&licd.” 

“ And M hat sort of a man M'a-t this ? 

*'lle was tall and old, very shabby and dirty, and wore coloured spec- 
tacles. I’m sure T pever s: . him before.’* 

The commissioner relloctcd . 1 , moment. “ Do v’ou know', you wretch ! ” 
he said at last, “that those words y. itLcud have, perhaps, cansed a 
man’s death— tlic death of the poor bdlow' who just fell from that house ?” 

Xydl, w'hat did he go tlieie. for? *' asked the w'oman. 

Thld stupid iudlilcrcuec 90 CAUbpemted the conimisAoncr that, nithout 
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another word, he dragged the woman towards the nearest policeman and 
gave her in charge. “Take Jicr to the look-up," .s;*id lie, after explaining 
that his inline was Tidot, and that he wan M. Looo<j’.s liouicmant. “Don’t 
let lier escape on any aecouiit. Slu*’!! he 'v ■ . ^ a witiiosri ,it an import- 
ant trial.’’ 

I’alot could not conceal from himself that the v/ornan ii ^ no doubt 
spoken the truth. “ IMainly enough,” tliougljt- h'', “ h know 

wliat she M"as doing, and it Avas old Tantaine u lio .'Mm- lier those two loiiis. 
lie sli.ill paj*^ for this. But. ' aha i iiuaLeJy. even if llu Avludii gang's 
hanged, it won't restore this ])Oor foi lew’s life.” 

llowcver, Talot liadn’t time to indulge in medit.ition now. He must - 
collect all tlic evidence he could IImav had this .leeido.iit hajipoued ? It 
was easy to ascer Lain, loi tlio win'’ - {‘.ainc liul hdlon with And ri''*, am I 
had broken into several pl*‘^*e^ a.s it reacht.- the ]Kivt’jjicnt. I'alot piekoil . 
up one of the fr.ignK'ntH, and the (‘rime which he liad already sns]>oeted 
boeaiiie manifest. 'I’hc pl.uili had been .sawed through on l>oLh sider., and 
still ri.tained traces oi tlio plash*r aiul put’.y 'vitli wliich tlie s<iw-niark.s 3iad 
been concealed. 'Diih was too imporlant a bit of circinnst-anliiil evidence to 
be iiogicotcd, and accordingly f'aint -.illrd oc* of the Avorkmcn - an intelli- 
gent looking felhn\ i \ dis^-ovt ; \c had j..:d made, and advised ’ 

him til put the ha; .i.eni.s of Hu* whid'iw M •• place of hccmrity, as ■ 

t he would surely he ne«.dc<i at ino juuieial 'vhich was hound to ' 

take place. 

'riiis duty fullillod^ could at Kst jcmii ui.o jpcci itovs crow ding round 
the spot wi'cvu Andre liad fallen, Ik tlm s ■; ng *-.iintor had alp e.ily been 
e.irried aw'ay. 

Tlie dchjclivr l iokcil lound, asking hnus"’. \sluit eo\U’.sc lie ii.nl now 
hcsl adopt, III view ot ohlaiiiing fiirlh i info*' ..a1 ion, wlun K iddciily on *1 ‘ 
heueh. hrinl )»y, ho pi reciecd a lcllt»v wlion- ’ h,e", ulten iidiowid in Iho 

d.t_\a wlwMi M. Leeoij was .dill uiiccn ihiash. ilu iden* '> of Ii. NlJiscaiof, 
Katlier 'liiiitainc, aiul M:o I iieh'iLSil. 'f Id.s fellow ua-; our young friend, 
'I'oto (.'hupin, lie no long'd* uor«* his .'.-u -IM j.ig, o! a d.iy or h''o pr**- ■ 
viously, but Av.is oh'tlied li oui ii.'-nl to foci, in tlio noAvesI i\t. Slid, 

AVfill <ires.sed as lie n.«s, lie scai'Ociy looked ai hd case. His lace wii.s livjil, . 
lii.s cyc.s Averc wild, and his jaw AA'oikcd cni,\ nl.^ividy as if ,s< ckiog for saliva \ 
to moisten his parched niourli, ’L’lie.se circumstances slniek I’llot foreilily, \ 
and he muttered to him.-* If, “That young blackguard ■! ..t be the guilty 
party, and he's frigliU ’ 1 iiiinc. ’ 

The suimi.se Aias coirc. t enougli. Tor,n Chupiii was si niggling .•* gainst 
remorse, wliieh Avdli hnn Avas^ ijniii a o, w yenthiicsit, Jn tact he was ) 
po-sitivoly dolilierating whether ho '-lioi-h' n ’tr’gftand lovc. himself up nt llic j 
nearest ]>olieo station, not hccmise In- fOllfu siioii 'Auuld make Iiis j 

judges more meieifu!, buf Jn* revenge himself on old j 

'I’autaiue, who had in vh* ho-* m» Assassin, 

Naturally cn-uigli, tlie i'lea of arrcstii. crossed I’alot’s mind, but on ' 

reflection he di^eidi-d lo abandon it. “ by nabbing tins .seairip,” thought 
Jio, “I might warn the Avhole baud. Bj;jr as J’aris may be, avc arc certain i 
of finding him ag-iln a..-, .i. wc need him. J'erhaps 1 oven made a mis- ’ 
take in arresting that woman.” Accordingly, ho returned to his in()iiii'i(*.«, , 
and on learning that Andre ha<l k-ecn reinovc«l to the Hcaujoii Ifospital, Iw* 
determined to "go there. <hi his way he began to think of the conwapienccK * 
of the catabtroplic. “Good heavens ! ” he thought, “ M. Lccoq will de- ' 
dare T’ln not fit to be tvuated. I’m disgraced for ever, I knew that lliis 
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poor fellow’s life him" on a thread, and yet J allowed him to enter an iin- 
liiii.'»hed liousc. Why, I might just as well have killed him with my own 
hand." 

'I'lms l*alot was in a great state of apprehension when ho reached tlio 
hospital, and asked one of the assistant-surgeons what had hcconic of the 
yemng iij.'in who had heeii l)i ought iliere half-aii-hoiir proviouLdy. “You 
nn-aii Jiumhcr seventeen ?" said the assistaiii-siirgeon ; “he is in a ino.st 
deploiabJc state, ^^'e fear internal injury— a fracture of the skull- in 
.short, wo fear cvcrytiilng. " 

f' i.\ tv-four hours hail elapsed, wdicn Andn* Jit last regained .siiflicient 
«,oiii-eu)Usness to lliintv of lus situation. Ii W'as in tiic niuldle of tiie iiiglit ; 
the. l.'Lige hf'.spital w.iid was lighted up by a single lamp ; still, at a glauee, 
he realised wlie.rc he -was. It" scorned to him strange that ho was yet alive, 
and .still Hlraiigor that he felt no Sutrciing only retiirncil to iiiiii 

wdieii he tried to turn in his bed, aiul yet he found he could move hi.-i legs 
and one arm. “ flow long have 1 been here? " he asked himself. He tried 
to think, hut his (lionghts Jjickored like those of a man who has been under 
tin' iii'.luenee or t .hloroform, and lie. fell a.slocp. 

Wlieii he awoke again it was broad daylight, and. the ward was full of 
lil*‘ and motion. It w as the hour w’lien the chief .surgiinn made Ids rounds, 
Tliis I'liicr surgeon, a middle aged niiin, with a bright, kiinl face, was 
fiom bed to bod, toUow'ed by a. score of Ktuileiita - dcinoustiating and lecT.iir- 
ing, and f:''att(;ruig among his patients encouraging words. At last enmo 
Andn' s turn, and tlio surgeon told him that he had a shotildcr out of joint, 
an arm biMkeii in two places, and a deep cut on his head, whilst his W’holo 
body wa.s but one large brui.se ; still ho was a lucky fellow to have escaped 
w'itli such little harm. Audit' H.^teneil with only a dim conoe]jtion of the 
meaning of the words Jio heard. With revived ’•yasoii, romembraiicc of 
JSabuie had returned to liiin, and he asked himself, witli a sinking heart, 
wIkiL would happen while In* lay lliere in bed. 

In his bitter anxiety he ivas .slicdthug tenrs, when a stout gontlcman wdth 
huge furruty W'lii.skers, a liigii wliitc neckcloth and a venerable- IiKiking hat 
— looking for all the world like one of +liose pioviiicial doctors win), when 
visiting i*aris, make it a point of freopicnting the hospitals —.'suddenly 
stcppeii forward from the group of students, and ap])roiichrd his bedside, 
'I'liis stout gcntlcmau leaned over Aiidni and whispered, “ ,lanouil]c.” On 

l n, ariiig this name, tho password which hud been agreed upon by himself 
ami M. Locoq, the young ))aiiiter started. “ 1 sec that you don’t rco-sgiiUe 

me, " said tho old genllen.iui in an underlonc. 

AndiYi could not helicve hi.s eyes. The art of di.sgui.se hecanie goidua 
when r.irrit'd to such perfection. “ -Monsieur J..eeoq ! " lie ga.sped, 

“ Kush ! w ho can tell who is w^‘^ tolling us ? Quick — only tw'o W'ords — I 
came to traiu|uiUizo your iniiul, which will do more for your recovery than 
all tho medicine you can take. Without committing you in any w.'iy, I 
have seen Monsieur de Mussidaii, and have fiirniwlicd him with a pretext 
lor postponing his daughter’s m.arri.agc to Monsieur de fJroiseiiois, for 
another monrli. In the meantime, yon will remain here in comparative 
satety. Still, bo careful. Kat nothing coming from outside, uiileaa it is 
brought you by sorn'o one posscs.siiig our password. Some spy might be 
sent here, bo don’t confide in any one. Af. (jaiidclu will no doubt come to 
sec you. Ills son is in safety. It anything extraordinary happens to you 
aiiil you wish to write me, apply to the patient in heil on your right hand, 
lie s one of my men. Poor Palot is so grieved about yoiu* accident, that I 
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liavoii’t liad courage, to scold him. Now good-))ye. Vou will hear from mo 
every day, and you must bo pnidoiit and patic*nt.'' 

“ 1 can wait,'* miirniurcd Audrti, “ since J hope ! ” 

“ Ah ! nuirmurcd Lcco*], as he moved away, “ah ! isn’t liope the sum 
total of life V ” 


XXXIV. 


If Al. Leco<i advised Andrt^. to be prudent and patient, and instructed Ids 
•agents to )m cxcci-diugly cautions and discreet, it was l>eciiiise he n-alisM-d, 
and willingly admitted, the aliility and cunning of the seoiiiidrcls he Imd to 
deal with. They would scent hi.s supervision iruni a distance, just as crou .-c 
scent pow<lor, and ho foresaw that at tlic least sign of datigcii* they would, 
all <lccamp, each in a dillercut direction. J3is agents, weary of dilhciilt 
work which seemed to lead to nothing, had frcfpiently begged him to act, 
but ho had mastered their impatience saying, “ It i.sii’t :i good plan to 
cliatler or make a noise wlicii a man goes fishing.” 

Kve-nts had provtal that ho wilm rigiit in delaying tjperationa. Tliis time 
the mysU lions a.ssociation of blackmailers had been obliged to unnia.'^k 
itself in piOHeeiiting its Ihial and irio.st compUcated schenuj. Jt could 
already })e pnn’cd tliat the leader, who tried to conceal himself under three* 
names, had instigated an aH.'*ussimition. But At, JjCCO»i preferred not to 
utilise this circujn?.t.'inee at once, lie w'as desirous of apprehending tlu! 
wliole band. And his iuvestigationa had been so secretly condiieUal, that 
the assooiatiou suspected nothing whiilevor. V'et, Ik Mascarot was ir- 
remedialily lost at the very moment when he cojisidercd himself moro 
certain of snccc-^.s than over. 

Oil tlie iiuuTow ot tin; aendent w'liich had licfallen Aiidn', he forwarded 
In tiie Breloct of Volico a most explicit anonyiiious letter in wlueli lie 
denounced Toto (Jliui>iii’.s culpability, and furnished sullieieiit partieiilaj.s lu. 
I'jad to Ins a]>pre]K iisitai. “ Of course,” mused lie, “ Toto will try to turn- 
all the re.si^ojisihility on Father Tantuine, but the w'orthy old man no longue 
existvS, and i defy even the police to resu.seitate him.” 

'riiat very nioining, indued, he had lightutl a lar»^c lire, and burned to tliej 
vei-y last thread the rags and tatters he wmru wdit never he as.siimed lh(| 
name of I’aiitaine for the needs of liia dark designs. 

lie laughed at the success of his ru.se as he watched tlie thick snioki. 
lliat lose. ‘’tScaroh, my friends,” he chuckled. “Toto’s acconiplu-e liar 
gone up the chimney ! ” , 

I’ln* nry t thing a.s to get rid of B. Afa-scuvut, w liioh was a more dclii'.ate an«? 
dilliculf opcr.itiim. Taiit,.iiiic liad been an old nomad, ,'iuil nobody would, 
trouble tlicmselves about him ; but Mascarot could not disapjteur in ilio samd 
style. Jle wa.s a man of position, paying considerable rental and largo taxes. 
He w^as widely known and e.stoemcd in his c.apacity as a servants’ agent. Hi? 
disappearaiu'c would have created a great sensation — the w hole neighbour 
hood would have go.ssiped about it, .and the police would have taken the 
matter in hand. The simplest thing, therefore, was to make open arrange* 
ineiit.s fur departure, and so the honorable agent be^an by t»'lluig every out 
that family a Ifair.s and ill he.alth roiripellcd him to dispose of his biisiiies.< 
which he woujd sell for a modest sum. At the same time he searched for si 
purchaser, found one, ami in four-and-twoiity hours the whole transaction 
was completed. ' Ah ! Mascarot had a hard night's workj on the eve of hi^ 
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siK i-ojKor’s entry into possession. A'i>istc<l by Beaiimarehef, he eanii'tl sill 
the papers which filled the private otlice of tiie agency into the sauetuiii of 
M. Martin- Rigid, the banker. This was accuiii])lishcd by ineana of an 
a pelt are which the (ix-snb-ofneor had certainly never so nineh as suspected, 
and whicli aperture, pierced at the l>ack of a cn]iboard, placed Masciirot’s 
be«lrooni in diieet eoinmiinienlion with the hanker’s private office. 

Wlicii the last Kcrai» (;f paper had been carried through tlii-s huge hole, 
Mascarot allowed Ids faitliful Ikaninaichcf upile of bricks and abagof mortar. 
The a])erlurc must be iillid up. Tlio task was a long and fatiguing one, 
i»u' neither of tliem were accustomed to such work. Still at last it was 
ace«niii)li.slie.il ; all truces of bricks and mortar W'cro cfl'aced, and the bed- 
i(»oiii tluor \\a.s earcfully .swept and waxed. 

'I'heii followed a licart-breakiug scene. Bcaiunarchef had already re- 
ceived a. sum ui twelve thousand fr:inc.s, on ciomlitions lie started at once 
for Ainci’ii a. The time for his departure had now' ariivcd, and the poor 
fellow we))t bitterly at the Ihcaigbt of leaving his master for good. He had 
K'rv(d M.i.Meuiot vvitli uullinchmg devotion, blindly obeyed every order; 

, and u.s In. could ind boa.it any great ainoimt of acmiieii, a great many 
fr.ii;ipn'ioiis eiieum.'il.iiu;e«i had CsSc.ijied him. He had unconsciously had ii 
hainl in many a piece of iniijiiit-y. However, he turned aw'ay with a 
. f,ie<' and di'oi)|«ing moustaeln'^, je.st as the new' M. Jvohinet, ni rivi d. 

]Muf^c:irot was (‘ager lo linish the business. 'J'lio flo(»r.s ol tin*, hoii.so 
iFici'MUtl tubiiui Id.s feet. Hv had aniiibilatod T.intainc in older lo di.s( ni- 
♦buia.iS him-!*'lf of 'roto ; Imt by Tantaine, lie, the old clerk’s soi (li.saiif 
' iiiasler, migiit pcrh.ip.s he n av-lnsl, ainl— who know s?- ]»o-'d/y ane-ted. 
' 'i'hen fan.’wed to Jii.s l-ist and personality, the one In had seh'eled lor 

'bis old age. However, it was neci ss.iry he ,shouhl e.xplain the m.u hiin ) v' 
:iof the emplosnieiit ajuiey to liis Miceessor, ae<juaint liim with the ridi 
'and UH'igi'i of the servMiili’ iotigiug-jdace allached to the estahli-iimcnl, 
iliand over the ln>oks and list.'* ot elient.s, and gciieralh enable M. Jhihinet 
i to turn Ids new' iiivostimuit to .'■o’eoiint. All this, and s^ome vi.'sits to Irade'-'- 
..peoidc ill tile neigidiuui hoed, oivupied the butter part of the day, and it was 
pa**! four o’clo-.-k when his tiiinks were ]»iled ii]Mm the. roof (»f a fmii 
wheeUr whiili ho IkmI sent for. lieiicefwrth, ho was to evaporate, pa.«.s 
^ aw ay oiiL of rocoliectiini. On the boanks outside, people could already read : 
! “ J. liithmit, xa«’i < vsor to Ii. ” 

Knowing as lie did how tritlcji Inar on great ovent.s, he ilrove to the 
'AYcsteru Railway ►Station, and took a seat in a. train bound for Rouein He 
.Iw.as ‘uispic.iou^}, foiv he might liav«* licen watfhed, iiml ho hml doternu;, -d 
^.liot to lu.'ivi* lu'liiml him a single clue whereby he could he tracerl. It Wi*s 
‘s'oijly at Rouen that he ventured to gef rid of the trunks ami clothes he had 
ktaken away with him, ami before doing. so, ho obliterated uv cry thing that in 
'tjiis mind could possibly serve a.s jiroof against bim. At Rouen ho ahaii- 
■^‘jdoneil tlie long black coat, the. siiectacle.s, and heard [ho had worn a.s an 
^ imiploymont agent. He annihilaud R. Ma.searot just as he. had already 
^^nnihil^lU*d 'rj'iil.iiiie, and when on the morrow' lie returned to tlio banking 
*^ pirices in llie Kuo Montmai tro, of tiic three personalities he had simidtanc- 
■,oubly .assumed lor twenty years, there only remained that of Martin Rigal, 
',the father of the pretty cofiuotto Flavia, the respectable, stoatly old bankt’r 
jvvith the bald head and clo-scly-sbavcii face. J^n rouU^ ho had not paid 
any attention to a young man wlio made the same journey, as liiinhclf— a 
vv‘ry vlark young man, with quick flashing eyes, and a mocking mouth, wdio 
,, looked like a oonuncrcial traveller. 
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Oil reaching the Rue Montmartre, Mascarot, or rather Martin-Rigal aa wo 
sliall lieiieefurth call him, tciulerly einhraccil hia rJaUghtcr, and then be- 
took himaelf to hia private room, the key of which never left him. There 
waa here a apace of rough brick wall, occupying the place of the aperture 
which had forinorly existed. “ This won’t do, muttered the banker, ** it 
mu.st be liiiUhed with plaster, and tlienre-papcrcd.’^ 

In tlic incrin while, he carefully gathered up all the bits of mortar on the 
floor and threw them into the firc-placc, where he pulverised them and 
mixed tlicni with the cinders. Ifo next swept up the dust, and going down 
Oil his hands and knees, rubbed the carpet to cflace any spots that iTinaiucd. 
Then in front of the space of rough nvick wall he placed a chcflbnier, 
uhich had always stood there in view of conceal ingtlie aporture, and whic'Ii 
he luwl been in the halut of moving as he wont in ami out. 

This being accomplished, und having satisfied himself that everything 
was in order, he sank with a sigh of satiafaction into hia arm-chair. After a 
long period of Jiiixiety, there now’^ came the conviction of .ahsoliito security 
•■lod impunity, and a delioioii.s fcicii.«-atioii of beatitude filleil his mind. Jle 
gloiying in the success acliicvcil by his courage and audacity, when the 
yniiling lloiLcbi/e cntiTcd tlic room. 

“ N"<»\v then, sceptic.'’ <5i ied the banker, before the door had fairly 
rhj.Mid, “do you .still <loul't ? At last \ou liavii fortune within your very 
■.jMsp. Rlpti^tiu and 'i’aiitaiiio aix drad, or, rather, tiny never existed. 
Ik'..niiiiarclu l is i.ii board a transatlantic stcamor ; La ('Mi'lein will he in 
l.oii'K^n in ji. wenU. Vnu can throw away your locket with tlic poison. 
I’lji' iiuIHi'IH heiong to us ! 

( Jod grant it ! ” answered the doeloi, piously’. 

Ills lie not granted it already?” 

“ luit you know the saying, ‘ Xcver holi'M till you nro out of the. 

“ ISij.iAv ! have notliing m(»re to fear ; and you would say the. .same 
if you kiu'vv a'l lliu poinl.s of the ra.si* as wxdl as ni3"Stlf, WJio was tlic 
memy we hud inO't ie.«.s(>n to fear ? An<lr«i, Well, not deail, to be 
sure, Init he is laid up f<ir a mmiUi or more, and tirat’s enough. Jlesidea 
tnal, ho ii. IS given up the contest, 'riie day W- fore yesterday I received a 
ic’portfnnu ouc of oui iiion, who .sin’eeeded in getting into the I'caujon 
Hospital, and lie assures mo that the young iirrist has not received a visit 
nor written a lino during the whole fortnight that has elapsed s»incc ho 
regained ronsciou-sness. ” 

“He hiul friends, thungli.” 

“ Have you any friends wdio would trouble thonuudves' about yo’i .iftor a 
ini.'^forLuiJO and a fortuiglit’s abaonce? Youi’ simplicity is rci‘rt;.'»liiiig ! 
Who arc tliesc friends you spe.ik about? Monsieur dc ilreu lb -Fa vorlrty ? 
Rut the racing season has b<’giin, and he doesn't move from hia stahlcn. 
Madame dc liois d’Ariloii ? Why the now apring fashion.s are enough to 
hll her empty brain. Monsieur Haudelu ? Hi-a son U enough to keep him 
occupied. There is no om? else of any consci|iiciicc,’* 

“ .'Vml young ^^onsieu^ f JaiuloUi ? ” 

“ He has yielded to Tautaiiie’s adv ice, my fi iend ; he i.s reconciled with 
the charming Itoac, and they luive both taken ilightjor Florence. ” 

Favouvablo as were these tidings, they did not altogether dispel the 
cloud on the doctor’s brov/. ^ “ The Mii.ssidan family worries me,” said he. 

“And why*, pray? CroiscnoLa has been rccieved iii a very courteous 
maimer, 1 assure you. 1 don’t say that Mademoiselle Sabine has fallen 
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into hisi arms, but every evciiiji^? aho thanks him graciously for the bouquet 
lie semis lier every iiiorniiig. VVhat more can you expect ? ” '■ 

“ I should have prefurrcil no postponement of Sabine’s marriage with ouv 
fricml tlio marquis. Why did M. do Mussidan postpone it? 1 must con- 
fess this point worries me exceedingly.” 

“It’s annoying, cerlaiidy. J.»ut his reasons were not pretences. I 
thoroughly investigiited everything. We must wait ; that’s all.” 

'riio banker soon siicccodcil in infusing his own conlUlence into Dr. ITor- 
tcbi/.i‘, and the latter liiially cxprcsscil liiniself as satished. 

“Kvery thing is going on well respecting the Tifila Mines,” resumed 
Martin Higal. “ 'riiu .subsetubers arc not at all reluctant. It’s true, i 
baven’t been too hard on them. 1 have taxed each one according to his 
means, from a thousand up to twenty tliousaud francs, and we arc already 
promised at k*a<t a million.” 

“ Ainl witli us,’’ murmured the doctor, “promising means something.’* 

** l*re<jisc‘ly ; none of these folks will h.ave their compromising papers 
back unless they ])ay up. Why, when it’s all settled, doctor, you’ll have 
at least a million francs for your own share.” 

'Mie doctor rubbed h.iH hands at this magic word. A million t What an 
infinite prospect of delicious dinners .and ex'r(uisite joys of all kinds. 

“ 1 have scon CaUnae,” resumed .Martin- Rigal, “since he returned from 
Vcudomc!, where everything was carried out as I ordered and predicted. 
I’lie Duke de Cliampdoce is wild with impatienco and hope, and eager to 
follosv the track which lie thinks will lake him to Jvia son. Ah 1 doctor, I 
. look cm this false trail as my chf-d'u aviw The idea is well worth tlie 
price it will biingnsiri. 15ut then w'hat trouble we had to perfect the 
; schcnio, *J'ho kite Father Tuntainc and the defunct Maaearot did not spares 
■.themselves in the task.” 

' “ And Perpignan ? You said lio was cunning.’' 

' The banker shrugged his sliouklers witli profound contempt. “ Per- 
' pignan,” said he, “ is duped just ns much ».'< the duke. lie imagines that 
' he himself ha, s discovered tins trail leading from the Jlospioe de Vendoino 
to Paul. 'J'he day before yesterday tlioy interviewed V'igoureux, the ex- 
mountebank, at his wine shop in the Uuc Dupleix. Very shortly he'll give 
them the addre.ss of old Frit/, th.c musioiati. and before, long, w’c shall sec 
■ the whole party arrive hero. JUit by that time Paul will be my dauglite?-’a 
duisband and Fkivia will bcvnme Diiclicsa de Champdocc, wdth an income of 
■iaix hundred thouHaiid li^^».s.” 

Ho checked himself, for at this very moment there "was a gentle tap at 
'ithe door, and Flavia entei’ed. Flavia was very pretty, but her beauty hiJvl 
'jnever been so great as in these days of hope and joy, wlien slie fancied she 
Jiad won the heart of the man she loved, and would soon bocoino his w)fc. 
/'She bowed to the doctor in a cordial, fricinlly way, and then, liglitly as a 
ibird perches Oii a braiieli, she seated herself on her father's knees, and 
'(putting her arms round his neck, kissed him again and again. 

; Hortobizo looked on. and although the sight was no new one to him, ho 
|wa.s astonished to see how the banker changed under the iiifluencc of these 
^sweet caresses. It was, indeed, almost impossible to recognise him as tho 
t&aine man who, ten iriiruites before, had spoken with cool indilTereucc of a 
I murder he had planned. As soon as Flavia appeared, a most singular 
change t<u>k place in him ; all tho keen intelligence of his features vanished, 
'.and in Ucu thereof came an expression of admiring, beatified simplicity, 
j “ Oil, oh ! ” said he, gaily, “ this is a very nice little preface:, my dear. The 
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favour is granted, for of course you have one to ask— have you not, iiiy 
darling?” 

Mademoiaellc Flavia shook her head, and in the same tone that she would 
have used towards a naughty child, exclaimed, “Oh ! Avhat a hcul papa! 
Am J ill the habit, sir, of selling you my kisses ? VVhen I want anything, 
is it necessary for me to say more than that I want it ? ’ 

“No, of course not ; only — ” 

“I merely came to tell yon that dinner is ready, and tliat Paul and I are 
both very hungry— and I only kissed you because I love you. Yes, [ love 
you because you arc good --yes, if 1 had to eliooho a father from among all 
the fathers in the world, I should choose you ! ” 

He smiled, half-closing his eyes like a cat does when her head is sciatchcd. 

“ Como,” said he, “ conftisa it. Duniig the last six weeks, you have loved 
rnc a little bit more than you used to do.” 

“No,” she an-swerod, “not during the Last .?ix weeks only since a fort- 
night or so.” 

“And yet it is more than a month since our gooil friend, the doctor, 
brought a certain young man to dinner for the first time.” 

Flavia laughed — a pretty, frank, girlish laugh. “ I loved you for th.-it,” 
she replied, “ yes, very dearly, indeed ; but 1 love you more for something 
else.” 

‘ ‘ And what’s that ? ” 

“ Ah ! that's a secret which mustn't be told.'’ 

“Oh, come now, let mo coax it out of you.” 

“ llow anxious you arc 1 Ami besides it would make you angry,” 

“No, it wouldn’t, I’m sure.” 

“ Well, ril tell yon then. It is only during the last fortnight lint T have 
realised all your love for me. Poor, dear jKipa ! Ah'. I cried when I Uiuwv 
all the pains yon took to please your naughty ♦l.'Aughter, when I realised a!! 
the diiriciilticH ycju had to contend against to hrixig me my «lcar artist. To 
think you put on those wretched clothes, that iiorvid luvird, and those 
.spectacles ! Ah, how awfully ugly you luokcil, porxr papa ! ” 

Martiii-IIigiil at these wonla .started .so abruptly to Ids feet, that I'lavi.i 
was nearly thrown on lo the floor. , lie was deadly pale. “ What on earth 
do you mean?” he stammered. 

“ r.)o you suppose a fatlicr can impose on a dauglitcr ? Others may not 
have recognised you, but I — ” 

“ 1 don’t uiulcnilaiid you. Fin via.” 

“ Do you mean to say,” she askod, fixing her cye.s upon him, “Hri! you 
did not come in disguise one day to Paul’s, wlioii I was there myHcli' ? ” 

“ Yon arc cra/.y— listen to me.” 

“ No, papa, I’m nearly as cunning a.s you are. Wlicii you o.'imn to Paul's?, 
i Cl .spite of your ragged clothe.s, 1 had a v.ague susju'ekiji, a ]U(‘seiitim«‘nt ; 
and when you went out with the doctor I listened at the door, and heard a 
ftwv wohIh you said. And that is not all, for when I came home I hid my - . 
self in the passage, and I saw you come into this very room.” 

Tho banker no longer thought of denydng. He seemed overwhelmed. 
“ Ah,” murmured he, “ thus i.s the result of a single act of imprudence. It 
was necessary to get in doors —into Mascarot’s office. * Croisciioiu was wait- 
ing for inc and I feared his suspicions.” Then suddenly, as a terrible ide.a 
crossed his mind, he eagerly asked, “But, Flavia, you have said nothing 
to any one—” 

“No, indeed— certainly not.” 
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“Of oouv.so I ilon’t coi'nt I’aul,” sho adilod ; “ l)ut lie is the same as my- 
self.” 

Unfiirtunato child ! ” cried Martin-Kigal. “ UiifortiiiKitu child ! ” 

His gesture was so terrible^ his voice so threatening^ that for the first 
time ill her life I'hivia felt afraid of her father. Ihit what liave I done ? ” 
she asked, witli tears in her eyes. “ I only said to Paul ; * Dear Fricinl — 

^Ve should be UKuisters uf ingratitude if wc did not "worship my father. Y on 
do nob know what he docs for us. lie even dressed in rags to go and tind 
} oil out, and — ’ ” 

The doctor, w lio had liithcrto been a mute spectator of the scene, now 
interrupted Flavin : “ And wdiat did Paul say?” ho asked. 

“Paul? Oil ! he stood still, Looking quite coiifuscd fora moment, and 
then he shook his head, saying, * 1 understand ! ’ At last he began to laiigli 
as if he would kill himself.” 

The bankor, who was walking up and dow'ii the room in a state of great 
agitation, now stopped lit; fore his d.aiighter. “And you, poor ohiJil,” lie 
in a bittfjr tone, “didn’t you niuliTStand the moaning of tliat laugh 'i 
Paul, .it tliis very inomeiit, thinks you have been my accomplice. You 
h;i\e nhowii him that it was in obedience to your orders that I wont in searel; 
of him.” 

“ U <ill, what tlioii ? * 

‘ .Wis i a ni in like Paul would no.ver love a w'oman \vh(> has sought after 
liirn. Nomatiir how groat her licauty and her love for him, lie would 
always ll)iid% and ;,iy that .she throw horsUf at Ids head. Ho will accept 
all tokfiis of tciulcriK's.-* and devotion, anil make no more rotiini for tlicm 
th.'iii if he were a wooden idol, before wliich worshijjpers burn incenso. 
You don't SCO tins? (lod grant that this bandage may no\cr fail from your 
eyi's ! (\iii you not yot rcml the character of this jjoor, foolish boy, who 
lacks cicry manly (jiialihy ! who i.s inllalcd by vanity, w'ho has iieiLlicr 
energy nor iiidrpcndenco, nor will nor hcait? ” 

I'lavia had iluslicd scarlet. “ Fuough ! ” she exclaimed, intniTuptiiig 
licr father, “ ciuuigh ! 1 am not sii', h .a cow-ard as to allow you to in.sult 

iny liusliaiid. [ will defend him against all coiners, even against my 
father.” 

-Martin- Ivigal shuddered at the thought that his wmrds might cost liiiu lii.s 
(laughler's iillcotion, and lis was asking himself how he could manage to 
attenuate the cllecL of his lit of auger, when Hortebize interposed. The 
doctor put Ids arm vouiid Flavin's waist, and hurried her from the *oom. 
Then, when he was alone witli the hanker again, he exclaimed, “I r<..>lly 
iKin’t understand your anger. At the outset it depended on you yoiirselt to 
prevent thi.s marriage ever taking place. You lacked the courage to do so. 
Why ? 'J’hai's no business of mine. However, at the present hour, recri- 
mination is qidtc out of pl.aoc.” 

M.irtin Jiigal was iu consternation. “ You speak as if it were nothing,” 
usaid he ; “ but here I am at the discretion of tliia miserable Paul.” 

“Not more, it scem.s to me, than before your daughter’s iiidisifretion. 
Isn’t Paul our accomplice? Arc wc any the more compromised because he 
has penetrated the mystery of your triple personality ? ” 

“ Ah I your .arc not Flavia's father I Paul until now believed that I did 
not know Alascarot, ajid that 1 was a victim of blackmailing. All my 
strength W'ius in that. As a dupe he respected me — I held him ; but as an 
jiawmoplice ho escapes me ! 1 think ire must hasten this disastrous marriage 
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Md well aa tlio Duke do C'liainpdoceV aoiiroli. Lot’s go to iliiiiiei*. The evil 
eiui’t bo reniedicd. I’ll write to Catenae to-inorrow.” 

The iiuivriage took placo at the end of the next week, and Paul left hia 
simple baclielor abode to take possession of the inaguilieent suite of vooiiis 
prepared for him by the banker under his own roof. The tvariaitiou was 
abrupt, but Paul was no longer astonished at any thing. Tlie sim])Li^ton was 
so imbued with Mascarot’s and Uortebize’s theories that ho imagined that 
adve^iturcs like his own were common in Paris. And he roHeeted with 
admiration how easy and how profitable it is to bo dislionost. lie had not 
a shadow of remorse. He feared only one thing - that ho might make some 
Idundor and fail, w'hen came the decisive scene which was tr» give liim a 
liigh social position and a ducal title. Me longed for that moment to arrive, 
.uid Hushed with pleasure when one day Alartin-Rigal said to him, “(iathev 
your strength together. It A\ill ho for this ovoiiing.” 

“Oh, ril be brave,” replied Paul. And, indeed, when in the course of 
the evening the Duke dc Cli.impdoec ap]^earctl. accompaniod by I’erpigiian 
and Catenae, the young impostor rose to the level of his masters, and played 
his didieult part with consummate skill. However, he, might have been 
( luni'^y had he chosen. The duke wouhl have detected nothing. This mtiii, 
\vhos(^ life had bc(ui one long agony, was as if hkv<‘iI with vertigo. Ha«l his 
wislte.s Ixcn complied w ith, Paul wmdd have at once establi-^lied himself 
wilh hi«^^ifo at the (Jhampdcco m<i?»sioii. Lut here Martiu'ivigal inter’ 
posed with objections. 

Thc; banker pretended to be only moderately pleased at iinding that his 
hOj. in law' was a manpiis and ten limes a millionaire. He* idijecteil that it 
was V(*ry late, and that the Huelieiss do (JluimpducH was uo doubt haidly 
prepared for thc emotion thc ^(*eo^cly of her son w'ould eaiisc her. I'^in.illy 
it wasagn-cil that the d tike should c*omo and Imich Llie no\t morniiii; at 
Alarliii-Kigal’s, and that afterwanis ho should take his .sou away with him. 

Thc ap}ioii\tm'*ufc w<is lixed for elovtm oVdoi'k, but it was /mly ten wlitii 
the I bike dv*, (.'liampdoce was ushered into the hanker’s priMite room, where 
thc m:i.sterof the lioiise. Catenae, llortebi/c and Paul wcrerilio.uly a.sHeinbled 
ill ('(iimeil. Almost imiriediabdy behind ilie duke eame Flavia. She had 
no suspieion of this ignoble comedy, and thc thought th.it Iwr liusband was 
Hu* only heir (d a givat house lillcd her with joy. It w'as not that slu*. was 
dazzled by a title, but she saw in all this the justifieation of her clioieo. 
“C’onie now,” she had .said to her father, whom she kept on thoin-s by lier 
enthusiastic oxprcsHiuii.s of delight, “ you can laugh no more at me for 
loving a poor Hohcinian. You sec that this artist is a Cluimpdocc, a^ni that 
his father possesses Tuillions ! ” 

?Slu: eiiteri’d her fathor'.s rf)fim on tiptoe, and stood near the door W'ith a 
smile on lier pretty lips. The i)nko dc Cliainpdoeo was sitting 07 \ the sofa 
by the side of Paul, whose hand he held and whom lie fully helicveil to he 
hi*i .son. lie w'.iM rel.iting w'hat an aiixioii.s niglit he had pa,sseil. He had 
wi.ihod to prepare the iliiche.'is, liis w ife, for this great joy, all the more un- 

exjiccted by licr as he had concealed liis in vesti. [rations from her ; and yet 

a tow words of v;.giie, faint hope, h.ad now; sulliced almost to imperil her 
life. “ This morning,” he added, ‘‘she is better, and she liope.s *’ 

He was abruptly iiitcrnipted. A bucce.ssion of loud quick tlnids coiihl bo 
heard against one of the walls. “ Dear me,” said AJ. de Chaiiipdocc, “ tho 
ncigli hours don’t. seem to bo very particular.” 

Cerliiinly not, j^deed. They were tividently attacking this wall with 
pickaxes, without thc least care for what other people might think. Thc 
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TV I lie lioHHu aliook, and tho stack of drawers standing against llio wall visd ly 
oscillated. The three honourable partners had become livid, and looked :it 
ouch oilier in coiistenuitiou. It was clear to them that some one was attack- 
ing tijc brick work raised by li. Mascarot and IJoamnarchcf. Why was 
tins being done? 'J'he lack of all prccyiiitions seemed to indicate that Iho 
men at work eoiisidcrcd they had a perfect right t(j demolish tJiis brick 
woik, and yet it was dillieiiltto imagine that anyone possessed such ariglit. 

'J’he Duke do (^hampdoco was amazed. Tlie terror of the three accom- 
plices was perfectly e.vidciit ; lie felt Paul’s hand tremhlc in his own. and 
ho could not understand why these blows on the. Tvall shonld cause sucli 
fright. Flavia w'aa the only one who siispccbid no evil, and accordingly 
she said, “ Wo must ascertain the reason of this noise. ’’ 

“ 1 will 8(‘nd and sec,'’ said lier father, rising to his feet. 

Jjiit liardly liad he opened the door than he started back with dilated 
e^'es, contra cUmI features, and extended arms, as if to w'ard olF a terrible 
miparition. lii the passage beyond stood a most rc.speetablo looking 
gentleman, ■wearing gohl -rimmed spectacles, and behind him appeared a 
rominiaHary of ymlice, wearing his scarf of oiTice, ■with half a dozen agents in 
the n‘ar. Tlio same mimo came to the lips of the three associates : 

Mon nciir liUco<| ! ” And at tho .same time this terrible conviction enterca 
thrir luviiiis ; “ \Ve arc lost I ” 

The famoii.s detective jidvanccd, ciiriout-ly watching the strange scene bc- 
him. Ilis couiiten.im*-e, despito its gravity, evinced something similar 
to tho intiMisc satisfaction whicli a dramatist feels when ho bcliolda his 
inasU'i’-sccjic— concciicd and combined in the secluoion of liis work-room -- 
a<lmirab1y rendered on the stage. “ Kh, eh ! ” suid he. 1 knew very well 
that by making a iioiijo against yonder wall 1 sliould bring some one out in 
this direction.” 

But alrcndy, thanks to a mighty effort of will, the liankcr had succeeded 
in regaining at least a sciiiblanee of .seU’-pos.se.'»sion. “ What do yon want?” 
nsKi’d he in an arrogant tone. What is tlic meaning of tins violation uf a 
priv.-itc residence ? ” 

M. ijeeo(i shrugged his shonldcrs. '‘Hero,” said he, “ i.s the commiss^iiy 
of police, who will cxpl.iin that point to you. In the meanwhile, I — 1 arrest 
you, yes, you-- Martiii-Kiirul, tUuu Taiitaiiio, alUifi Mascarot, lormerly an 
employ ineut agent in the Ituij Alontorgueil.’’ 

‘‘ 1 don’t luiderstaiul yi’U.” 

Jinlecd! Do you think that Tantaino Ims so thoroughly wa.shed his 
liands that not one ilrop of Ainlrc’s blood clings to tlie fingers of ivlartiii 
Hi gal ? ” 

Upon my life, I di.ii’t oompreJicnd.” 

hccoq smiled blandly, and drawing from his pocket a neatly folded letter, 
he rejoined, “ You are probably familiar with your daughter’s handwriting. 
Well, then, listen to what .she wrote, not a month ago, to Monsieur Paul, 
here present. ‘ Dear Fri(Mnl— ^Vo siioulU bo monsters of ingratitude if wo 
did not worship my father — ’ ” 

“Knougli!” interrupted the banker in a hoarse voice, “enough!” 
And no longer having sntlioicni energy to remain erect, he sank into an 
ami-cbair, stammering, “Lost I I/Kst by her — by my child— by Flavia !” 

Of the three acconiplioc.s, individually so din’erent in temperament and 
character, the calmest now was the one who nsiially was the most readily 
alaniiod— .smiling Dr. Hortebize. On recognising M. Lecoq, the worthy 
doctor had drawn from tho locket dangling on his wat^-chain a little pill- 
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li^ 0 )ki 11 of grey pasto, which he helil in the liollow of lus hanti. With liia 
ryes fixed on Martin -lii gal, it seemed as if, before despairing, he wers wait* 
ing for tin’s cliieftaiii, of so many and such tried resources, to declare that 
all was really lost. 

However, leaving the liankcr, the dolectivc had now' turned towards 
CajLouae. “ And you, too,” saitl he ; “ in tlic name of the law 1 arrest you ! ” 

“ T ? What do you mean ? ” 

“Your name is Catenae, 1 Ijclievc ? You arc an advocate ? ” 

IViihaps, pree-isi'ly for that very ivarsuii that ho was an advocate, Catenae, 
(lid not doigii to answ'cr M. Lcc»)(j. It was to the commissary of police that 
he replictl, “1 am the victim of a must dcploraldc error ; but 1 enjoy snlli- 
ciciit eoiisidciation at the Talais dc Justice for you not to hesitate - ■ ” 

“At all events,” interrupted tlie eoiumissary, “ the wanant against you 
is in regular ioiiii, 1 i^ould show' it to you, if you clumsc..” 

“ That's not wortli Avhile, I will merely bog you to conduct me at once 
before the magistrate who signed it. In less than live minutes 1 shall have 
jnstilicd myscill.” 

“ Uo you think so?” asked M. Lei'O^l in a hantcring tone. “ Yiui are 
ignorant, 1 see, of the evi iit which canscil .such a stmsation at T^a V'arcnne, 
in tlio environs of I'aris, only two days ago. .Suine laboiiiciH (mgaged in 
opening a tionch discovcirod the body of a ncvvd)oni child wrapjKid in a 
silk liaiidkorcliief and au old aliawd. The police, having bci n warned, lost 
no time, and iliey already liavc the mother, a girl nainecl Clarisse.” 

If L(!C 0 (? had not ’"e.straiuod him, llie advocate wtuild have llow'ii at 
Martin-Kigal’s throat. “ Scoandrcl ! ” he ycflcd. “Traitor! CowMid 1 
You liave sold me- *” 

“Ah !” atamincred thebanker, “ iny papers liavi‘, Ixicn stoleu,’* 

Ki' now rc^^li^5ed that the bhjws struck on the uthm* side of Uhj wall were 
but a ruse. M. l.(‘co*] had wished to frighUm the confiMleratts, so as to 
cuisli them iluj more easily. 

‘‘The papeis!” grumbled an agent. “ .Fhero wa^j a lolc in the wall; 
W(! ju'olltcd by it.” 

Wui’thy T)r. IJortebi/c no longer smiled. The game was lost, ay, irre- . 
nicdialily lost. “ 1 have howiot relatives who bear niy name,” l»e thought. 

“J will not dishonour them. 'J'liere is no time to lose. ’ \N’ln i’eupon In: 
swallowed the contents of Iii.9 medallion, muU(‘i'ing to Imusell', “ At my 
age, and W'ith auch a digestion, too ! Xever was 1 in better lu'altli ! Ah ! 
it would iiave been better if 1 liad eontoiitcd inysclt with a decent little 
medical practice.” 

No one noticed the doctor. M. Lecoq had jiwt bad the ohell'oiiier move*! 
aside, and luj was showing the commisaavy of j»olic‘e the rough brick wall 
through which a hoh*, HuiUemnUy large for a man to ji.’is.i, h-ul now hceii 
pierced, iiiit a sudden noise cut his explanations slioit. l>r. Hortebi/rt 
hod fallen on the floor in terrible conviil.sion.s. “ How stupid ! ” exclaimed 
JA‘coq ; “ how stupid of luc not to have forc.secii that ! lie has taken 
poi‘<on ! Ifo e.sca]>c.s us ! liun for a do(‘tor ! J’ut liiiii on a lied at once ! ” 

\\ hile the-ye oiah'ia were being hastily olx'Vi'd, the hanlLcr ami Catenae 
were led downstairs to a cal), which awaited them in the .street. Martin- 
Rjgiil seemed struck by imbecility. Hia miud, so pu\fciful for purposes of 
evil, had appiii*enily given ivay licncath the weight i;f mortal aiiuuish. 

“ And my daughter,” he stammered, “ Flavia ! What will become of her ? 
She has no fortune, and she is married to a man who cannot even earn hia 
living. My child f my child ! Will sho licrBclf ahvuya have bread ? ” 
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'i’Jic commissary of police leaving to siiporiutond tlio removal of Dr, 
lTorti'Li/(‘, M. Li*ooq now remained alojie ^vitll the Duke do Chainpdoce, 
Ihiul, and Flavia. The ]ioor young woman luid seen her father led away l)y 
the police agents without having force to say a w<jrd. kShe was stretched 
lidplessly in an arm-cliair, and tiu* wild light in her eyes told that her mind 
was wandering. She could not believe in the reality of the horrible scL'iie 
which had just been cinicfced. 

For a moiiKMit the celehratcd detective looked at her with an air of com- 
passion which w'as certainly not feigned. He was reluctant to .strike anoUicr 
t)Iow— a more otio than all the olliers— at this “poor child, w^ho, be- 

ing innocent, was necessarily the greatest .snflercr. Ifowever, time wois 
j)risyirig, in the iiiten sts of justice tlic truth could not be deferred, and so 
jie approached the Duke de Champdoeo, who seemed to have been struck 
diiinh with fiiirprisfi. “ 1 inusl warn you. Monsieur h* Due,” said M. Lecofj, 
“ that you have boon odiously imposed upon, 'fhis young man lierc is not 
your son. ITis name is Paul Violainc, aiul his mother, originally a poor 
work-girl at (jliatellor.inlt, ke])t a petty thread and needle shop at I’oiticra 
during the hist years of her life.” 

Hard as was this blow for Paul, he still tried to eontiiiiic playing hi.s 
part - lie lagan to biiistcr aiul deny; Imt at a .sign from M. Iji'CO<j, aji 
agent u.slicn'd in a young woman most fa.'^hioiuibly atlircil. l*aul Jccogni-Ned 
at oni;o his discard o< I mistress - -Hose, and withmit even lotting lier speak, 
ho oonlo'sod evorythiug. it is true,” he sUminered, bursting into tears. 
“ J was persuaded, threatened, led away. J did not know' how to ro.si5>t : 
f(>rgiv(‘ me ! ” 

\Vitli a disdainful gesture M. T^ocoii repelled him, “ !t is not of me you 
should ask hirgiveneM.**,” said he, “ but of this poor young w-oriun, your 
wife, who is dyijig, J think.” 

'riie JbiKo de (.’h.impdooc had entered tin* banker's house \vi 111 a joyful 
luMi't, and now he w.a.s about t<; leave it in a ^c,ite of despair, when the ede- 
brated deteelive snddeid> led him aside. FiC-t mo bdl you, Miiiisieur K- 
lhic,”s.aid he, “these seouiidi els lui^'O only half deceivcil you. 'I'he clnld 
you seek exists, and they know him. llul I know him aho, and to-morrow 
I Lecoij— will take you to him !” 


XX w. 

OiiKiuJ’.NT to the iiistruetituis of hi.** newMirolector, Audi/* had rcsigiiea lum- 
Belf to w'ait patiently at the Heanjon Iiospital for tin; liiiUh of the gw at 
game wliich M. T^'r-oi] was playing on his behalf. Moi'oovcr, he. had ruiougli 
cour:ige to as.sume tliat air of utter iiidiiriTence for the future which had 
duped li. Ma.scavot’s spies. It i.s true that he roeeived all the comfort and 
solace possible under tlio eirciimstiiiicea. Every d.iy hia neighbour on tlic 
right hand siilc—tho patient whom M. Lecoq pointed out as one of his 
^agcnts- stealthily slipped into his hand a note aeipuiiiitiiig him with the 
* march of events. Aiulri? read these notes in secret, and then carefully de- 
stroyed them. 

Hut time was vollAig on, the days .seemed iiitorrirnni.l)lc ; .and as the de- 
eisixe monifiit approached, Andre w'as IxMginning to lose paLienee, w’lum, 
one afteinooii, his neiglihoiir openly handed him a note which thrilled his 
lieart with joy. “ We arc winning the light,” wrote l^ccbi] ; “ all danger 
is ovi;v. Ask the surgeon to sign your permission to leave. Make yourself 
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a Bwell, ami to morrow ruoriuiig, at nino o'clock, yon will find mo waiting 
for yon ontHide the honpital door.** 

Andrd had not yet fully recovered. Ho must still carry hia arm in a 
Bling for several WToka to come; Imt no coUNidovatioii of this kindwindd 
have deterred liiin from complying with the detective’s iiistruelions. Kibiiig 
at an early hour on the morrow, he arrayed himself iji his hest elothea, which 
he had aent for, and then, alter taking leave of tiie Sisters of Charily, who 
had carefully tended him, he wont dowustairs, crossed the courtyanl of the 
hospital, and passed ijito the FauhourgSt. llonorti beyond. He remained for 
a moment on tlie throshohl ofthti great ontraiu’e-gatcw.iy, iid'.aling the fresh 
iiir with delight. 'J'lic day before he had still Kiiilcicd iVoin hi:i woiiiiils ; 
but now he forgot them, as if he had ]>cen touc hed liy some magic wand. 
jN'ever had lie felt so young, so strong and lithe ; never had his liearLUtd' 
pitated bo intensely w'ith hope. Jlow’cver, ho was siirprisod not to .see liisT 
m*\v protector, and he was (hiliberating as to what he liad better do, wlieii 
an open vehicle, drawn by a fast trotter, dashed up tlic Faubourg and 
Htop])od just in front of ilio hos])ital. Andre at once rt^i oguiscd the lespcut- 
f\ble-loi>kiiig old gentleman with gold .sju'ctaeles uho was soatc‘d insid**, :iiid 
.so. hastening tow ards In m, he excbiinii^d, *‘T!i.iidi Heaven you have, come, 
sir. I was lieginning to feed very anxious." 

You aie. right!’’ said M. Ijceoip eOusuUiiig his vateh. I -1111 li\c* 
itiiuuio '3 behind limc‘, but I was (letaiinMl at ihc Vii fct Icie, ’ 'I'hcn a-< 
AiuliOs began to tliauk liim ino.st e.ll'nsively, he added, ‘Mump in heside 
mo. I W'ant to talk to you ; the wcathcFs thdighUul ; we’ll go ns lar as 
I lie Hois.” 

A.S l)c took liis scat he.side the detective, Andre was si.ruck hy tlie 
nniiMii/d e\'pn‘ssion of his fiMtuies. as a rule so phudd and c omposed ; and 
tceling «Ui\ioii.s, lie ventured to ask, “ Has au^ filing ual.ivouiahic occmri‘d, 
sir.'' 

•* Not ill tluj least.” 

“ 1 wa.s afraid 

** All, I see, you d(.tect a .s( range (!\]»ri'^siun in my face' It nay In- so, 
for I'm tired out. I’ve spc^iil tlic night lookimy over jMaseai(‘rs papers. 
And, li(;sides, I hi\e wifene«.sod a lU'-st paoilul .scf’ii'i - oil'’ (.>f the U'O.st 
painful of my life*, and yvt 1 li.ive .seen a gcaid iii.iuy >liaiiire ami lemhlo 
things 111 my time.” lie sl’.ook his head, as if h<* hoped t(» di.^pel the im- 
presisioii, and tiu-n re-cuincd. “ .Mai tm-Jligals le.iscni haf» lujt re‘<i.'»led this 
Ccitiistropjio. 'riii.s villain Iiad o.ie Kublinu* ]»as.sion, he. adored Ids daughtei . 
Suddenly scp.aiatod from her, knowing Jier to lie, without fortune, .oul 
niiirried to a fellow V’ith a %orthIc.ss chai.icb r, l.’ig.il lias given way to the 
dcdinuni of deijiaii and l/ccome mad. Ho will go lo an asylnin instt^ad 
of to the galleys. Ho es«‘a]K’s the piiiii.'diment of man, but not tlie piinish- 
ment of thul, and lhi?i l.iRt is the more terrible. ” 

“ Maitiii-Higal mad ! ” niiitterod Aiube. 

Vi'.s ; and do you know' wlut form his in.-idne.ss lia.s taken? lie imagine.^ 
that J’.'iul and l-'lavia arc wdtlioiit resonrcc-.s, w ithout .^heller, witlioiit bread. 
Ho fancK s that I’.ml means to Hpccukitc* on hie wife’h in aiity. ami live on 
the fruits of her sliamc. He thinks he can hear his daughter c onstantly 
crying to him for liclp. Yvs, he hears thi.s voiced a bitter, jdemliiig, 
agonising voice. Then he eall-s for the gaolors, ami on hia knees implores 
them lo let liiin out only lor a day, an liour, swearing lie will return as 
soon a.s lie has resy,iicd his child from infamy and shame. And when his 
prayer is refused ho becomes frenzied, he woiuids liimsclf in trying to 
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loosen the window bars and ))roak the locks. This morning he had to bo 
fastened on his bed, where 1 just saw him making vain efforts to free him- 
self, 1 saw him with Iti.s features frigiiifiilly eonvnlsed, with his eyes 
starting from their oibits, witli a foaming mouth, and liowliiig like a wild 
beast. He recognised me and cxdaimecl, * Do you bcaj* Flavia’s voice ? ’ 
And this agony, mind, will perhaps last for years*, the doctor told me so. 
Until his deatli lie will unceasingly hear his daughter’s despairing voice. 
Kach minute of the years to come will contain more intolerable torture for 
him tiian he ever inilieted on all his victims.’’ 

A pause followed. Aiulrti could not help pitying this scoundrel, al- 
though lie had tried to have him imirdefed, and liad cnduivoured to i-ol> 
him ot .Sabine. 

^*uyp^^ Kc^},” resumed M. Lecofi, “the battle is won. Dr. Hortebizo is 
agonising. The poi.soii which he relied on as instantaneous has betrayed 
hini, atm his Kiifferinga have already lasictl twenty-tour hours. (Jatenac 
is trying to hold his own, but ho will be convicted of infaiiticiilc or com- 
})iirily Uiorein, and will at the least have ten years’ hard lal>our. Martin- 
iJigal’s papi‘rs have funiLdiod me with proofs against Perpignan, Van Klo* 
j)cn, and \’crininct, who will all serve out a comfortable stMiicncc. Toto- 
l ‘hupiu’.s fate is not yet settled. We shall remember that he came and 
fturrvndered hirnsr-lf, ami shows very great repentance." 

liut all this did not fully rcHsaiirc Audrii. “ Aiul Crotsenois ? " he asked 
timivlly. 

The detective repre-ised a smile. “ Ah, ha ! ” .said he, ** you arc not con- 
fident in me, I sco." 

“ Oh I I a.^surc you, sir—** 

Well, don’t be nervous, I promised you that the Count do Mussidan’s 
name shoiiM not he mentioned in the matter, and so I have allowed Cruise- 
nois to escape mo. l^ast night he slept at Brussels, .at the Hotel do Saxe, 
room No. 9. The 'Hlila Minijig Company wiil bo tieatod as an ordinary 
swindle. No funds have been paid in so far; the promised Hebscnj)iioua 
will bo returned to the persona they omamito from, ami Ooisciiois wdll be, 
sciitoiiced by default to a couple of months’ impiLsonment. Finally, to- 
morrow young (hindelu will have his notes of hand returned to him." 

Tlie voliiclc had been rolling llu'ougli the Boi.** do Boulogne ; aud now M. 
Leeo({ m.ule a sign tu the eoa..hui:iu U} turn and go back. “ Tlic time has 
conic. Monsieur Andr6," said he, ** to explain to you why, at our flr:t intcr- 
vi('W', I Siiluted you as the Duke do Chainpdoce. I had guessed your his- 
tory, but only last night did 1 learn its debiils." 

And without waiting for a reply he rapidlj^ aftilysed, for Andre’s hom rit, 
the voluminous maiiuscript prepared hy B. Masearot, and read aloud by 
J’anl. He did not tell everything, however. He concealed as far as 

i iosaihlo the crimes and faults of tlie Duke de Champdoce and Madame do 
dussidaii. lie \vislu'<.l to spare Audr6 tlvc pain of loathing or ceasing to 
respect his father .and Sabine’s mothei*. 

^ ^ The dc*tecti ve had niaii.ag(Ml his narrative so well, that he had just brought 
'it to a ooiijclusiim w'Inm the couchnian drew up at the coiner of the Rue dc 
Mutignon. “ Now, just alight lierc," said M. Lccoii ; “ and take care of 
your arm." Andr<3 hiechanically obeyed. “ Now,” resumed the detective, 
turning tovrards the carriage lagain, ** listen to me. The Count and 
Countes-s de Mussidan are expecting you to lunch. Hero is the invita- 
tion they requested me to give you. How'ever, don’t linger too long near 
Mademoiselle Sabine. At four o'clock be at your studio, and I will then 
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have the honour of presenting you to your father. Until then not one 
Dtford.’* 

I'lie young painter wished to speak and express his gratitude ; but Hfore 
lie was able to do so M. Lecoqs driver had whipped his horse, and the 
vehicle rolled rapidly away. So much happiness overwhelmed the young 
artist. K very thing came to him at once — a great name, an immense for- 
tune, and tlie girl he loved. However, he gathered himself together, and 
walked with a (inn step towards the entrance of the Hotel do Miissidan. 
He wondered how be would be received. Would M. dc Mupsidau remember 
his promises, or the peril no longer existing ? Would he merely frigidly ex- 
pre.ss his thanks? Tiie respectful manner of the servants made him judge 
that he was expected and recommended. This was of good augurv, and 
yet, in the hall, wlien the head valet asked him his name, he could hardly 
articulate it. The door of the grand salpu was thrown open, and he 
staggered as lie crossed the thre-shold, for there on tho opposite wall was 
iSiibjnt'.s portrait, the portrait which he liimself had painted. How came 
it there? Fortunately, tlie Count de Mus.sidan understood the young 
artist's embarrassnicnt, and came iow'ards him with extended hands, 
'i'licn leading him towards the countess, he exclaimed, ** Diane, this is our 
daughter’s liiisbaiid." 

Andrr? bowed low, while w'ords of gratitude rose confusedly to his Up.s t 
but tlie count liad already led him to where Sabine stood, and putting his 
hand in lier’s, resumed in a feeling voice, “ If happiness, hero below, is. a 
roWi»?.tLy43Jl 3ikiLLhii..haftpy.” 

It was only after a moment’s pause that Andrei recovered HuOlcienl self- 
possession to look at Madumoisolle dc Mnssidaii. Poor child, she w'as but 
the shadow of her fonner self —she had suffered so inteiiscdy during that 
long month when she had forced herself to receive .tlie liomage of tb6 
Alarquus de (Voisonois, and smile to him. “Oh dftt-ling!" whispered 
Andrt^, in her ear, “ how terribly you must have sulTcrcd.” 

“ Yea,” she said, quietly, “1 should certainly have died if it had lasted 
longer.” 

Ah ! the young artist ii#Ddcd great coui*age to keep his secret from 
Sabine during tbc dtdighlful afternoon he spent near her, during the 
glowing hours wlicu slic told him W'hat had been lier anguish and her 
hopes ; and it was only wdth a superhuman effort that he tore himself 
aw'ay at half- past three o’clock. 

He had not been live minutes in his studio when he heard a knock tii. the 
door. Ho opeiicfl it, and M. Lccoq entered, followed by an old gentleman 
of .somewhat haughty mien. This was tho Duke de Champdocc — Norbert ! 
“Monsieur,” said the duke to Aiulrd, without a preamble, “you know the 
reasons that bring me here. You know' who you are, and who I am—” 

Andrt^ bow'cd affirmatively. 

“ This genthiman,” resumed the duke, indicating M. I..ecoq, “has told 
you under wliat deplorable circumstances I abandoned you — my son. j 
will not try to excuse myself- though I have cruelly expiated Jthis crime. 
Look at me, I am only forty-eight years of age,” 

He looked sixty at tlio least, and Aiidrd w'as able to form .some idea of 
what this man, bis father, must have Buffered. 

“My fault fgHows me still,” continued M. de Champdoce. ** To-day, 
although it is my, dearest wish, I cannot claim vou as my son. The law 
only allows me to give you my name and fortune by adoption.” 

Tho young painter i*oniaiiied silent; and the duke at last resumed, 

VOI/i ii. o 
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' eviilent 1imt<atioD, '*You can of course institute pi*oceeclings against 
but ill that case I must say— I must confess — ” 

Ah ! Monsieur/’ interrupted Andrd, “ what can you imagine my feel- 
' liagB to be ? What ! Hefore assuming your nnine, which is mine as W'elli ' 
do you think I should try to dishonour it ? ” 

U'lie duke breathed more freely. Aiulr<^*s manner had chilled him. 
What a ditiference there was between the yoitng painter's haughty reserve, 
■^and the pathetic scene cmictcd by Paul, the day l^cfore ! 

** However, Monsieur lo Due/’ resumed AncU^, “before anything else. 

I must ask you to allow me to address you a few observations ? ’* 

*' Observations 7 ** 

i „ * \ did not dare to say conditions —but I think you will understand 

^ me. For instance, •! have never had a master. My in/iependenee has cost 
‘ me enough for me to cling to it. 1 am a painter, and for notiuiig in the 
worhl can I ever renounce art/* 

•* You will always be your own master/* rejoined the duke. 

Just as tile latter had hesitated a moment earlier, so Andre hesitated 
now. He had become very red. “This is not ali/’ he said: “llovea 
young lady and am loved by her. Our marriage is arranged, and T thiuk - ” 
j think," iiiterrnpicd the duke, “that you can only love a woman who 
is worthy of our name." 

■ As Andre heard this he smiled sadly. ** lint I w-as a nobody ye.stcrday," 
;said ho, softly, ** Jlowevcr, you may be at ease, monsieur, she is w'orthy 

* of a Charnpdoco, both by her fortune and by her name. Fnaii a social point 
of view she was far above me. 8he is-~the daughter of the Count do 
Mussidan ! " 

At the mention of this name JM. do Champdot'o turmd livid, “ Never i '* 
ho cried, “never! I -would 'gather see you dead than see you become 
Mademoisolle de Mussidan s hUfband*” 

“And I, -air, W’Ould suficr lien thousand deaths rallict than renounce 
her 1 " 

* “ If T refused my consent --however — I forbade—" 

Andr6 sadly shook his head. “ PatCT’oal 'authoiity,” said he, “ is ac- 
miired only by long years of protection and adcction. I owe you nothing. 
Forget me, as you have hitherto done. Follow your road, and I will follow 
mine." - 

The Duke de Cbampdoce remained silent. A frightful struygk was 
going on in hia mimb Ho bitterly realised that cither ho must renounce 
this son, 80 iniraculoURly restored to him, or else lie must see liim married 
to Diano's daughter. Hoth altcynativcs seemed to him equally terrible, 
“ Never ! " JreT muttered at last ; “ besides, the countess would never con- 
sent. Sho' hates mo a,s much as I hate her." 

M. Lccoq, -who had looked on in silence, now thought it time to inter 
*ere. “Iw'ilt uiidcrtakc/V' said he, “to obtain Madame de Mussidan’t 
.‘Onsent." 


O 

And 

B 

con 

pro^ 


» * .inifp ino longer resisted. lie opei M his arms 
V son, let it all be as yon itosirc." 

:w hiiuBolf from the .citil>r,'*ec to give f • 
slitliug him. “My mother ! *' ho t ric J, 
me to my mother." 


'^r 


the son for whom she had so often wept* > 








